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Gender Swap Masquerade (Gender Swap Erotica)



“I don’t know how you manage to talk me into these things, but I hope you know that I don’t feel at all comfortable in this get up.” Amanda has been invited to a masquerade party and would like me to attend with her. It is going to be a very strange evening to say the least, as I am now wearing a French maid outfit and she is wearing a black tuxedo.

“Stop bitching, Gary, and you don’t see me complaining about what I have to wear. It might seem a little unusual, but this is all about gender equality. Peter is a good friend of mine and he wanted to do something different for charity. I think it’s kind of interesting, and if I had a cock, then everything would be perfect.” I knew that she had been looking at me ever since we became roommates two years ago, and it wasn’t lost on me her beautiful blonde bombshell figure.

I stood looking in the mirror, and after I shaved my face, I had also done my legs and arms, so that I could take on the true appearance of a woman. Without my trademark goatee or black horn rim glasses, I could actually believe that I was this delectable creature looking back at me.

“I suppose it could be worse, and it’s not like you’re going to take advantage of me in this current condition.” I glanced over my shoulder to see that she was looking quite nice herself, handsome and sexy all at the same time. “You know, we have been dancing around this for a long time, and sometimes I think that we have been making the wrong decision.”

“Gary, we decided a long time ago that we would not step over that line, and even though I have a desire to do so, doesn’t mean that we should. We both agreed that doing something like that with each other would only compromise the friendship that we already have. I think what we have is too important and special to risk a physical relationship.” I did agree with her in theory, but there were times when she walked out of the shower with just a small towel wrapped around her waist that I began to think with the little head between my legs.

I went over to her, standing behind her as she looked in the mirror, and if I got any closer, I would no doubt make the little problem that I was having more noticeable. I kept my pelvis away from her nice tight ass, and it was lucky that I was wearing the black flowing skirt, because it had the ability to hide what I was keeping from her. Not only that, but the black leather panties were very constricting and kept me practically flattened against my stomach.

“I know what you’re saying, Amanda, but it doesn’t mean that I can’t fantasize about the possibilities. After all, we have both seen each other naked and I’m sure that we’ve taken matters into our own hands.” I could see that she was somewhat blushing, even underneath the faux beard. If she was a real boy, she would’ve been sporting a very large erection.

I don’t know what it was, but seeing her looking like a man and myself as a woman, I almost couldn’t control myself. I wanted to reach out and touch her in the worst way possible, feeling her breasts through those man clothes, and then reaching my fingers down into the fabric of those pants to feel just how wet she was.

“I don’t want you to get any ideas and I can see the way that you are looking at me.” It wasn’t just a one way street, and I could see that she was undressing me with her eyes, no doubt trying to picture me with my skirt raised up enough so that she could see my love muscle on full display. “Besides, I don’t think we have time to do anything about this anyway, even if we were contemplating such a thing.” At least I knew that she was having the same thoughts, and that was half the battle. The rest could be some innocent flirting, and sooner or later we would have to do something about this.

As she walked down the stairs, I could see that the black pants were hugging her every curve, and if my cock could have, it would have ripped through the fabric of the skirt to break free of the prison of the panties. I suppose I didn’t have to put on the leather panties, but they felt so good that I just couldn’t help myself.

I think she was getting a little carried away with the gender roles being switched, because she was actually opening the door for me and then going around to the other side of the car to get in the driver’s seat. It felt weird riding shotgun, but then again this was a weird night to begin with.

“I need you to know that I’ve never done anything like this before, and this is the first time that I’ve ever worn women’s clothes.” I felt like a male prostitute, somebody that would be hired to be a French maid and then be taken advantage of when they bent over. “I can’t say for sure that I would do this again, but then again, I think you are the only person that could make me get into something like this.” I ruffled the skirt, showing her my freshly shaven legs and then feeling her fingers as they ran up to the inside of my thigh.

“I love how smooth and silky you feel and I can’t believe that you actually went so far as to shave your legs and arms. It’s not like you had to do it, and I have this feeling that you wanted to just to see how it would feel.” I don’t think she was trying to excite me, but what her fingers were doing was making my little friend come out and say hello.

I could feel the air conditioning on my bare legs, and goose bumps began to pop up on my skin, but even that sensation was causing discomfort between my legs. I had to shift back and forth in the seat, and I could see that she was smirking, knowing that I was trying to get those panties out of the crack of my ass. I think she was having a little bit too much fun at my expense, and I wondered what she had underneath those pants and if she had borrowed a pair of my underwear or was going commando.

“I will say that you dressing as a man is very erotic, and if there’s anything sexier that a woman in a man’s shirt, then I don’t know what it would be. I have had my fair share of women that woke up in the middle of the night, put my shirt on over their naked bodies and watch as they walked around the room covering just enough for me to know that my shirt was the only thing that was stopping me from seeing them nude. I even kept a couple of my shirts and didn’t wash them, because I could smell their perfume and could lie on my bed and think about them.” I didn’t know why I was confessing this, but it felt natural to tell her everything about me.

“This honesty between the two of us is something else, and we really do tell each other everything. If I had known this was going to be so freaking hot to be wearing a man’s clothes, I would’ve wanted to add a certain piece of hardware to go along with it. I don’t think it feels right without something dangling between my legs.” I could definitely envision her with a large plastic sized cock, and that alone was making it very difficult to hide the protruding problem that was now pressing against the fabric of my leather panties. Never mind the fact that we had switched roles, and add to the fact that she was feeling a little frisky and dominant, and there was no telling how this night was going to end up.

We arrived a little later than expected, and when we walked into the door, we were both somewhat surprised to see that some of the guests were in various states of undress. “I’m so glad that you could both make it, and I’m sure that you’re going to have a wonderful time.” I should’ve realized that something was wrong by the way that the host was looking at me, and we began to mingle, but not exactly staying too far away from each other.

Not everybody was getting physical, but those that were didn’t really care if anybody was watching or not. I think we both looked at each other several times, and then we finally just had to get away from all of it.

As I was climbing the stairs, I felt a little lightheaded and almost stumbled over my own feet. My eyes were getting blurred, and I started holding onto Amanda’s hand, seeing that she was having the same effect. “I don’t know what’s wrong with me, but I don’t feel like myself.” Amanda didn’t say anything, and we moved down the hallway, until finally we found a room that was unoccupied.

“Gary, I think that we might’ve been drugged, and I know for certain that we both had some of the punch.” I had to sit down on the bed, and then it felt like the entire room was spinning around us, until we were both lying on the mattress together holding hands and trying to make sense out of any of this.

Closing my eyes, I suddenly opened them and bolted straight up with my eyes looking down at my body and not quite understanding how any of this was possible. I was looking at the swell of her breasts, the Tuxedo pants, and knowing that I was inside of her body and not my own.

“Amanda is this just my imagination or have we switched places somehow?”

She rose up to a sitting position, and then I watched as she moved her hands down over the black skirt and feeling the prominent member between her legs. “I don’t know what the hell is going on here, but it has to be something that we drank. This has to be some kind of mass hallucination, and we must have taken the same drug.” It was weird hearing my voice, and even weirder to hear her voice coming out of my mouth.

We both went over to the door, opening it and going down the hallway to the stairs, where we came face to face with the host. “Peter, I hope you have an explanation for this.” She didn’t sound at all happy and had her hands on both of my hips.

“I don’t think I owe you any explanation, and everybody else is having fun, so why don’t you just go with it and enjoy yourselves. Don’t think I haven’t noticed the way that you guys have been looking at each other these past couple of years, and this is your opportunity to do something about it. It will only last about an hour, and then you will go back to normal, but in the meantime, you can explore and have a little bit of fun. It’s up to you, and you can certainly just stand around and do nothing, but as you can see from downstairs, everybody is getting into the swing of things.” I looked past him to see that he was right, and apparently we were the only ones that were making a fuss.

“I will admit that this is very interesting, and I have secretly wondered what it would be like to be a woman.”

“I have the same feelings about being a man, and who better to explore this than with my best friend in the world,” Amanda admitted.

Peter smiled and then left us to our own devices, with her now looking at me and licking her lips.

She started to giggle and run away from me, glancing over her shoulder as she went back into the same room that we had just come from.

I followed, opening up the door to see that she had taken the initiative and lifted up her skirt to show that my own cock was now staring at me. “If we do this, I don’t want anybody to know, and this is to be something that remains between you and I.” While I was talking, I saw her begin to jerk herself off, with this insane look of pleasure radiating from her face.

I know that look, and I have firsthand knowledge of what it is like to manhandle my own equipment. “I agree, but this is so fascinating and I’ve never imagined in a million years what it would feel like to touch yourself like this.” I was just standing there, when it finally dawned on me that I could be doing the same thing.

Unzipping the pants on the tuxedo, I reached into the opening and found her bald mound against my fingers. I found her slit, and moved my finger down to the hole, where I hesitated for one second before penetrating myself up to the first knuckle. If this was the way that women felt every time that they masturbated, then I couldn’t understand why they wouldn’t be doing it all the time. Just moving my finger back and forth inside that beautifully tight pussy was euphoric, and did I dare to even to touch her clit and see what that would do?

I think we both got the same idea, as I took a hold of her cock, and she took a hold of my pussy, and we both stood there and played with each other.” This is just so strange, but I think I am loving every minute of it. This cock is...oh my...what did you just do, Gary?” Seeing that I knew my own body, I was quite aware of the fact that I was quite sensitive if the head was rubbed just the right way. “I want you to do that again.” I moved my fingers up the length and turned my palm around the head, making her entire body shiver, until finally she was sitting down on the bed with her eyes closed to the pleasure that I was inflicting on her.

“You have no idea what you are doing to me, Amanda, and there is a huge part of me that wants to suck that cock and make you shoot off into my mouth. I’ve often wondered what it would be like to suck my own cock, but I just don’t have that kind of flexibility. I once licked the head, but I blew out my neck in the process.” Her finger was stirring up the juices, which was now dripping down the left side of my pant leg and soaking the panties from the inside out.

“I don’t see any reason why you can’t indulge that fantasy, and I would love to see you suck this cock and then I want to fuck you with it inside of that tight little cunt of yours.” Now that the shoes were on the other feet, we couldn’t contain our excitement or the level of enthusiasm that we had for each other. “I want you to deep throat me, and I don’t wanna see one single inch outside of that mouth.” I had never done anything like that before, but I wasn’t about to shy away from a challenge.

Getting into position, I lifted up the skirt, so that I could see my own cock up close and personal. I’m not exactly lacking in that department, and eight inches was more than enough to satisfy any woman that I have had the pleasure of bedding down.

Extending my tongue, I touched the tip and tasted the small bit of hot cum that had accumulated on top of the head. I’ve tasted myself before, and I don’t find the taste unpleasant. I licked it and saw that she jerked, smiling at me and trying to thrust her hips so that this cock would go into my mouth. The lipstick smeared across the head, and then I opened up and allowed that hard piece of pipe to slide across my tongue.

Her hands were holding onto the headboard, moving my head back and forth, with her eyes closed and letting me have my way with her. “Amanda, I think you are going to enjoy this part.” I swallowed her down until that cock touched the back of my mouth, and then I took a deep breath and let the next couple of inches slide into the tightness of my throat. I gagged, but that didn’t deter me and I stayed exactly where I was, swallowing and giving this cock an internal massage that it would not soon forget.

“I can’t believe that this is what you feel...and if I were you, I would be finding as many women as I could to do this as often as possible. Holy fuck...Gary...you are a natural born cock sucker. That’s it baby, take it all and swallow mama’s cock.” I was now moving my head back and forth, and at the same time using my tongue to swirl around the top and all over the glands.

I could feel the swelling of the shaft and knew from personal recollection that she was close to blowing off. I don’t know why, but I could’ve easily pulled away and let her shoot into the air, but that was not what I was going to do. Working my lips faster along the length, I reached down and played with the balls, feeling them rear up against my palm, until I knew that the moment of truth was upon us.

“Yes, suck it...GARY...OH GOD...HERE IT FUCKING CUMSSSSSSSSSS.” She let go of the burden within her balls, filling up my oral cavity and making it very difficult to swallow the entire load. Just when I thought that it was going to be over, another couple of spurts came forcing its way outside into my mouth.

After her momentous orgasm, she attacked me and tongue fucked my mouth, enjoying and sharing the load that I had still lingering on the surface of my tongue. Both of our eyes were wide open with surprise and shock, until I watched my own face begin to descend between my open legs. She produced a pair of scissors from who knows where, slicing up the pant leg of that Tuxedo, and then doing the same thing to the other side, until she was able to expose me to her eager eyes.

Lifting my legs over her shoulders, she began to work her tongue around the clit and then moving it down slippery surface, until she had buried every little bit of it inside me. It felt so good that I didn’t know what to do, and found myself pointing my toes towards the ceiling with every muscle in my body working together toward a common goal.

“Amanda, my god...no wonder...oh fuck...you women love oral sex....Jesus Christ that is out of this freaking world. I think....oh yes....YESSSSSSSS.” I looked down while grinding my mound around her mouth, seeing that she was capable of squirting, and she was right there to capture every single drop. She continued to work me into a frenzy, and I don’t know how many times I came but having multiple orgasms is something that I would remember forever.

While I was still lying there in the afterglow of what she just did, she raised up to show me that that her cock was already hard and ready to go for another round. “Gary, this is so fucking amazing.” With those words, she drove every single inch into my body, making the very breath come out of my mouth with no sound but a puff of air. “I’ve always wanted to do that, and now you know what it’s like to go balls deep.” I had to look down to believe that she had impaled me on the entire thing, and then she began to hammer me into the mattress with long hard strokes that made the bed literally smash against the wall behind us. She reached down and began to play with my clit, which essentially made me get even wetter, allowing her to give it to me hard between my thighs.

“God, I love how you take my cock like a true bitch, Gary, and we are definitely going to have to try this again with a strap on dildo. I love the power that having this thing between my legs gives me, and this pussy is so fucking tight and demanding that I’m not sure how long I can last.” Now that I had gotten used to what she was giving me, I started to lift myself, so that I was matching her stroke for stroke.

“Come on, Amanda, I know that you can do better than that.” Her face turned into a mask of lust and desire, and even though I was seeing my own face looking down at me, I pretended that it was hers and she had somehow grown an appendage that she could use to her own advantage. My encouragement was now making her growl and use the body that she was now given to really pound the living daylights out of me. “CUMMMMMING.” I couldn’t help it, and I could actually feel every inch being squeezed within me, almost as if I was trying to milk her of the very hot seed that was now boiling inside her balls.

“So hot...so fucking hot and tight...wow...oh my wow...almost...almost...right fucking there, Gary....AHHHHHHHHHH.” I was only about half way through my own orgasm, when I felt the presence of something hot and sticky inside me, which was followed by several more shots, until they subsided enough that she slipped back out of me.

Closing my eyes, I reveled in the feeling, and then I opened them to see that I was now looking down at her inside my own body. My cock was used to the point that it was exhausted and depleted and would need a few moments to come back to life. “Amanda, I think that we have been missing out on a good thing, and I for one am not going to waste any more time.”

“That really happened, and now I think that our friendship has changed to something a lot stronger than it was before. There’s no way that we can possibly go back to the way things were, not when these bodies are craving just one touch, just one lick, and just one feel of each other’s hands. I won’t deny my feelings any longer, and I’m going to ravage your body every chance that I can get.” We began kissing, and then the door opened to the smiling face of Peter, who had apparently been listening to the whole exchange from outside the door.

“I knew that if you had the opportunity to exploit each other physically that you would finally find out what you have been missing. I’m glad that I could be of help, and if you ever want to try this reversal of roles again, I am more than willing to put on another ‘Party’. Perhaps next time, you might try a little variety and come downstairs and see what other sexual delights that you could find.” We both looked each other and knew that we would be returning to one of his parties, and perhaps we would go a little further than just the two of us.
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