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Crossplay Transformation

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.
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