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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.
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