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Gender Swapping Panties

The keys clicked into the lock. An armload of groceries in one hand he held the doorknob with the other. Trevor turned the handle listening to laughter bounced up the stairwell. His neighbor Jillian walked up the steps talking on her phone.

“I can’t I’ve got work tomorrow,” she giggled into the phone. She wore a tight-fitting yellow blouse and booty shorts. Her flip-flops padded loud on the carpet. “I want to, but you know how early I get up.”

Trevor smiled at her and offered a small wave. His door now open stood opposite hers. Jillian waved back at him and motioned with her finger for him to wait a moment. Trevor ran a hand through his short wavy blond hair. He wore thin glasses, but his prescription was not very strong.

Jill a Mediterranean beauty had dark olive skin with dark brown hair. Two prominent dimples decorated her face when she smiled, and Trevor could barely look at her without melting with lust.

“Hey, I’ll call you back,” Jill tucked her phone into her blouse and hung it in her bra. Trevor bit his lip wishing he could be that phone for an instant. Jillian turned to him and leaned against her own closed door, “Hey, I just wanted to make sure I didn’t hurt your feelings.”

“Hurt my feelings? What? No,” red spots formed on his face as he lied. The vacant hallway sat on the third floor.

“I just feel bad, I didn’t mean for it to come out so harsh,” Jillian looked down at the ground adjusted the weight on her feet.

“I want to stay friends.” Trevor leaned against his door frame and looked down the hall with a pained expression.

“I’d like that. I miss watching shows with you after work,” Jillian smiled as she spoke.

“I miss that too.”

“What are you watching these days?”

Trevor leaned down placing his bag of groceries inside the door to his apartment. “Netflix just put out this new British design show. I’ve only seen the first few episodes.”

“That sounds fun. Let me shower and get changed. I’ll be over soon, but I don’t want you to get the idea I want anything more than a friendship?” She leaned onto the balls of her feet as she spoke.

“You shot me down four times. I think I got the idea now,” Trevor blushed trying to hide his embarrassment, but Jillian was the most beautiful woman he’d ever known, and he desperately wanted to be a part of her life.

“OK, let me change into something comfortable. I’ll be right over,” Jillian grinned and unlocked her door.

“Sounds good,” Trevor replied watching her vanish into her apartment.

Closing the door behind him, Trevor undid his pants and ran to the bathroom. “I can’t get hard in front of her again.” His penis was smaller than average, but he was happy with it. Trevor ran his hand along the flaccid base encouraging the blood flow.

Trevor imagined ripping off Jillian’s clothes and sucking on her small breasts. The feeling of pressing his fingers against her nipples and kissing them gently. He pretended to penetrate her and force his cock into her vagina. Thrusting and pushing himself deeper into her. His cock throbbed and cum shot out into his toilet. Satisfied that he would not get erect when she came over, Trevor put away his groceries and prepared some popcorn.

Ten minutes passed into half an hour and Trevor’s resolve to wait for Jillian evaporated. He opened he opened his phone and navigated to her contact. He typed out a message but hung his finger over the send button. Hesitantly, he deleted the text and left his apartment.

Leaving his door open he walked across the hall to her apartment and he stood at the point of knocking, but her voice echoed through the door. Jillian spoke clearly and Trevor assumed she stood on the other side of the door.

“I just think it's so hot when a guy wears panties,” she giggled into the phone.

After a brief pause, she replied, “No, I mean I just think crossplay is sexy. I’m not a deviant. You know I’m into men and women, don’t say that.” Trevor leaned his head against the door trying to hear the conversation better. He mouthed crossplay, wordlessly.

“It’s just so hot.”

Another pause before she laughed, “I told you I can’t tonight. Look I promise I’ll go tomorrow.”

“All right. Just one drink.” The conversation ended and Trevor stood motionless leaning against her door. The word crossplay floating through his mind.

The doorknob to Jillian’s apartment turned and Trevor bolted back to his apartment and slammed the door shut. His breath came in shallow gulps, and the word crossplay flashed in his mind. He sat on the ground leaning against his closed door. A soft tap came above his head.

“Trev? Are you there? I thought I heard your door slam,” Jillian spoke through the door.

“Yeah, I’m here. What’s up?” Trevor asked panting.

Jillian paused and said in an apologetic tone, “I’m going out for a quick drink. I want to watch that show with you. Can we watch it on Saturday? Let’s hangout for the afternoon?”

“Yeah, that’s fine,” Trevor sighed disappointed.

“OK. I’ll see you later,” Jillian’s sandaled footsteps echoed down the long hall out of earshot.

“Have a good night,” Trevor spoke after she had left.

Depression hung on the edge of his conscious mind and Trevor googled Cross play on his phone. The first few hits had little to do with clothing but spoke on playing video games from one brand of console to the next. Trevor realized he needed to remove the space between the words and resumed his research.

The rabbit hole extended far, and hours passed before Trevor resurfaced. His attraction to Jillian drove him to try one more thing before giving up on his love for her.

***

Victoria’s Secret, the only lingerie store that Trevor knew, seemed a bad choice for him find something that fit. He did not want to try anything on in the store for fear of being caught or assumed a sexual deviant. Google helped him search a local store that catered to a LGBTQ audience. The store was named Desires to Reality. Images of his imagined sex with Jillian passed through Trevor’s mind and the name of the store sold him on cross dressing with she came over to watch shows.

The short drive to the outlet mall afforded no time for thought. Trevor sat in the parking lot looking at the run-down sign and vacant store. The uninviting exterior repulsed him, but the chance to have sex with Jillian drove him forward.

A bell rang in the back of the store as he opened the front door. The empty room had no shelves or doors. There was a counter with a box and a back door into a warehouse, but nobody stood in sight.

“Hello?” he called into the vacant room.

“Oh, yes, I’ll be right out,” called a sensual feminine voice.

Doubt filled Trevor, and he stepped back towards the door, trying to leave before the owner arrived.

“I was expecting you and I have what you need,” a short woman with dark brown hair walked out of the back door. Sweat dripped from her brow. She wore a black silk dress that stretched tight across her large breasts.

Trevor stopped with his hand extended to the door. The woman was beautiful, and she held his attention. Two braids hung above her ears tied back holding the rest of her flowing blond hair into a bun. She wore no shoes and her feet slapped against the firm carpet.

The woman held a large bag at her side. “I have this for you.”

Trevor turned and inspected the bag, but she placed it on the counter. “What is that?”

“It’s the panties and dress you wanted.” A sensual smile crossing her lips.

“I didn’t order anything. I’ve never been here before,” Trevor waved his hands defensively.

“I know, but I was expecting you.” She leaned across the counter allowing her breasts to spill out of her dress affording him a full view of her bosom.

“That’s not possible,” he stammered trying to focus on the refusal.

“This will be Seventy-five hundred dollars.” She typed into the cash register and the dollar amount showed up as the balance due.

“What? Are you kidding me?” Shock passed through Trevor at the price.

“No,” she said in a matter-of-fact tone.

“I’ll pass. I can get a pair of panties for twenty bucks,” he backed away appalled at the price.

“Yes, you can, but these panties are special. I made them for you.” Her hazel eyes penetrated into him disconcerting and confusing him.

“No. I’m leaving.”

“Try them on before you decide. Come this way I have a dressing room. I’ll help you try them on,” the gorgeous blond woman lifted the bag from the counter. She raised an eyebrow and motioned for Trevor to follow him.

“What?” Trevor asked watching the woman’s swaying hips.

“You heard me,” she said without turning back to him.

Trevor watched the woman vanish into the back room. Her tone implied that she would do more than help him try on the panties. He glanced at his car outside the shop and followed the woman into what he thought was a dressing room.

The low cramping ceiling hung a foot above Trevor’s head and the door frame barely stood below the crown molding around the square-shaped room. The blond beauty strode to a large bed at the other side of the room. She turned her head and lowered the left shoulder strap of her dress.

Blood rushed to his groin and his small penis grew erect. Trevor closed the door behind him and followed the woman to the bed.

“I didn’t catch your name,” he spoke unbuttoning his shirt and pulling it off.

“I know,” she sat on the bed her black silk dress unhinged from her shoulders but clung to her breasts tight around the bodice. She crossed her legs on the bed and motioned idly with her hand. “Take off your clothes.”

Glancing down at his firm cock, Trevor unbuckled his pants and dropped them to the floor. He stood in a tight pair of dark gray boxer shorts. The shaft stuck out, from below the cloth. Adjusting himself to be more comfortable within his boxers, he coughed and blushed.

Trevor looked up at the woman expectantly, but she sighed, “I meant get naked.”

“Oh, yeah, of course.” The firm elastic pressed into his cock, but he pulled it out and over his penis. It flopped down revealing his dark blond curly pubes. A chill passed over him. He covered his light pink nipples with his left arm.

“That’s better.” One hand in the large bag, she smiled up at Trevor. A dark red laced pair of panties flipped through the air. The woman tossed it to him commanding, “Put it on and stuff your cock in until I don’t see it anymore.”

The red lace fabric landed on the ground in front of Trevor. Thought of fucking the blond filled his motivation, but Jillian stood firmly placed in the background of his mind. He needed to feel comfortable like this to be sexy enough for her.

Trevor picked up the panties with one hand and stretched them open. The size appeared to be much too small for his waist, but he lifted his legs and pulled the lace panties up over his hairy legs. Stretching the fabric over his ass and pulling it up over his cock hurt. The panties were a few sizes too small. The elastic band of the red lace panties pressed into his cock cutting off circulation. Pain welled up in the tip of his small cock. The red lace embroidered the panties, but the center of the fabric was a black upside-down triangle. Trevor’s balls bulged from at the tip of the triangle.

“Are you sure this is for me? It’s tight,” Trevor complained. “My dick won’t fit in there.”

The blond nodded and motioned for him to proceed. Spreading her legs apart she rubbed her vagina through the dark silk fabric while watching Trevor stammer.

The small dick throbbed softly, and Trevor folded the firm flesh as bet he could. He winced forcing his cock to bend over itself down into the fabric. Releasing the elastic band trapped his penis inside the panties. The woman moaned softly watching him intently.

The blond woman nodded her head satisfied. “Come here,” she commanded.

Trevor ambled to the bed wincing with each step. “I don’t know how I feel about this. It’s embarrassing.”

The black silk dress slid from her bodice revealing massive breasts with dark brown nipples against her soft white skin. Trevor felt his cock press against the tight pantie prison. The woman pressed her breasts up massaging them gently. A small bead of white milk escaped the nipple, and she beckoned Trevor to come suck at her breasts.

Trevor knelt and cupped the nipple in his mouth and began sucking the large tits. The woman massaged the milk out into his mouth eagerly. The sweet copper tasting liquid ran down his throat. Pressure released from his cock, but it felt different from ejaculating. A burning sensation formed in the pit of his stomach.

A delicate hand ran down Trevor’s smooth chest to his groin. The woman traced the edge of the lace and poked her index finger down past his pubes, but no cock hung between his legs. Trevor screamed at the realization and tried to pull his head away from the massive breast. The woman held his face firmly onto the nipple and forced him to continue drinking.

Her index finger traced an oval and from it formed a vagina. Trevor gagged on the breast as she forced more of her milk into him. Losing himself in the terror and pleasure, the cascading pleasure burning in the pit of his stomach extended to his newly formed vagina. The blond woman delved into his depth and began finger fucking his virgin pussy. Starting with one finger she tickled his clit with each thrust of her hand into him.

Pleasure erupted from him and his features smoothed from angular masculine into rounded feminine. As he continued to drink from her his body transformed into that of a woman. Hips widening and shoulders narrowing. The blond woman pulled Trevor onto the bed keeping him at her breast the whole time. The two-lay next to each other, Trevor sucking the milk from the mysterious woman and she finger fucking him. A second finger entered his vagina and danced along the inside of its walls. Trevor stopped sucking as joy spread from his vagina through to the tips of his toes.

“Don’t stop sucking, you haven’t grown tits yet,” the woman whispered as she rammed her hand in and out of his vagina.

Lost in the moment Trevor had no ability to make sense of her words, but she guided him to suck on her breasts again. Buds of pleasure formed on his nipples and his chest expanded. Growing into that of a fully developed woman. His breasts hung low. Unaware of concepts of sizing, Trevor only knew that they were larger than Jillian’s but much smaller than this blond woman. The blond woman lifted her silk dress revealing a massive throbbing cock. Trevor gasped in fright.

“Wait, I was going to fuck you,” he protested pulling away from her breast.

“No,” she said firmly tossing him onto his side.

“What are you?”

“I’m a futanari Goddess, and I have heard your prayers,” the blond woman smiled lifting one of Trevor’s legs high into the air leaving the other flat on the bed. She pressed her cock firmly against his vagina and straddled the leg on the bed pressing his raised leg in between her breasts.

“Oh fuck, that feels good,” Trevor moaned as she rammed her cock into him. The tight panties pressed to the side as she forced her way in.

“Take my cock,” the woman moaned arching her back sliding in and out of Trevor.

Never a flexible boy, the transformation into a woman added flexibility to him that he never knew. The woman held his raised leg guiding his toes into her mouth and she sucked hard on them as she fucked him.

Trevor lost sense of the world. All that remained was the massive cock sliding and grinding against his insides. The woman stood on her knees and spun Trevor lifting both of his legs high tightening his opening. She crossed his legs in front of her face and held them raised with both hands as she drove her cock harder into his virgin pussy.

“Take my goddess cum,” the woman arched her back releasing a steady stream of cum into Trevor.

“I want it all,” he screamed as his abdomen filled with the warm sticky substance.

“You are mine now.” She pumped harder and faster cum erupting from her in geyser bursts.

“Fuck, fuck, oh god,” Trevor felt his insides burn with pleasure and cascading joy spread through his extremities.

A firm hand slapped Trevor on the ass, “No, you say oh goddess.” The commanding woman corrected.

“Oh, goddess fuck me,” Trevor moaned as the woman pumped her cum into him.

Pulling her cock out of his vagina the blond woman stroked her cock shooting jets of cum all over Trevor. The man transformed into a woman lay on the bed panting catching his breath.

The blond woman dropped his raised legs and smiled down at him. “Now that you’ve tried the panties, that will be seventy-five hundred dollars.”

“What gasped Trevor?”

Standing she pulled them from his ass and as they came off his transformation into a woman vanished with it. He lay cock erect in a puddle of the other woman’s cum. She placed the red laced panties into the bag. “The price is nonnegotiable.”

Trevor panted catching his breath feeling his chest searching for his breasts, but he had fully changed back into his old body. “I have so many questions,” he began.

“If you don’t pay, I will be forced to kick you out.”

Trevor stood fumbling for his pants on the floor and pulled out his wallet. “I can pay.”

“Good,” she whispered, “because I’m not done with you.”


Gender Swapped at Work

The red laced panties lay folded in a neat pile stuffed in the zipper portion of Trevor’s briefcase. Work proceeded at its normal dull tempo; Trevor wanted to try the panties on again, but a day removed from the incident at the store Desires to Reality he doubted that it happened. The transaction on his credit card was very real. Mystical panties is not a planned expense on his budget.

The thin-rimmed glasses fell to the tip of his nose and Trevor pushed it up and continued typing the expense reports into the system. Although boring, data entry paid well compared to his last few jobs.

A red-haired woman poked her head around the corner of his cubicle and offered a wide smile. “Hey Trev, can you see me in my office a minute?” Alice had curly red hair and bright green eyes. Like an old cartoon, she stood leaning to the side only her head visible. Her eyes darted around his bare cubicle and rested on him.

Trevor turned from his computer and smiled back at his boss. “Uh, sure thing. Let me finish this.” His computer chair spun slowly and he stopped the momentum with his heel on the desk.

“That’s fine. I’m headed to lunch in half an hour. Can you swing by before then?” She winked and turned away.

“Yes. I’ll be about five minutes,” Trevor called out.

Typing and pressing tab and typing and pressing tab, Trevor proceeded to work. From the cubicle across from him, a friendly face poked over the stall divider. James was an old friend and Trevor had him to thank for the position at the company.

“Dude what did you do?” James threw a crumpled sheet of paper over the divider at Trevor.

After spinning the chair, Trevor scooped up the wad of paper and tossed it back over the divider at James. “Nothing.”

“Are you sure? Why is Alice calling you in?” James raised an eyebrow implying a more personal visit that what Trevor expected.

“I don’t know. I’ll tell you when I get out. She most likely wants me to stay late.” Trevor glanced down at his briefcase and his mind wandered to the bizarre encounter with the blond woman the day before.

“Alright,” he winked. “Stay late and get some overtime.” The implication in his voice clear.

“It’s not like that,” Trevor protested.

“Are you gonna be online tonight?” James ducked back down from the raised vantage point and spoke through the divider instead of over it.

“Yeah, I should be on around seven or eight.” Trevor turned back to his keyboard.

“OK, I just got Borderlands 3 and I want to run through it with you.”

“I got it a few weeks ago, but I’ll start a new character. I’ve been thinking Moze.”

“Dude she’s cute. I want to play as her.” James chose characters in games based on their looks, and it bothered Trevor.

“OK. I’ll play as Zane then.”

The cubicle room sat at the far end of the office. Motivational posters with cats and sweeping landscapes dotted the long hall towards Alice’s corner office. All of the walls in her room were made of glass. The two-story building looked down at the nearby park and the distant Columbia River.

Alice sat forward in her chair pen in handwriting furiously. Lines of concentration split her forehead. Her light teal blouse hung loosely over her black dress pants. Trevor thought she was very pretty but older than him by at least a decade. She started the accounting firm right out of college. Her business partner and husband left her a few years back, but after that point, the business grew exponentially.

Trevor walked past the glass walls of her office and waved at her. Opening the glass door, he smiled. Noticing him, Alice pressed the power button on her Macbook turning it off as he entered.

Fountain pen on back into its holder, Alice smiled and welcomed Trevor into the office, “Hey thanks for coming in.”

“No problem, what’s up?” Trevor sat in the leather chair in front of her desk. He looked into her green eyes and began undressing her with his own. He wondered what color her nipples were or what they would feel like.

“I need you to stay late again tonight. We’re behind on the payroll data for a few clients,” Alice stood from her desk and walked around to the front of it. She crossed her legs and leaned back against it.

The struggle to control his thoughts became impossible, but he managed to say, “OK. I’ll just grab a bite to eat and head back into the office.” Stealing a breath to reign in his escaping mood, he asked, “Will you be here to let me back in?”

“No, unfortunately, I have a dinner appointment and I won't be back until around eight, but you should be done by then. I’ll have Janet give you a key on your way out. Just hand it back in on Monday.” Alice rose from the desk stretching her arms back. Her spine popped and she grunted at the release.

Trevor stole a glance of her black bra through the gap in the buttons on her blouse, “That’s fine.”

“Would you like to go grab lunch with me? I’m gonna get Chipotle,” she walked to a standing coat rack near her door and pulled down a slim pink windbreaker. As she passed Trevor, she patted him on the shoulder. “I can always count on your help.”

Trevor wondered at each of their previous encounters and began doubting if his boss was attracted to him or not. He spoke turning in the chair, “I brought a sandwich today. I’d love to go another time though.”

“OK. Thanks again for helping out. You’ll get a little overtime this week.” She pushed her arms through the jacket smiling.

“It’s not a problem. I’m happy to help,” he rose walking towards her door.

Alice placed a hand on his chest stopping Trevor from exiting., “I like your attitude. Keep it up and if a position opens for supervisor, I’ll consider you a strong candidate.” Alice smiled and opened the door motioning for him to leave.

“Thanks, Alice. I’ll do my best.” Trevor glided back to his cubicle as a tumult of emotion bounced in his head. Attraction to the woman, and confused if it was an advance or not, he reached into the briefcase reaching for his sandwich but came up with the panties.

“So, what did she want?” James asked over the Divider. “Dude, what the fuck? Why do you have those? Don’t tell me? Are they hers? I knew you had it in you.”

“No. Dammit, No. I promise,” Trevor blushed in patches of red on his cheeks.

“I get it. Tell me all about it when we’re online tonight.” James smiled and nodded his head in admiration.

Trevor placed the panties delicately back into his briefcase and pulled out the sandwich. He unwrapped it and avoided eye contact with his friend. “I need to stay a bit late tonight. I’m not gonna be online until nine or so. You can run through story missions. I’ll catch up later.”

“Bummer. Why does she pick on you to stay late? She never asks anyone else,” James complained sitting back down in his chair.

“I don’t know. I get it done quick maybe.” Trevor said quietly.

“Lucky. I could use the overtime right now.” James said.

The phone in his pocket buzzed with an incoming text and James sent, “Dude are you boning her tonight?”

Trevor sent a text out to Jillian instead of replying to James, “Hey, I need to chat with you. Something weird happened and I just need to talk to someone.” Trevor closed his phone and went back to work.

***

Navigating the empty office felt like walking through an alternate reality. Trevor enjoyed working overtime at night because nobody interrupted him. Typing in the last numbers into the keyboard Trevor glanced at his watch. It read seven forty-five. The urge to wear the panties grew in him with each minute that passed.

“It didn’t really happen,” he assured himself. Alone in the office, he spoke to himself just to hear the words. He recalled the sex and his desire for a thick cock to ram inside him. His dick hardened thinking of the blond woman pounding him over and over. Breathing in and out Trevor calmed his excitable emotions.

“Nobody is here. I can try them on and go home tonight as a woman. What would that feel like?” Trevor stood up in his cubicle and looked around the empty room. Keeping his blue collared shirt on he unbuckled his pants. His cock firm against his gray boxer shorts. The boxers fell to the floor and his small penis stuck straight out as he imagined the woman ramming her shaft into him.

The red lace brushed against his hairy legs. The tight material still a few sizes-small for him. His cock poked out the left side of the red lace panties. The upside-down black triangle pointing at his balls smashed into the undergarment.

Nothing happened. He waited, but no changes coursed through him.

His phone buzzed as he received a text from Jillian. “Sorry that you’ve gone through something. I can’t talk tonight, but I’m looking forward to watching some shows with you this weekend.”

He typed out a quick reply sighing, “It’s nothing. I think I was overreacting. I’ll see you on Saturday.” Depression at the loss of his mystical gender-swapping panties swarmed his mind. The whole idea for this came from Jillian in an attempt to do something that she might find attractive, but as all of his previous attempts had failed, this one puttered to a close.

The image of the beautiful Mediterranean woman floated to the front of his mind and Trevor, smiled. “At least I can get myself off thinking of her,” he said, stroking his cock.

His firm cock flexed with the blood surging through it. He reached a hand down to his dick and he stroked it back and forth. The red lace rubbed against his hands with each passing. He imagined the blond woman turning him over and fucking him from behind.

Trevor stood dressed only in his shirt and woman’s underwear in his cubicle masturbating when the door to the office opened in the distance. Panic shot adrenaline through him. He debated changing back to his boxers or pulling on his pants.

“Trevor? Are you still here? I thought he would be gone by now.” Alice called down the hall in her sweet soprano voice.

Frantically he pulled up his pants over the red lace panties. The firm dick left an erect silhouette on his khakis.

“It’s fine. Should we go somewhere else?” Came the lower voice of another woman.

“No, I’ll find him and tell him to go home. He’s usually done by now,” Alice reassured the other woman.

“I’ll wait in your office then.”

Alice approached down the hall. “Trevor? I saw your car in the lot still are you still here?”

“Uh yeah. I’m just leaving,” he picked up his briefcase and pushed in his chair. The gray boxer shorts forgotten on the floor.

In cartoon fashion, Alice poked her head around the side of his cubicle door, “You’re here later than normal.” Her eyes danced around his cubicle and lingered on his boxer shorts.

“Yeah,” he picked up a candy bar wrapper and tucked it into his pocket brushing against his firm cock.

“Are you wearing underwear?”

“What? Of course. Why wouldn’t I be?”

“Your boxers are on the ground,” Alice met his eyes and frowned. Something is different about you.

“I’m fine. Nothing is different.” Trevor lost his footing as he spoke, and the transformation began. His firm cock sucked into his body. A vagina formed where there was none, and he felt the nectar from his womanly parts flowing gently down dampening his pants. Shoulders shrank, hips widened, and his breasts grew. Trevor stood in front of his boss as a woman.

Her green eyes shot open, jaw dropped, and she stood up standing in front of the opening to his cubicle.

“I can explain I promise,” Trevor spoke in a woman’s voice.

“What the fuck did I just see?” Alice stepped forward reaching a hand to Trevor’s chin. She traced the rounded shape of him running her hand down his breasts towards his hips.

“I can’t explain. I’m not sure this is real,” Trevor stammered not sure how to react to her attention.

“Oh, it is real,” Alice whispered. She leaned in kissing Trevor. Her soft lips met his with a zing of pleasure. Trevor began with a protest but wrapped his arms around her neck and pressed his tongue against her lips. Saliva spread between them and their tongues undulated together sensually.

Trevor pulled back from the kiss. “What was that?”

“A kiss silly. I’ve wanted to kiss you for some time but damn your hot now. I can’t resist anymore,” she wrapped her arms around Trevor’s neck and pulled him in for a hug.

“You’re a lesbian?”

“Not really, you’ll see,” she thrust her hips forward pressing a hard cock against his thigh. His breath caught at the touch. Alice grabbed his arm and led him out of the cubicle. “Come with me.”

“Where are you taking me?” He asked dropping his briefcase on his desk.

She winked back at him and called, “Hey Karen, I brought us a treat.”

“You didn’t have to surprise me on my birthday,” called the sensual low toned voice.

“I didn’t plan this, but I think you’re gonna love it.” They turned the corner and strode towards her office. Her yellow blouse flapped as she almost jogged down the hall.

“Who is Karen?”

“My girlfriend.”

“I’m the treat?” Trevor confused at what his boss meant by the comment.

They walked past her glass walls and Trevor saw a tall woman with dark brown hair. She stood leaning against the window looking out into the park below the office. Heart-shaped ass naked on display, she turned as they approached. The woman tilted her head inspecting Trevor. Between her legs hung a massive cock.

Alice entered the room and took off her yellow blouse. No bra covered her freckled breasts. She wiggled her tits side to side eagerly, “You are our dessert. Now get on the table and take off your clothes.”

“Hi, Karen. I’m Trevor,” he waved nervously. He wondered why all the women in his life suddenly had penises. Trevor unbuckled his belt and let his pants fall to the floor. Hopping up onto the desk he looked nervously from Karen to Alice.

“You don’t look like a Trevor,” Karen asked waling up to Trevor.

“It’s complicated,” he replied pulling his collared shirt off. He sat naked on the table as two futanari women approached him. Eyes gleaming with delight they attacked him with kisses. Kisses rose up from his neck to his mouth, as Karen rubbed his pale flesh. She gripped her breasts in her own hand and rubbed them against Trevor.

“Wait for me,” Alice chided as she pulled off her pants down. Her cock tucked into a black pair of panties folded to the left. She approached Trevor and knelt at his feet. Soft lips trailed from his thigh to his vagina. Alice kissed gently and began sucking the top of his labia playing with his clitoris with her tongue.

Trevor gasped at the sudden pressure on his soft vagina, but Karen stole the rest of his breath with a passionate kiss. Breasts rubbing against each other, the tall woman guided Trevor onto his back on the desk.

His boss sucked his labia into her mouth and kissed gently moving in a cycle of sucking and kissing. Without looking she closed her open MacBook and slid it out of their way. Karen walked around the table and stood over Trevor’s head, her cock at eye level of his upside-down view.

Tipping the futanari cock down she guided it into his mouth. Trevor took as much of it into his mouth as he could, but erect the cock was fifteen inches long. Trevor gasped as Alice pressed a finger into his vagina. She stroked in and out as the cock in his mouth swished around his cheek.

“Suck it, Trevor. Make me cum in your mouth,” Karen demanded. Hips thrust, and Trevor worked his tongue as best he could to please the cock in his face.

The mouth working his vagina vanished and the firm tip of Alice’s cock pressed into his labia sliding up and down searching for the opening. He spread his legs wide allowing her to fuck him, and Alice began pounding her cock deep into Trevor.

“You do want a promotion?” she giggled as her cock rubbed against the walls of her vagina. Laying on his back on the table, a cock in either end of him, Trevor moaned uncontrollably, but it came out as a muffled groan over the dick in his mouth. Karen thrust her hips methodically, but Alice worked her cock in a circular pattern. The two edged Trevor closer to an orgasm. Pleasure surged through him in cascading jolts of joy. It extended from his vagina out to his toes and up to his nipples. He gripped his breasts firm and rubbed his tits. A bead of pre-cum dripped onto Trevor’s tongue, and he prepared himself for a bursting release into his mouth.

The dick vanished, and Karen walked around the table. “It’s my birthday and I want to fuck you,” she said to Alice.

“But what about our dessert?” Alice protested humping Trevor with each word for emphasis.

“You fuck Trevor. I’ll fuck you.” Alice let out a sharp breath as Karen penetrated her. Standing behind Alice, she pressed her cock into the other futanari woman starting a fuck train. Karen pressed Alice down so that she stood bent over the table while fucking Trevor allowing a better angle for Karen to fuck her.

Alice kissed Trevor sending her tongue deep down his throat as he pounded into him. “I’m cumming. I’m gonna unload into you.” Alice’s breasts rubbed against Trevor’s as they kissed through the rising pleasure.

Karen gripped Alice's hips hard and thrust herself fiercely into the other futanari. “God, Fuck. Dammit, take my seed,” she moaned. The force of her thrusting pushed Alice against Trevor and kept them all on the same sexual tempo.

Alice stopped their kiss and went through a series of short breaths as her cock flexed shooting cum into Trevor. Streams of cum filled his vagina. He felt a rising pleasure course through his body. Gripping the edge of the table he braced against the forceful fucking and rode out his orgasm. Alice’s cock slipped out of his vagina.

Long breaths later, Trevor looked up to see Karen and Alice making love on the floor. Alice lay on her back and Karen sat on her facing. Alice fucked Karen while Karen masturbated her own cock in rhythm with the thrusting. Trevor stood from the desk and walked on shaky legs to the women. Straddling Karen, Trevor lowered himself onto her cock and took in as much of the massive dick as he could. Alice fucked Karen while Karen penetrated Trevor. The three fucked a few more times until Trevor had no more energy.

In a quiet uber ride home, Trevor wondered how the evening’s exchange would change his work-life balance. His mind drifted to Jillian, the woman of his dreams, and he doubted that he could ever tell her the truth about his magical gender-swapping panties. Still transformed into a woman he wore loose-fitting clothes and made his way up to his apartment. Glancing once at Jillian’s closed door, he went into his apartment and fell asleep.


Quality Control

Sweet laughter bounced up the stairwell as Jillian rose the last flight of steps to her apartment. She held a phone to her ear and said to her friend Alexa, “That can’t be true.” Trevor stood in the hall trying to get into his apartment. Fumbled keys fell to the floor and the armload of groceries threatened to spill out of his arms. Jillian smiled at his piteous nature.

“You have to check out this store with me,” Alexa pleaded into the phone a second time.

“I can’t I’ve got work tomorrow,” she replied watching Trevor struggle with the door. Jillian wore a tight-fitting yellow blouse and booty shorts. Her flip-flops padded loud on the carpet. “I want to, but you know how early I get up.”

Trevor smiled at her and offered a small wave. His door now open stood opposite hers. Jillian waved back at him and motioned with her finger for him to wait a moment. Trevor ran a hand through his short wavy blond hair. He wore thin glasses, but his prescription was not very strong.

Jill a Mediterranean beauty had dark olive skin with dark brown hair. Two prominent dimples decorated her face when she smiled and Trevor could barely look at her without melting with lust.

“Hey, I’ll call you back,” Jill tucked her phone into her blouse and hung it in her bra. Trevor bit his lip wishing he could be that phone for an instant. Jillian turned to him and leaned against her own closed door, “Hey, I just wanted to make sure I didn’t hurt your feelings.” His friendship was important to her, and she wanted to stay amicable.

“Hurt my feelings? What? No,” red spots formed on his face. The vacant hallway sat on the third floor.

“I just feel bad, I didn’t mean for it to come out quite so harsh,” Jillian looked down at the ground adjusted the weight on her feet wondering how to proceed. She was attracted to him but could not envision it as anything more than a fling.

“I want to stay friends.” Trevor leaned against his door frame and looked down the hall with a pained expression.

“I’d like that. I miss watching shows with you after work,” Jillian smiled as she spoke.

“I miss that too.”

“What are you watching these days?”

Trevor leaned down placing his bag of groceries inside the door to his apartment. “Netflix just put out this new British design show. I’ve only seen the first few episodes.”

“That sounds fun. Let me shower and get changed. I’ll be over soon, but I don’t want you to get the idea I want anything more than a friendship?” She leaned onto the balls of her feet as she spoke. His eyes darted to the phone in her blouse.

“You shot me down four times. I think I got the idea now,” Trevor blushed trying to hide his embarrassment.

“OK, let me change into something comfortable. I’ll be right over,” Jillian grinned and unlocked her door.

“Sounds good,” Trevor replied standing in the hall until she closed her door.

Phone out of her bra she placed it on the table in the kitchen. It vibrated as soon as she placed it down. Alexa sent, “Call me back ASAP,” and a gif of a man pointing to an overlarge watch. Jillian laughed and pulled a leftover salad from the fridge.

Tomatoes and avocado slightly brown, the salad sat in the fridge for two days now, but it tasted fine. She picked up the phone and dialed her friend.

“Hey, sorry. I was chatting with Trevor for a sec.”

“What’s with that guy. Doesn’t he get the picture that you don’t want to be with him?” Alexa scoffed over the phone.

“It’s not that, he’s cute in a dorky way. I’d fuck him, but I think he’d get too attached,” she said through a mouthful of food.

“You have a soft spot for weirdos.”

“I know, but they’re so cute,” she took a last bite and closed the lid thinking the salad should be good for one more day.

“Harry and I went underwear shopping for him last night. I got him a pair of panties,” her voice came out in a taboo tone.

“God that’s hot.” Jillian tried to imagine Harry naked with his cock bulging through a pair of panties.

“I got my boyfriend to try them on for me last night,” Alex covered the phone on her end and static scratched on her end of the line. “Hold on a sec,” she vanished. Jillian kicked off her shoes. “I’m back,” Alexa said as Jillian walked towards the closet to take out a pair of slippers.

“I just think it's so hot when a guy wears panties,” she giggled into the phone.

“It is right. God, I’m glad we found this out. I had no idea you shared the same kinks as me,” Alexa said cheerfully.

“I mean I just think crossplay is sexy. We’re not deviants. You know I’m into men and women, don’t say that.” Trevor leaned his head against the door trying to hear the conversation better. He mouthed crossplay, wordlessly.

“Harry kept them on while I wore a strap-on and pegged him.” She breathed softly through the phone. “It was so hot. I masturbated thinking about it this morning after he left for work.”

“That’s just so hot.”

“I want to tell you all about it. Come grab a drink with me and we’ll swing by and run a quick errand,” she said the statement as a question lifting her voice high at the end.

“I told you I can’t tonight. Look I promise I’ll go tomorrow,” she pulled on a pair of purple slippers and turned to the door.

“I’ll show you the video we took.” Alexa whispered it and the offer hung in the air for a full long breath.

Jillian kicked off her slippers and pulled on a pair of sandals. “All right. Just one drink, but that video better be hot.”

“It is.”

“I’ll meet you at our spot,” Jillian smiled ending the call. Guilt stabbed her stomach for the double obligation, but Trevor was desperate for her attention and he wouldn’t mind. Besides this video sounded hot.

Jillian opened her door to the sound of Trevor’s door slamming. The odd decisions of her strange neighbor amused her. Index finger bent she tapped his door to get his attention. She said leaning into the door frame, “Trev? Are you there? I thought I heard your door slam.”

“Yeah, I’m here. What’s up?” His voice came out in a series of pants and gasps for air.

Jillian bit her lip and said in an apologetic tone, “I’m going out for a quick drink. I want to watch that show with you. Can we watch it on Saturday? Lets hangout for the afternoon?”

“Yeah, that’s fine,” Trevor sighed.

“OK. I’ll see you later,” Jillian listened for a response, but heard nothing. Turning to go her sandals slapped against her feet echoing down the hall. Her car sat in Trevor’s parking place. Before he owned a car, he let her park in his place, and four months back when he bought his ford pickup he never asked for the parking place back. Two spaced down from her white Jetta sat his pickup. Lingering images of Alexa’s boyfriend getting pegged hung in her mind.

***

The Imagine Dragons song ended, and Alexa walked down from the stage with her been in hand. Only three glasses in she kept her balance, but inhibitions were long gone. Applause dying down, she plopped into the chair content with the reception to her singing. Short blond hair waved down her head to her chin; she pulled it back over her ear and sipped at her drink.

“When are you going to show me that video?” Jillian leaned across the table tapping a finger on the lacquered wood.

Alexa smiled over her glass and replied, “After you go up there and sing.”

Firm hands drew an ‘X’ in the air, and she said, “I’m not drunk enough to sing yet.”

The girls laughed recalling the last time Jillian sang and fell from the stage partway through a Mariah Carey song. Alexa placed her glass down and pointed subtly to the bar, “Hey that girl at the bar has been checking you out all night. You should go talk to her.”

Jillian glanced over her shoulder and met the eyes of a dark-eyed woman. A thin smile spread the bartender's lips, and she winked. Her brunette hair fell, pulled back into a tight ponytail. Jill turned back to Alexa and replied, “No way. Again, I’m not drunk enough to fuck a girl.”

“Just go talk to her. You haven’t had good sex in a long time,” Alexa encouraged, “It’s been a year since you broke up with Steph and the only guy in your life is that Trent or whatever his name is.”

“His name is Trevor, but he’s a good guy, I just can’t really see myself every dating him.” Alexa motioned with her eyes back and forth for Jillian to go talk to the pretty woman. “Fine, I’ll talk to her, but then we’re going to run your errand, and I need to go to bed. I’ve got work tomorrow.” She rose from the table and stretched.

“All right. I’ll close out my tab after you chat with her,” Alexa gulped down the rest of her drink.

“Careful you need to drive still,” Jillian chided.

“I know. I’m a big girl.”

The brunette bartender smiled at Jillian as she finished pouring a drink for a customer. Jill sat at the bar and leaned onto the table. American Express credit card in hand she slid it forward. “Hey, I need to close out.”

“OK,” the bartender smiled. “What’s your name?”

“It’s Jillian,” she replied looking at a squat man take the stage and begin singing a country son.

“Mine’s Marta, how are you tonight?” Quick fingers taped against a touch screen monitor. A receipt printed out from a nearby machine.

Jillian nervously glanced back at an encouraging Alexa, “Hey, this might sound funny, but my friend over there, don’t look yet. She thinks your super cute and wants your number.”

Marta chuckled and pulled the receipt with her left hand. “Really? That’s too bad. I’ve been eying you all night.” She leaned forward on the bar and her large breasts hung low offering a clear view of her black bra.

“What really? I didn’t notice.” Jillian tried to avoid looking, but her eyes drew to the hanging flesh.

“I’ll give you my number,” Marta pulled a napkin and pen from behind the counter and wrote her number and a heart.

Jillian tucked it into her small yellow purse and smiled, “That’s nice of you. I can’t promise I’ll text thanks.”

“I’m off at ten tonight,” Marta winked. “You’ve got cute dimples when you smile.”

The compliment sent a chill of attraction down Jillian. Sweet words feeding her growing lust for the bartender. “I’ve got work in the morning. I’ll be busy but maybe I’ll call you this weekend.”

“I’m working Friday, but I’ve got Saturday off.”

Jillian bit her lip and considered how to respond, “All right. I’ll keep that in mind.” Uncertainty about her sexual orientation flared up as she thought of this woman naked. She wondered what sort of personality she had and if they could be friends.

“Here sign this,” Marta pushed the card back along with a pen and the receipt. Jillian signed it and wrote her own number on the receipt. Marta winked up at her and said, “Have a good night, dimples.”

“You too.” Exhilaration filled her mind at the prospect of a new love, she walked to her car and followed Alexa to a nearby store called Lovers. The sign out front drew her thoughts to intimacy and romance. This was a store she had never visited personally, sex toys vacant from her life. She owned a pink vibrator, but rarely used it preferring her own fingers against her intimate parts.

Alexa stood at the door pulling her jacket tight around her neck against the cold wind. She glanced at Jillian and took her by the arm. Together they walked into the store. Alexa asked, “Well, what did she say?”

“Not much. She was interested in me, but I don’t know. I don’t think of myself as a lesbian. I’m just bi.” Idly picking up a ball gag she wondered what it would feel like in her mouth, but BDSM had never been a part of her intimate life.

“That’s fine. You don’t have to be a lesbian to have fun.” Alexa guided them to an aisle full of Dildos and strap-ons. Hands on her hips she glanced picked one up examining the girth. “You remember when we experimented. Those were some hot times.” She placed the strap-on down and picked up the next one.

“What do you even need here?” Jillian asked leaning against the display case. “You already have one. And you still haven’t shown me that video.”

“I need to get a smaller strap-on. The one I used apparently hurt Henry pretty bad.” She pulled the phone from her pocked and navigated to a video. “Here watch this.” Finger on the play button she started the video.

On all fours, Henry glanced at the camera and asked, “Are you recording?”

Tilting the frame and she held a selfie stick with her phone on the end. Alexa lubed up a large pink strap-on and eased it into his ass. Her small breasts bobbed up and down as she rocked her hips forward pressing deeper into him. Henry let out a groan of pain, but his cock hardened with pleasure.

“Fuck that feels good,” he called.

“You like that?” Alexa asked in the video. The pounding ramped up and the sound of their sex filled the store from the video on her phone.

A young blond woman with full lips and green eyes approached Jillian from behind and asked, “Can I help you find anything?”

Startled, Jillian shut down the video and blushed crimson. She stammered, “We’re fine. She’s just browsing.” She passed the phone to Alexa and avoided eye contact with the store clerk.

The clerk stared at Jillian intently and said, “I’d like to recommend our newest model. It just came in. It’s supposed to be lifelike.” The woman leaned close to Jillian and reached for a strap-on putting her into the other woman’s personal space. Their breasts touched the clerk held eye contact lingering a moment. She handed the strap-on to Jillian and smiled.

Reeling from the flirtatious encounter with Marta, Jillian felt horny and this intimate touch pushed her over the edge. The strap-on in her hand needed using. “Sure. I’ll look at it,” she tried to change the focus to her friend. The blond clerk smiled with her full lips distracting Jillian. “Hey Alexa, what about this one?”

“I got the one I need. Are you getting one?” she asked looking up from a pink vibrator and pink strap-on in her hands. Her eyes darted from Jillian to the clerk and she winked. “I bet that bartender would love to break it in for you, but perhaps you could try it out sooner. I’m going to go pay.” Alexa waved and walked down the aisle leaving Jillian alone with the forward clerk.

“It looks great, but I think all pass,” Jillian smiled placing the strap-on back down on the display case. She glanced at Alex and wanted to escape the situation, but the blond clerk pulled her eyes back and pressed a hand to her black dress pants. The firm outline of a cock appeared. The circumcised tip visible on the black fabric. Jillian gasped and looked up at what she had thought was a woman, but now she was uncertain.

The blond clerk stepped closer and took Jillian’s hand., “I promise that this one will change your life. I’m wearing mine right now. It’s so comfortable.”

Attraction and excitement ran through her veins and she imagined this woman ramming the strap-on into her over and over. She breathed in trying to regain her thoughts, “I thought I saw a bulge in your pants, but I didn’t want to assume anything about your gender.”

“Assume away. I want to give you a demonstration.” The blond clerk took Jillian hand and tried to guide her out of the aisle.

“Excuse me?” Jillian asked she wanted to do this, but fucking a stranger was never something she’d done in her life.

“You’re on the fence. Let me show you what it's like,” she pulled Jillian down the aisle towards the changing room. The clerk picked up one of the new strap-ons shook it slightly. “This is the one. It literally will change you.”

Alexa glanced back and saw her friend walking away, “Hey Jill, are you coming? I need to go. I’ve got a naked man waiting for me at home.”

“I’ll be right there,” Jillian answered and glanced nervously at the clerk. She shrugged trying to get away from her.

The blond clerk winked and unbuttoned the top two buttons of her blouse revealing her full breasts and said, “Come on to the back room. I want to show you how to use it.”

“Jill?” Alexa asked.

“Just go on ahead without me. I’ll see you later this week.” Jillian answered and ducked into the changing room with the clerk.

“That’s a good girl.” The blond clerk said following her into the room.

“I don’t usually do anything like this, but I can’t help myself,” Jillian stood in the corner of the small space and glanced at herself in the mirror. Yellow blouse tucked into her booty shorts, she smiled checking out her dimples. “I don’t even know your name. I’m Jillian.”

“Sarah,” the clerk replied unzipping her black dress pants. “This will change your world.” Erect, the cock slipped out of her pants. Sarah strode over to Jillian and kissed her passionately. Tongues pushed and slid into each other’s mouths, Sara reached down with her left and unzipped Jillian’s booty shorts. Both women still clothed, breasts smashed into breasts.

Jillian’s hands explored the other woman’s large breasts, and she pulled them out of her button up blouse. They hung loose over the fabric. “Is it OK to do this here?” she asked.

Sarah pushed the booty shorts down Jillian’s legs and nodded kissing her again. Passion and lust drove them. The women embraced and kissed. Sarah pressed Jillian into the wall with the mirror and lifted her legs placing her vagina directly over the cock. “This will feel very real.” The tip of the cock pulsed with energy.

“Oh, god yes.” Jillian moaned as the tip penetrated her. Only the circumcised shaft into her vagina, Sarah reached a hand down and rubbed Jillian’s clitoris. Jill leaned her head against the wall and stared into the mirror watching their reflections intimately enjoy each other.

Sarah licked her index finger clean of the juice flowing from Jillian’s vagina. The tip of her cock entered Jillian, and the two began fucking. Her head smashed into the wall and her breasts bounced with each press of Sarah’s hips.

“God that feels good,” Sarah moaned.

“What do you mean? It’s just a strap-on right?” Jillian questioned.

“You’ll see when it’s your turn.” Sarah breathed short shallow breaths and kissed Jillian probing her tongue deep into her throat. Jillian gasped feeling air stolen from her lungs. Building pressure of an orgasm surged into her abdomen. The cock rode deeper and deeper rubbing against the walls of Jillian’s vagina.

Sarah groaned and winced, pulled her cock out of Jillian. “Just a minute. Let’s give you a turn.”

“Fuck I was about to orgasm.”

“Me too.,” Sarah said pulling the strap-on from the box. She held it out for Jillian to put on.

“Won’t I have to pay for this first?” Jillian pursed her lips and eyed the strap-on. “It’s pink. It’s not my skin color.”

“I’ll charge you later, but color doesn’t matter. It will still feel good.” Sarah motioned for Jillian to put it on.

One leg at a time she slipped the straps over her ass and cinched them tight. The cock hung stiff but felt different from the one hanging from Sarah out of her dress pants. Jillian noticed that the tip of the cock dripped white pre-cum. “Wait, is that a real cock?” she asked as the energy in her legs gave way. The belt tightened on its own around her ass cheeks and she cried out in pain. The room spun, and she lost her balance.

“It’s ok. It’ll pass,” Sarah said patting Jillian on the shoulder.

“Fuck,” Jillian moaned as pressure formed on her crotch above her labia. The strap-on melted into her flesh and the straps vanished. Black leather formed into a part of her olive-skinned body until it vanished altogether, until a limp cock hung between her legs. The flesh still the wrong color she screamed. Sensation formed in the cock and suddenly she felt a throbbing eruption of pleasure and desire. “What the fuck just happened?” The pink cock changed bit by bit to match her olive skin tone. After a moment it stood up erect pointing at Sarah.

“There, now do you want to try it out on me?” Sarah pulled her pants down revealing her own cock firmly attached to her groin. “You are a Futanari just like me now.” Sarah bent over in the stall and arched her back displaying her own labia to Jillian. All sense of surrounding vanished and Jillian needed to press her cock into the woman. She turned the woman towards the mirror so she could fuck her and watch them doing it. Jillian pressed her cock into Sarah and the soft wet pressure of her vagina surged with pleasure.

“Fuck this feels good,” Jillian pressed her hips forward, taking in the soft sensation. Memory of the cock in her own vagina fresh in her mind, she tried to decide which felt better, but could not.

“I told you it would be life changing,” Sarah moaned as the cock fully entered her. “I had to pull out before I came in you and spoiled the surprise.” Jillian spanked her ass hard and surged forward and backward pressing the woman. Sarah bent over held her balance with both hands on the mirror. Jillian stared at their reflection and humped the other woman losing control of her senses. All that existed was the pleasure.

Sarah dropped one hand down to her own cock and masturbated herself while Jillian rammed her. The slapping sound of flesh on flesh filled the store.

“Fuck,” Jillian moaned ramping up the speed and lunging into the woman harder.

“Hey Sarah, are you guys OK in there?” called a timid young woman through the closed door.

Sarah moaned her reply between thrusts, “Yes everything is fine. Fuck me. We’re just doing quality control on a new item.” Jillian laughed and slowed the pace feeling pressured build in her cock.

“OK.” The girl poked her head over the low door and gasped. Jillian offer a wide dimpled smile and slammed her cock into Sarah.

“Oh God. I’m almost there. Ram that cock into me,” Sarah moaned as her own cock erupted cum onto the floor. It burst out spraying the dark blue carpet.

“Fuck,” Jillian moaned. Twitching with pleasure, she slammed her cock into Sarah. She gasped as the pulse of her cock sent showers of cum into the other woman. “Oh God,” she screamed. The timid young woman stared wide eyed at the scene. Jillian rammed into Sarah over and over until her adrenaline slowed.

She pulled her cock out of Sarah and stood on shaky feet. “You were right. That was life changing.” She slumped onto the bench and sighed catching her breath.

“I told you,” Sarah replied sitting down next to her. She put a hand on Jillian’s cock and stroked it back into an erection.

“How do I take it off?” Jillian asked feeling her ass cheeks for the straps.

“That’s the catch.” Sara said kneeling down on the floor. She frowned up at Jillian and added, “You can’t”

“What?” Jillian screamed staring down at the throbbing cock between her legs.

“It’s ok here.” Sarah leaned down and took the cock into her mouth. Jill breathed out a burst of air at tongue swirling around her shaft. Fingers probed for Jillian’s vagina and Sarah finger fucked her while giving her a blow job.

“I could get use to this, I think,” Jillian moaned as both her sex organs received attention.


Gender Swapped and Spying

Trevor stripped naked the moment he got home from work. Daytime male clothes in a pile on the floor he pulled the gender-swapping panties from his dryer. After checking that they were clean he slipped them on and dialed Jillian. The soft red lace slid up his thighs. The thought of turning into a woman pulsed energy into his penis. As he pulled the panties up, his cock grew too large to tuck into the fabric.

“Hey, Trev, sorry I missed your call last night,” Trevor could picture her dimples and smile as she spoke. Soft music played in the background and a hairdryer blew.

“Hey, Jill,” Trevor answered. The whole conversation practiced out in his mind he prepared to continue, but she spoke first.

“I got a weird text from you the other night is everything OK?” she asked.

“Yeah yeah. I wanted to show you something. What are you doing tonight?” Flustered that he couldn’t use any of the smooth lines that he prepared he stammered. “I need to show you this.”

“I can’t tonight Trev. I’m meeting a friend to go dancing.” Sincerity came through the phone line and Trevor could not be mad at the woman he loved.

“Oh, really where are you going?” he asked. A plan formed in his mind. The cock in his panties shrank melting into the growing vagina between his legs.

“You wouldn’t know it,” she replied.

“That's fine. Are we still on for tomorrow?” Trevor’s voice grew higher with each word as his body shifted into that of a woman.

“Of course. Let’s get together in the afternoon and binge the whole season,” she replied distracted by the blow dryer.

“I’m looking forward to it,” Trevor’s voice fully transformed into a woman with a low alto timbre.

“What did you want to show me?” Jillian asked shutting off the hairdryer.

“It can wait,” Trevor tried to imitate his masculine voice as best he could, but it came out terrible. Trevor formulated his plan. As a woman, Jillian would not recognize him. If he went to the same bar as her. He could spy on her and find out what she was doing.

“Are you alright?” she asked concerned.

“Yeah, I’m fine. Have fun at the bar,” he replied holding the phone away from his face.

“Alright. I’ll see you tomorrow,” she said hanging up the phone.

Trevor slumped into his couch and his breasts formed into large mounds. His slender framed developed curves, and he tweaked his nipple finalizing the plan. He ran to his closet and retrieved a new red dress. Slipping into the fabric he looked at himself in the mirror and felt beautiful. His breasts bulged out of the long ‘V’ neck cut and the edges of his light pink nipples showed. “I’d fuck me,” he said slipping on a pair of sandals and grabbing a purse with makeup and his wallet.

Trevor slipped into his car and applied his eyeliner and eye shadow while waiting for Jillian to come out of her apartment. When she emerged from the stairwell, he ducked down and waited for her to climb into her car. He trailed her with half of his makeup on. After a short drive, Trevor found himself in a parking lot watching Jillian enter a dance club in the distance. After she disappeared, he finished putting on the rest of his makeup.

At the door, the bouncer was a tall man with wide shoulders, “I need to see some ID. You look too young to get in.”

Trevor pulled out his purse and showed him his license that displayed his male alter ego. The bouncer narrowed his eye and looked down at Trevor a second time. “I recently had some work done,” he explained.

The muscular bouncer eyed him up and down and said, “I would never have known. Are you sure you want this bar? Damn, I’d take you home right now and show you a good time.”

Trevor had never felt attracted to men, but the attention he received for his beauty made him blush. “Thank, uh… I’m meeting a friend.”

“When you’re done with her, come back and find me.” He said standing to the side so Trevor could pass.

“I’ll think about it,” Trevor winked at the man and found himself giggling as he walked through the black double door into the bar.

Jillian sat at a table alone sipping a cocktail. Trevor winked at her to test if she recognized him. When she gave him an awkward stare, he felt confident and strode up to the table.

A beautiful brunette woman wearing a t-shirt sat down in the empty chair opposite Jillian. Jillian offered a wave to the Trevor as the brunette sat down, “Do you know her?” Trevor glanced at her shirt and chuckled at the lettering, “I Licked it so it’s Mine.”

“No, but I feel like I should,” Jillian turned to the other woman and smiled. “That's a great shirt by the way.” Frustration filled him in waves, Trevor walked to the bar and slumped into a chair listening to their conversation.

“Thanks,” the brunette leaned across the table and kissed Jillian softly on the cheek. “I’m glad you decided to text me. What changed your mind?” Trevor stared at the love of his life smiling at another woman.

“I’ve never been to a gay bar before. I figured I needed a guide,” Jillian spoke. He wondered if his love had always been a lesbian, but that hurdle should be easy to cross now that he was a woman.

“It’s no different from any other club, just only women.” A finger on Jillian’s chin, the brunette pulled her back to their conversation.

“It’s kinda hot to think about,” Jillian spoke. Trevor’s attention drifted to the dance floor, and he watched a shapely dark-skinned woman approach him at the bar. Wide hips and a round ass, Trevor undressed her with his mind. Her light cream-colored dress contrasted her dark skin nicely. The cut of the material pressed her small breasts together.

Plump lips touched Trevor’s earlobe, and the woman whispered to him leaning close, “When I saw you walk in the door, I knew I wanted to have you tonight.”

Trevor glanced at the gorgeous woman and replied, “What makes you think I’m an easy catch?”

She grinned at him intently and danced her way down to the lowered dance floor. Ass twerking at him, she winked and beckoned him with a curled finger. Trevor glanced at Jillian. She strode with her date down to the dance floor. Trevor looked at the black woman and smiled. Dancing with this woman he could steer them closer to Jillian so he could spy on her. Trevor stepped down to the dance floor and grooved his way into the mesh of women’s bodies gyrating and shaking to the sensual music.

“What’s your name?” Trevor asked dancing up close to the black woman.

“Cheryl, yours?” she rocked her chest side to side shaking her tits at Trevor. She inched close to him with each steam of the dance, and Trevor led her closer and close to Jillian in the distance.

“Tre… uh. Jillian?” he said the first woman’s name that came to his mind. A crimson blush filled his face after he lied.

“Tre Jillian, huh?” She leaned in close wrapping her arms around his neck. Her breath grazed his cheek, and she swayed her hips against his side.

“No Just Jillian,” Trevor replied getting into the dance. He turned his back to her and twerked his ass up at Cheryl.

“Alright,” the two rocked their bodies and felt each other through the thin fabric of their dresses. Cheryl kissed the side of his neck as they danced together. Trevor watched Jillian passionately kiss the brunette woman, and he sighed at the sad sight. With his back to Cheryl, another dark-skinned woman walked up to Trevor from the front and danced into him. The three women created a sensual sandwich with the gender-swapped Trevor in the middle.

“Come on in girl there’s plenty of this cutie to share,” Cheryl called winking at the other black woman.

“Excuse me? You can’t just pass me around.” Trevor protested shaking his ass against Cheryl. He bent low and danced his way back up shaking his ass across her. A bulge near her groin caught his attention, and he knew that his woman was packing a futanari cock. The realization drove him to dance harder pressing himself against her rubbing up and down. His ass cheeks spread, and the cock dipped into his crack blocked from his vagina by their dresses.

“Watch me,” Cheryl leaned over his shoulder pulling the newcomer in for a kiss. The motion pressed all their bodies together into a jiving sensual train. Trevor rocked his hips side to side grinding against Cheryl. He looked down at the newcomer and noticed a massive bulge in her dress. The outline of a cock pressed against the green skirt. She edged forward pressing the massive cock in between Trevor’s legs. He leaned his head back against Cheryl and moaned. Trevor felt his vagina dampen with lust. He wanted the cock to fill him.

“Let’s go somewhere secluded,” Trevor said to both of the women.

“Where do you have in mind?” the newcomer asked. “Hey Cheryl,” she added winking.

“My place is close.”

“I’m coming too,” Cheryl replied. The three danced their way from the club. Trevor glanced back trying to see Jillian, but she was nowhere in sight. In Trevor’s car, he straddled the futanari woman in his backseat. Their tongues danced against each other to the lingering beat of the music from the club. Cheryl groped his breasts and pushed the red fabric aside revealing the plump flesh. As they kissed, she rubbed his tits pressing the flesh together and squeezing his nipples. Trevor began feeling as though this was his body and when he transformed back into a man, that his male body was the wrong shape. Cheryl’s dick pressed into his clitoris through the fabric and he wanted to take the massive thing inside him.

“Three people can't fit in that car. I’m gone or we have to go somewhere,” snapped Gina the second futanari woman.

“My house is close,” Trevor explained pointing the direction.

“Get in the front seat and suck me off while I drive,” Gina demanded opening the door and lifting her skirt revealing a massive black cock throbbing with excitement. Trevor rose from Cheryl’s lap and kissed her one last time as he climbed over to the front passenger seat.

“I had her first. I want you on my dick while we drive,” Cheryl protested gripping Trevor’s ass. She held him bent over preventing his escape. She pressed her face up to his labia and her tongue explored the soft flesh. Her tongue flicked the soft lips, and she sucked them into her mouth.

Trevor gasped trying to focus on the throbbing black cock in front of him and the long tongue delving into him. “I can try to do both,” he explained leaning down to take the cock into his mouth. His mouth rested on the large black tip. He sucked gently pulling more of the dick into his mouth with each gulp. His tongue swayed up and down as he sucked Gina’s dick.

Cheryl gripped her cock in her hand and masturbated while she sucked on Trevor. Her tongue split the lips of his labia wide and she drew a line up and down the length of it. Wet nectar from his delicate vagina dripped into her mouth and down his leg. Trevor struggled to keep the strength in his legs while she licked him. Burning pleasure coursed through his vagina and he struggled to focus on sucking Gina’s dick. Gina pressed a hand to his head and rocked it up and down forcing him to take more of the cock into him. Trevor glanced up and realized that they were still in the parking lot. Gina was not driving anywhere. His tongue gently worked up and down the cock. He rammed it as far down as it fit in his mouth, but admittedly it was a large dick and he could only take half of it. He wanted this massive dick inside him.

He lifted his head and said, “Let’s get to my house so you can ram that massive dick in me.” He pulled up his address on Google maps and handed it to her.

“If you don’t get me to cum before I get there, I won’t put it in you,” she said turning the key in the ignition. The estimated time of arrival gave Trevor seven minutes.

Cheryl pulled her face out of Trevor’s ass damp with his sensual liquid, “Fuck Gina, that’s harsh.” Laughter filled the car and Trevor felt nervous. He desperately wanted the big black cock in him.

“He better get working,” Gina said putting the car in reverse.

Hands on the base of the massive black cock Trevor squeezed and rubbed up and down where his mouth could not reach. He felt for her balls, but where testicles should have been a clitoris formed at the base of her cock. Trevor dipped two fingers into the already wet pussy. Middle and ring fingers slamming inside of her, his left hand stroked up and down while he bobbed his head on the cock. Gina moaned in pleasure. Cheryl continued to suck on Trevor’s vagina, but he had to concentrate.

Two minutes left, she said, “Better hurry. I think this is your place.” She turned the car into his parking lot, but her voice choked up and she slammed on the breaks. Trevor pressed a third finger into her vagina and moved his mouth to the tip of the cock. He sucked furiously and licked across it back and forth. “Fuck, I’m gonna cum,” she said gripping the door handle and leaning back in the seat. Trevor pressed the tip of his tongue on the cock and opened his mouth wide. Cum shot from the black dick into his mouth. Streams of cum shot at his lips and covered his mouth.

After licking the cum from his lips, Trevor said, “Now you have to fuck me.” Cheryl kissed both of his ass cheeks and the three stepped out of the car. Casually walking up to his apartment. Trevor waved to a neighbor that didn’t recognize him as a woman. Cheryl and Gina walked with their cocks swinging out in the open.

He grinned, unlocked the door and pushed the two black futanari women inside. Trevor lay on the bed and spread his legs wide. Gina mounted him quickly and pressed her dick to his clitoris. All three women still wore their clubbing dresses in various states of undress. Trevor’s skirt hiked up revealing his bare ass and the straps over his shoulders pressed to the side so his tits hung out loose. Gina’s loose blouse covered her tits, but her black skirt was hiked up to her waist revealing the massive throbbing black cock.

Trevor wanted it inside him and he pressed his vagina against the dick, but Gina shook her head. Gina lay on the bed hanging her feet over the edge. She pulled Trevor on top of her and pressed down on his shoulders until her dick penetrated his vagina. The tip much larger than any dick he had seen stretched his skin, and he felt agony and ecstasy. Cheryl walked up to the edge of the bed and lifted her dress higher so her cock could be free of the material. She pressed her dick up to Trevor’s ass and spat on the tip. A long finger penetrated his ass, Cheryl spread his anus wide and pushed her dick into him. Trevor groaned with both black cock tips inside of him. He panted rocking his hips against the double penetration. Memories of his time with Alice and her girlfriend Karen filled his mind, but these black dicks were bigger.

“Fuck me, I need to cum,” he screamed. Trevor pushed his hips down, taking in both of the cocks. Gina gripped his tits and pulled him flat on the bed against her so that Cheryl would have a better angle to ram her cock into Trevor. Cheryl thrust her hips forward, Trevor pushed against her motion taking as much of the big dick into his ass as he could. Gina’s dick was only halfway inside him and he felt as though his vagina would burst.

“You want this?” Gina asked pulling her dick out slightly.

“You put that back in me,” Trevor leaned down and kiss Gina. His hand reached down and he rubbed the front of his clitoris as she pounded the full length of her cock inside him. Trevor gasped for breath-stopping their passionate kiss and he lay his head down on her shoulder as both women pumped their dicks into him. His breathing sped up, and he felt the burning pleasure of an orgasm begin. Joy burst from his vagina and mixed with the pain of the two massive dicks. Trevor moaned in gasping breaths.

“You like that,” Cheryl asked pumping her dick even harder.

“She likes mine better,” Gina replied.

“Both of you shut up and fuck me,” Trevor gasped between thrusts. The sound of slapping flesh and bouncing breasts filled the room. Their breathing quickened. Pumping rocking they penetrated and pressed their dicks into him. Trevor moaned in pleasure and felt a trickle of milk escape his nipples. Gina looked surprised at it and squeezed them hard. The white liquid dripped down onto her black skin. She pressed her lips against one of his nipples and sucked hard. They fucked him over and over. Cheryl arched her back and pumped her cum into his ass. She thrust over and over. Trevor screamed in pleasure at the pressure inside him. His orgasm reaching new heights as Gina milked his tits. Gina’s cock burst with an eruption of cum filling his vagina. Cum dripped down his legs. Cheryl pulled her cock from his ass. A bead of cum dripped from the tip of her black cock down onto the carpet in his room.

Trevor sat upright taking the full length of Gina’s cock into him and rode her back and forth with all the skill of a bull rider. Gina groaned in pleasure. Milk dripped from his swollen tits. Cum filled his insides. Trevor collapsed down onto the bed breathing out hard. The firm cock twitched inside his vagina.

“Fuck, you two better not be done,” Trevor rolled over on the bed shaking his naked ass at the black futanari women.

Cheryl smiled at him and shook her head. “Gina, if you’re too tired then you should leave.” She vied for time alone with Trevor.

Gina snapped her finger and replied, “My cock is just getting warmed up. I could fuck that pussy all night.”

Trevor grinned, “Let’s see who has more stamina.” The taunting words amped the futanari women, and they pounced on him.


Futanari At The Club

Naked on her couch, Jillian sat staring at the cock between her legs. The nightmare at the changing room did not vanish with sleep. A timid finger touched the flaccid dick. Flesh squished under the soft pressure. As she thought of the outrageous sex with the woman, her cock hardened. “Great, now I’m as horny as a teenage boy.” She shook her head and reached for her phone. She typed out two different texts before landing on a third one that she liked best, “Marta, this is Jillian from the bar the other night. How are you?” The phone discarded on the counter she dressed for work. Her mind drifted to Trevor’s strange texts about showing her something and she worried that he was planning on coming onto her again.

“Fuck who would want this body. I’m not a man or a woman anymore,” Jillian muttered as she walked out of her room towards the kitchen. After opening the fridge, she pulled out the ingredients to make a sandwich.

The phone on the counter vibrated, and she received a reply from Marta, “I’m great. Thanks.” Dimples shone on her cheeks as her face split with a smile. A quick follow up text appeared before she could answer, “I was thinking about your cute dimples after you left last night.” Mayonnaise and ham on the sandwich she drizzled mustard liberally over the meat.

“We should hang out,” Jillian grinned, but her mind drifted to the cock between her legs and she wondered if anyone would love her now that she was a futanari.

“What are you doing tonight?” Marta asked.

“My plan was to sip some wine and watch a movie,” Jillian lay a slice of cheese on the sandwich and picked up her phone to reply.

“Do you want to go out dancing?” She followed the text with a dancing emoji.

“I haven’t been to a club in ages,” Jillian texted back then stuffed the sandwich into a bag.

“You should come with me it’ll be great.”

“OK. What time do you want to meet up?” Jillian thought about her clothes and which ones would hide her new cock best.

“I’ll be there around eight,” Marta replied quickly.

“Eight works. Text me the address and I’ll see you tonight,” Jillian put her phone into her yellow purse and closed the door behind her. She had to make it through a day of work before allowing her mind to focus on her date with Marta.

Lights flashed in a variety of colors; Jillian closed her eyes to adjust to the dim light in the dance club. She pulled out her phone to send Marta a text. “Hey, I just got here where are you?” She walked over to the bar and ordered a Malibu cocktail from the bartender. Music filled the room and Jillian watched the women dancing and grinding against each other on the lowered dance floor. A balcony looked down on the dance floor from above. Women lounged and drank chatting idly.

A message arrived from Marta, “I’m up in the lounge. I’ll be right down.” Jillian glanced up to the balcony and squinted trying to see Marta, but her lower angle did not allow a good view. She sat at a nearby table and sipped her cocktail. A familiar faced woman walked into the bar. She was gorgeous. Large breasts spilled from a red silk dress. The material barely covered her ass. The woman’s short wavy hair called up recollections of someone she knew, but Jillian could not place it. The wavy-haired woman winked at Jillian and walked over towards the table. Jillian adjusted her black silk mini skirt and looked away from the approaching stranger.

Jillian offered a wave to the stranger as Marta sat down, “Do you know her?” Her black T-shirt read, “I Licked it so it's Mine.” Jillian laughed spilling her drink on the table.

“No, but I feel like I should,” Jillian turned to her date and smiled. “That's a great shirt by the way.”

“Thanks,” Marta leaned across the table and kissed Jillian softly on the cheek. “I’m glad you decided to text me. What changed your mind?”

“I’ve never been to a gay bar before. I figured I needed a guide,” Jillian glanced at the wavy-haired woman. Her expression filled with sadness, but she turned her back and headed to the bar.

“It’s no different from any other club, just only women.” A finger on Jillian’s chin, Marta pulled her back to their conversation.

“It’s kinda hot to think about,” Jillian pictured all the women naked on the dance floor. Bodies rubbing breasts bouncing. The cock in between her legs grew stiff. She desperately wanted to find a club dedicated to orgies.

“What do you mean?” Marta asked

“My mind wanders a lot. I was thinking about all these women having sex here on the dance floor,” Jillian smiled and pointed to a particularly beautiful black woman. “See her. Damn, she’s got a nice ass.”

Marta nodded in agreement, “Oh that’s Tuesday nights in the VIP lounge. Naked Shots we call it. We’ll have to come back another time.”

“Ha ha. Hilarious, but also super hot,” Jillian did not believe that the bar held orgies of any kind no matter how hot it would be.

“Let’s dance,” Marta said finishing her martini. She rose from the table and took Jillian by the arm.

“OK.” The women walked down the steps into the light fog and chaos of the dance floor. Musical beats drove the tempo and rocking of hips and bouncing of breasts. Marta wove through the tangle of bodies and sexual energy finding a small place near the middle of the room. Tapping her feet, she moved to the beat and pulled Jillian in close to her. Marta’s leg danced in between Jillian’s grazing against her flaccid cock. The motion drove blood into the organ and the tip firmed bulging out of her miniskirt. Marta danced around behind Jillian and pressed her breasts into Jillian’s back dancing to the next song that started.

The familiar woman danced a few people away from Jillian. She winked again and Jillian tried to put a name to the face. The black woman with the nice ass spanked the woman in the red dress and the two danced very close. Their tongues touched, and they kissed passionately dancing to the tempo. Jillian felt her cock harden even more at the sight. Marta’s hands held firmly around her abdomen felt up to her breasts. Her dick formed a canopy of the silk mini skirt.

“I feel like I know that girl,” Jillian said again.

“You want to join in?” Marta asked urging them towards the kissing couple. “I’m sure they wouldn’t mind a few extra hands or tongues.” At the comment, a third woman joined their dance and rocked her hips against the familiar woman.

“It looks like she has two partners already,” Jillian protested halting their advance. She turned around and danced into Marta pressing her breasts into the other woman. Their bodies glided back and forth with the beat. Breasts grinding and bouncing.

“There’s never too many for a good time,” Marta grinned grabbing Jillian’s ass and pressing their hips against each other. Jillian’s firm cock pressed firmly into Marta’s lower abdomen.

“I’ve only ever been with a woman once before this,” Jillian did not consider her fling with the clerk a woman. She felt an attraction to women more now than ever before, but she worried that since she had a cock, she was no longer a woman.

“You’re not a lesbian?” Marta pulled back from the close dancing and glanced down at the bulge in Jillian’s skirt.

“I think I am. I don’t know,” Jillian recalled the transformation she experienced during sex from the night before. Her new body confusing and strange she wondered if she was even a woman anymore.

“I’m sure I can convince you otherwise,” Marta leaned in for a kiss. Their lips touched and Jillian felt the pit of her stomach lurch with pleasure. She breathed in the other woman and wrapped her arms around her neck. Their kiss lingered through to the next song while they danced.

“It feels like you’ve got something hidden in those panties of yours,” Marta pointed down at the bulge in the skirt. “Anything you want to tell me?”

Jillian blushed and scrunched her nose trying to find the right words, “I’m not a boy. I never was.”

“I’m not sure I believe that,” Marta reached a hand down and gripped the firm cock through the silk material. Jillian groaned with pleasure at the touch.

“I promise. I tried on a strap-on that formed into this. I still have my vagina and I don’t have balls. Just a dick,” she reached down to lift her skirt and show Marta her package.

Marta stopped her with a sly grin, “If you want to show it to me that badly, let’s go upstairs to the VIP lounge.”

“I thought you said only on Tuesday nights?” Jillian asked.

“They’re cool up there,” Marta grabbed Jillian by the hand and guided her from the dance floor. Jillian looked back trying to find the familiar woman, but she was no longer dancing.

“Hey this is Jillian, she’s with me,” Marta said pulling her through a dark doorway leading to a stairwell. A pretty young woman next to the door nodded her head and winked at Marta. Arm in arm the two women climbed the steps and rounded a slight corner to the VIP lounge. A long couch lined the three walls of the lounge and a small dance floor sat in the middle overlooking the room below. A handful of women grooved to the music on the dance floor in various states of naked. Some topless some bottomless, all danced. Breasts bounced women kissed and Jillian’s cock throbbed at the sight.

Lining the long couch sat women making love, fingering cuddling, sucking. Jillian turned to Marta and blushed, “That lady is naked, and that one is nose deep in her pussy.”

“I know, I told you the lounge is the best,” Marta pulled off her shirt and tossed it over Jillian’s olive-skinned face. Shaking her hips, she danced over to the group of women dancing. Light brown nipples sat on her swaying breasts.

Jillian pulled the shirt from her face and danced her way over to her date. Her blouse pulled off easily, and she joined the topless dance, “Damn, this is hot.” Their breasts rubbed against each other. The hand of a stranger reached around and squeezed her breasts from behind. Hips grinding, Jillian’s cock aimed down between Marta’s legs. Marta rubbed it against her clitoris. Jillian linked her hands behind Marta’s head, and she pulled her in for a kiss. Their tongues danced in time with the beat.

“Let’s find a place to squeeze in on the couch. I want you to fuck me right now,” Marta reached down and gripped the dick in her hand. She stroked back and forth and shook her hips with the beat.

Gasping at the aggressive stroking of her cock, Jillian looked around the room full of lesbians, “Are you sure you want to do this up here?”

“Where else would we go?” Marta knelt onto the ground and stared at the dick in her hands. She kissed the cock once and took the tip in her mouth.

Jillian put her hands-on Marta’s head and ran her finger’ through her brown hair. “I have a little something extra down there. Will they accept me as a lesbian when they see my futanari cock?”

Marta ignored the questions and licked the tip of the dick then took the shaft into her mouth. The tip of the cock touching the back of her throat. Hands firm on the base of the cock she pulled her head away and asked, “Are you a woman?”

“Yes. I recently went through some changes, but I was born a woman,” Jillian pressed Marta’s head back to the cock and she licked up and down the shaft.

Jillian danced to the beat and the woman behind her rubbing her breasts leaned over her shoulder and asked, “I want a turn down there next.”

“Fuck,” Jillian reached an arm back and pulled the woman to stand in front of her. She was short and had dark blond hair. Small breasts hung on her slight frame. Jillian pressed her down to the ground next to Marta.

Marta pulled her mouth from the cock and the blond woman took the massive member into her mouth. She held the tip in her mouth and traced her tongue around the circumference. Jillian trembled at the adept sucking on her dick. Mart knelt deeper on the ground below Jillian and sat between her legs staring up at her clitoris and said, “Then you count as a lesbian for me. Frankly, I think it's hot that you have a cock. I’ve never had one in me before.”

“Really? Never? We’ll have to change that tonight.” Jillian gasped as Marta’s tongue licked up the inside of her thigh until it touched the lips of her labia. The blond woman took the whole cock into her mouth and Jillian struggled to focus on her train of thought. Marta spread the labia with her tongue and pressed firmly against her clitoris. Her face latched on and she licked softly at first, but quickly transitioned into sucking.

The blond woman pulled her mouth off the dick long enough to say, “You dick is super hot.” She resumed sucking running both hands up and down the shaft as she sucked on the tip. With her free hand, she unlatched her belt buckled and removed her pants. The blond woman sat naked below Jillian.

“I think you’re both hot,” Jillian could no longer keep in time with the music. She felt cum building in her cock churning trying to release. “I’m cumming,” she yelled. The blond woman stroked the cock but pulled her face from the tip. Cum shot out covering her small breasts. Marta looked up at the sight and pressed the woman to the floor. Marta licked the cum from the blond woman.

Marta pulled her skirt down to her feet and kicked it across the dance floor. Their legs spread wide, and the two pressed their vaginas against each other. Scissoring the other woman, Marta sucked the futanari cum from her small breasts. Rubbing back and forth their pussies pressed and kissed in time with the music.

Jillian regained her composure after ejaculating and the sight of the two women making love drove her into overdrive. She pressed Marta down into the missionary position over the blond. Making out the two women rubbed breasts. Jillian knelt between both of their legs. Cock pressed against Marta’s vagina she penetrated the woman, “This is what a cock feels like.” She quickly pulled it out.

Marta glanced over her shoulder at Jillian and said, “Hey put that back.”

A wide grin split Jillian's face and her dimples showed in the dim light, “It’s polite to take turns.” She pressed her cock to the tight lips of the slender blond woman. After working back and forth she penetrated her tight pussy. Jillian groaned with pleasure at the tight squeeze but pulled out and began alternating thrusts between the two women. One into Marta then two into the blond. Then two into Marta and three into the blond.

The two lesbians on the floor quickly turned their attention to each other. Marta sucked the small breasts pulling back with her head stretching the flesh of her breasts. Jillian tweaked her own nipples watching the women work with each other. The blond woman reached down and rubbed her left hand across the top of Marta’s clitoris. Marta lost control of her breathing and her face fell into the blond woman’s small breasts. Jillian pressed her cock into the brunette and rammed her cock hard into the woman.

Marta gasped clinging tight to the blond woman, her voice cooed with pleasure, “Fuck me, fuck me harder.” Jillian slid her cock in and out of the woman, filling her vagina and stretching the tight pussy. The rapidly moving hands of the blond woman rubbed the clitoris as Jillian penetrated. Her fingers pressed against the firm cock as they both serviced Marta. Cum erupted forcing its way out of her cock filling the woman. She thrust her hips back and forth pressing her cock deeper until the cum stopped flowing from her.

Marta and the blond woman breathed steadily on the ground, but the blond glanced at Jillian expectantly, “It’s my turn now. You didn’t cum inside me.” The three women moved to the couch and made love changing positions and pleasuring each other through the rest of the night. The last call came and went, but the VIP lounge stayed active until morning.

Marta and Jillian walked out of the bar at dawn arm in arm. The blond woman never gave her name the whole night, but left saying, “I hope to see you two again sometime.”

“That was fun. I’ll be back,” Marta called to her through the parking lot waving.

Jillian pulled Marta to her car and said, “I had a great time, but I’m not sure I want a serious relationship right now.”

“If I wanted a serious relationship would I have brought you here?” Marta laughed kissing Jillian one last time.

Jillian smiled revealing her dimples, but the words hurt, and she realized that she did actually want a relationship. Ending the kiss, she sat in her car. Her phone flashed with a notification and she glanced at it. She waved at the retreating Marta and said, “I’ll see you sometime soon.”

The text message from Trevor read, “Hey Jill. I still want to show you something, but I don’t want you to change your perception of me. I’m still me, but I have been going through some changes lately.” The words seemed oddly specific to her situation, but she couldn’t think of what changes Trevor would have gone through.

“Change is good. Or at least it can be. I’ll see you later today,” she turned the ignition in her car and drove home.


Gender Swapping Panties Finale

Morning light filtered through the dusty blinds. Trevor lay on his bed covered in dried cum. Sore memories filled his cavities from the two futanari women the night before. Hands traced over his soft form idly searching for the feminine form of his body. Trevor sighed at his flat masculine chest.

Red lace panties discarded on the ground a few feet from the bed drew his attention. Trevor wondered which body he preferred. As a man, he was average and sexless, but from the fateful encounter where he bought the panties his life had been exciting and filled with passionate naked women. The world seemed in place when he was a woman. In his heart he wanted that to be his new normal.

After sitting up in bed, he picked up his phone and typed out a text to Jillian. “Hey, are you still coming over this afternoon to watch that design show?” He placed the phone on the nightstand and walked to the small shower. A quick rinse and wash and the flakes of stale cum washed down the drain. A dark red towel wrapped around his waist, he walked back into his room to check for a text from Jillian.

The three dots indicating her typing appeared as he picked up the phone. “Yeah, I’ve got to run a few errands first. I’ll be over around one if that’s OK,” She replied.

“Sounds good, I’ve got something I need to show you.” He sent back as soon as he read the text.

Jillian responded by sending a thumb up emoji.

The red lace panties lay on the ground near his bed and Trevor wondered what it would feel like to go outside as a woman. He slipped the panties on over his legs. His smallish cock poked out from the left side of the fabric. The tight pull on his penis pinched him firmly until the blood rushed filling the organ. His firm dick pressed out of the panties creating a canopy in the material.

“Shit,” Trevor muttered. He waited for the transformation to take hold of his body and shift him into a woman, but nothing happened. The floor creaked as he paced back and forth through the apartment. With every passing minute, Trevor wondered if he would ever be a woman again.

Trevor ran into his bedroom to find the receipt from the store. In the bag sat a crumpled white paper receipt. He fumbled it in his hands searching for a phone number or anything. He picked up his phone and dialed the number.

Ring. Ring. Ring.

An angelic voice picked up, “Thank you for calling Desires to Reality. We are currently unable to answer the phone right now, but if you would leave a detailed message. I will get back to you as soon as I can.”

The phone beeped and Trevor spoke in frantic desperation, “Hey, my name is Trevor. I bought some panties from you last week. They worked great, but I’m wearing them now and nothing is happening this time. I think they’re broken and I need a new pair.” He gave his phone number and hung up the line.

Naked on his couch he fell asleep, dick erect protruding up out of the panties. In his dreams, his mind danced with the desire to be a woman. Footsteps echoed through the aisles of the grocery store. Trevor wore a bright pink mini skirt and men hooted and cat-called after him with every step. After the fourth man tried to grope him, Trevor realized that he wore no top and his breasts swayed with each step he took. He ran trying to escape the store. As he exited the store, he ran headlong into Jillian. She caught him in her arms and opened her mouth to speak.

A firm knock on his front door woke Trevor from the dream. He jumped up from the couch and glanced at his watch. The time read one fifteen. “Shit,” he cursed. “I’m coming, just a sec.” The gender-swapping panties still on he stared down at his cock displeased that he was still a man. He pulled off the panties and ran to his bedroom to throw on some clothes.

Back to the door as quickly as he could dress, Trevor opened the door and waved to Jillian.

“Hey Trev,” she spoke in her soft sweet voice. Her dimples vanished when her smile faded. Her eyes stared down at Trevor’s groin.

An erect cock pushed against his jeans showing her that he was aroused. He covered it with a hand and waved her to come in, “Hey, thanks for coming over.”

“I’m excited to watch the show,” she started to say, but changed her mind and said, “If you need a minute I can come back later.” The ivory-colored skirt hung down to her mid-thigh, and the pleaded pattern swayed as she leaned against the door frame with a concerned look on her face.

“No. It’s fine,” Trevor said motioning her to enter the room.

Jillian frowned and stepped past him into the apartment, “Hopefully that’s not what you wanted to show me.” She stepped towards the couch and picked up his remote control.

“It’s not,” Trevor sat down next to her on the couch and swiped a hand after the remote, but she pulled it away and turned on the television.

“Can you show it to me?”

“No. Uh not yet. It’s not working,” doubt and regret filled his mind. Trevor wanted to be a woman, but the magic panties failed him this morning. He doubted that he would ever be able to live his truth as a woman now.

“Let's watch the show then,” Jillian said navigating to the design show. Trevor and Jillian sat in relative silence only commented occasionally.

An hour into their hangout Trevor’s phone rang. He glanced at it and read the unknown number. It looked familiar, and he hoped it was the store calling him back.

“I need to take a moment,” Trevor excused himself and took the phone call in his bedroom. “Hello, this is Trevor.”

“Trevor, I have a question for you,” the familiar voice of the blond futanari woman spoke over the line in a slow cadence.

“Who is this?” He thought he knew it for the woman from the store, but he wanted to be certain before he said anything.

“They stopped working. Now you have a decision to make,” her sensual voice lingered over the line. Trevor wanted to ask a question, but he was enthralled by the woman. After a long pause, she said, “Which body do you want?”

The words drifted over the line and Trevor shouted, “I want to be a woman.” The line clicked off and he sat on his bed staring at the phone. “What the hell was that?”

“Are you OK in there?” Jillian asked knocking on his door. Her shadow below the closed-door showed Trevor where she stood.

“Uh… I’m fine,” he stuttered. “I want to show you something.” Trevor stripped off his clothes and tossed them onto the ground. When she didn’t respond he pulled the red lace gender-swapping panties over his legs and tucked his dick into the fabric. “I don’t want you to take this the wrong way,” he said with his hand on the door handle.

“I’m nervous now Trevor. What’s up?” Jillian replied through the door.

The handle shifted and Trevor stepped out into the hall naked except for the tight pair of panties. “I bought a pair of panties recently and they’re so cute I want to show them to you.” His dick curled down upon itself hidden in the cloth.

“I had no idea you were into that sort of thing,” Jillian blushed and stepped away from Trevor. The sudden image of her naked neighbor shocked her. She stared down at his cock and grinned.

“Well. It’s a new development. Look something happens to me when I wear them,” he began to explain, but nothing happened. Jillian’s expression altered from shocked to concerned and offended.

“Uh, something isn't right,” he said running to grab a pair of pants. He stepped into them still wearing the panties.

“What happened?” Jillian stepped backward toward the door out of his apartment.

“Well… I uh…  I want you to dress me up as a woman,” this was his last attempt to salvage anything from the awkward encounter. Doubt filled him. He wanted to be a woman forever, but the magic panties failed him when he needed them most. If he couldn’t be a woman, perhaps he could dress like one.

“Oh my god. You’re so cute,” Jillian went through a sudden change of heart and the erratic change of her emotions shocked Trevor. She held up a hand and said, “I’ll be right back with something cute. We need to put makeup on you.”

“Wait, I… Makeup?” In all of his escapades as a woman, he never wore makeup or took any of the other steps to change himself into a woman, but standing naked in a pair of panties it became all he wanted to do with his life. Jillian disappeared out of his apartment with a sly grin on her face. Trevor stood with one leg in his pants and his flaccid dick curled in his panties.

Jillian sat cross-legged on the carpet in front of Trevor ruffling through an organized mess of makeup and facial tools. As Trevor zipped up the jean skirt over his red panties, he sat on the floor in front of her shirtless. Jillian insisted that he wear thigh high socks that reached up to his legs to below the skirt. The whole ordeal made him feel pretty, but each moment that passed without a transformation into a woman worried him. The words echoed in his head from the woman over the line that he could have his desire of becoming a woman.

The olive-skinned Jillian smiled and interrupted his thoughts, “I don’t want you to get the wrong idea.”

“What idea is that?” Trevor replied staring down at the pile of makeup on the floor.

“I know what you’re doing. You heard that I’m into guys that dress as women so you went out on a limb to catch my attention,” Jillian held up a color of pink rouge against Trevor’s cheek and placed it back on the ground next to the bag satisfied.

Hands waved in wide negative gestures, Trevor stammered, “It started like that, but I promise I want to show you something.” He reached down to grab the rouge and Jillian swatted at his hand. He recoiled and shot a glare at her.

“I don’t think I can do your makeup. I don’t want to lead you on. It’s not fair to you. I won’t have sex with you.” The words cut into the air and shut down the hopes in Trevor’s heart of a relationship with the woman he loved.

Head hung low in sadness, Trevor replied, “OK. I get it. I guess I tried too hard.”

“Look. I met someone last night, and I think I’m a lesbian now.” Jillian placed a hand on Trevor’s chin to lift his eyes to meet hers. “Besides, something changed about me recently and I don’t think a normal man would want me anymore.”

“You just changed sexual orientation overnight?” Trevor asked with a confused expression.

“I experimented in the past, but I went through a physical change. I’m not who you think I am anymore.” Jillian pulled out a dark eyeliner pencil and placed it on the ground next to the rouge.

“I’m not either. I promise,” Trevor stammered. His transformation as into a woman was his last option to getting into a romantic relationship with Jillian. “These panties…,”

Jillian interrupted him, “It’s not the same. I can’t really explain it very well.” Her eyes drifted down to her groin.

“Can you at least show me how to put on makeup. I’m committed to this.” Trevor wanted to be a woman. He no longer felt like a man.

“Are you sure? I won’t sleep with you.” Jillian sighed and pulled out a pair of tweezers.

“I’m sure,” Trevor confirmed by nodding his head rapidly.

“This is eyeliner,” Jillian placed a hand on the back of Trevor’s head and drew thin lines on the edges of his eyelids. Silent breaths escaped Trevor’s mouth, and he tried to hide his arousal at the soft touch but failed. The panties tightened around his erect dick and the tight jean skirt pressed firmly into his flesh pinching him.

“Now some eyeshadow,” Jillian pulled out a small brush and applied more makeup. Trevor tried to ignore his firm dick, but the beautiful woman in front of him filled his mind.

“Here we’ll put on just a touch of blush,” Jillian picked up the pink rouge and dabbed the brush against Trevor’s cheek.

It tickled him and he laughed gripping her forearm to stop her. At the skin on skin contact, a flash of energy surged through his body and he rippled with convulsions. “Oh god here it comes,” panic filled Trevor’s eyes. The erect dick in his pants shrank into itself until it vanished into his flesh. He lurched forward coughing.

Jillian fell backward and cursed, “What the hell?”

Trevor reached a hand down the jean skirt and felt for his dick, but bare skin met his hand where the cock should have been. “This is what I wanted to show you. When I put on these panties, I turn into a woman,” Trevor explained.

“How is that possible?” Jillian asked sitting up again.

“I don’t know,” Trevor replied as his chest expanded. Breasts formed in an instant on his bare torso. The body modification altered his physique changing his lean slender form into a curvy angular woman. Nipples grew from the size of pennies until they formed the size of a quarter.

Dimples formed on Jillian’s cheek as a wide grin split her face. She lunged forward pressing her lips against Trevor’s. Her soft tongue delved into his mouth dancing around the inside of him.

“What are you doing?” Trevor asked pulling himself away from the kiss. “I thought you didn’t want me?”

“I love you, but I was never attracted to you until now,” Jillian moved forward again pressing her lips against his. “I’m kissing you.” An olive-skinned hand took one of Trevor’s breasts and fondled the nipple pinching the skin and pulling it. Jillian pulled away from the kiss and slipped off her yellow blouse revealing a soft cream-colored bra. Dark brown nipples poked up out of the fabric.

“You’ve never wanted to be with me before,” Trevor pulled down the jean skirt and sat on the carpet in front of the love of his life naked except for the magical pair of gender-swapping panties.

“Yes, I have. I just denied my feelings. Now that you’re a cute girl I want to cum inside you.” Jillian pulled down her skirt and unclasped her bra. Her small breasts hung loose and Trevor felt a shiver of lust course through him.

After years of wanting Jillian, he finally had the chance to be with her, but a word from her comment stood out to him. “Cum inside me?” he asked trying to understand what she meant.

“Yeah. I’m a futanari,” Jillian replied pulling down her panties revealing a massive cock. Trevor grinned in anticipation of the massive member penetrating his vagina.

The smaller Jillian pressed Trevor onto the ground and forced her cock in between the massive breasts and thrust back and forth. Jillian straddled him over his waist humping him. Trevor reached below the cock searching for balls to fondle, but his fingers grazed against her pussy. An index finger traced along the edge of her pussy as she thrust her cock in between his breasts.

“Take my cock in your mouth while I fuck your tits,” Jillian moaned humping him harder. The soft flesh of his breasts enveloping her massive cock. Trevor nodded his head and arched his neck forward. His long tongue brushed the tip of the cock. He opened his mouth and as the cock thrust in it entered his mouth where he sucked the tip. When she pulled out it popped out of his mouth. Saliva dripped down onto his breasts.

A soft burn formed in his abdomen as his clitoris moistened with desire. He wanted Jillian to penetrate deep into his pussy. Jillian forced her dick further into his mouth. Trevor gripped his breasts and rubbed them back and forth along the shaft of the cock. His mouth worked sucking on the tip of the dick as he pressed his tongue underneath the flap of foreskin. The moist tongue lifted the foreskin and ran a circle around the tip while he sucked.

Jillian arched her back as the pressure built in her cock. Cum burst from her cock filling Trevor’s mouth. He swallowed the jets of cum slammed as they spilled down his throat. Errant drips fell from his mouth and covered his tits as the cock blew out more cum than he could hold in his mouth. He gagged on the endless stream and rubbed his tits against the cock.

Jillian stood from her straddling position over him on the floor and grinned. Trevor stood on shaky feet, but Jillian pushed him back down onto his back. Wordlessly she spread his legs and knelt between them lifting his ass in the air until his vagina pointed at her cock. Trevor gasped as the thick member brushed against the lips of his labia.

“Oh Jillian fuck me,” Trevor moaned. His back arched down from Jillian’s kneeling position and his weight rested on his shoulders. His legs folded down behind Jillian’s ass and dangled down her frame.

Jillian grinned pressing her cock into the tight virgin pussy. “Damn, you’re right.” She thrust hard against the tight vagina. The foreskin firm against her dick pressed back and folded with the tight pussy until together their flesh ripped and she penetrated into him.

“I think each time I transform my pussy is virgin again,” Trevor moaned in between thrusts. Jillian placed her hands firmly on Trevor’s ass and pulled him into her cock. Hanging upside down, Trevor’s head on the carpet bobbed with each thrust. He rubbed his breasts as the futanari cock delved deeper into him pressing against his cervix. The massive cock stretched his insides. Pleasure and pain mixed in his mind and formed into a deeper ecstasy.

“Fuck, I’m going to cum inside you,” Jillian moaned slapping Trevor’s ass hard as she thrust into him. Her cock flexed bulging with the incoming eruption.

“I love you,” Trevor screamed as the pleasure built into a burning flame coursing through his body. He flexed his legs pulling himself into the throbbing futanari dick inside him. The cum on his breasts dripped down his chest towards his chin in the upside-down position.

“I love you too,” Jillian groaned as the cock pulsed sending a fountain of cum into Trevor’s womb. Each blast of the warm liquid shot deeper into him filling his ovaries until his whole insides could not hold any more cum. The next blasts of cum squirted out from his vagina spraying onto the floor dripping all over the carpet.

Jillian pulled her cock from Trevor and lay him on the carpet. She pumped her cock with her left hand and shot streams of cum out onto his naked body. Trevor spasmed still rippling with his orgasm. His hands reached down to his vagina, and he rubbed his clitoris with one hand and wrapped his fingers deep into his vagina with the other.

The last burst of cum landed on his left breast and Jillian sighed slumping to the floor. Her breath evened, and she collapsed on the cum covered carpet next to Trevor.

“Uh oh. something’s not right,” Trevor said turning to Jillian.

“What’s wrong?” the olive-skinned beauty said with a crooked grin. The two naked women turned onto their sides facing each other. Jillian ran her finger around Trevor’s nipples and breathed in.

“I usually change back into a man after sex, but I’m still a woman,” he said licking the cum from his fingers. The warm sticky liquid dripped down his throat. Naked with the love of his life Trevor felt happy and at peace with the world.

“What’s wrong with that?” Jillian asked running a hand through Trevor’s wavy hair.

“Well nothing, I just…” The two stared at each other for a long moment. Trevor wanted to tell her about his gender-swapping escapades but decided to tell her some other time. “Nothing. I think I feel better and more me this way.”

“I know I haven’t always been nice to you, but I Love you,” Jillian explained kissing Trevor softly on the lips.

“I’ve loved you since you moved in years ago.”

“I’m sorry it took so long for us to connect,”

Jillian pressed her firm cock against Trevor. His breath caught in his throat and he replied, “Me too.”


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 Gender Swapping Panties.  




Follow this link to leave a review. 
 
 Thank you!
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