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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.”
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