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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.”
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