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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.
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