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Crossdressing Guy and His Male Manager

Clover Cox
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“I can’t believe you’re going to the party as Sandy,” said Angela.

I scoffed. “Why wouldn’t I go as Sandy? You know I take every chance I can get to put on a dress and heels,” I said and flipped my long hair over my shoulders. I was already dressed as Sandy and looking fabulous, so Angela had lost her mind if she thought I was going to change.

“Yeah, I know, and you know I don’t care, but all of Robert’s friends are straight and kind of douchey.”

“I can handle myself.”

Angela sighed. She was flustered that I wouldn’t put on a button-up shirt and jeans, but that wasn’t me. I loved my wigs and makeup and dresses and heels and everything else that turned me into the woman of my dreams. I was born Gary, but Sandy was my heart. I was her, through and through.

“Don’t say I didn’t warn you,” Angela said as she picked up a pink tube of mascara and used it to lengthen her lashes.

“I heard your warning loud and clear,” I said with a laugh as I slipped some hoop earrings into my ears. I was wearing a silver, sparkling dress with matching heels. I had on my favorite burgundy wig and bright red lipstick. My brown eyes were highlighted by dark eyeliner, and I felt fucking fabulous every time I caught a glimpse of myself in the mirror.

Whenever I had the time to become Sandy was like a breath of fresh air. I cherished every night that I could go out en femme and wouldn’t let Angela’s frivolous worries stop me from becoming the woman I was within, even if she thought her boyfriend’s douchey friends would have a problem with me wearing women’s clothing.

People could be mean about my crossdressing, but I’d never let the opinions of others hold me down. I once thought about transitioning fully to avoid the occasional hate and ridicule but decided against it. I was both man and woman, two souls sharing one body, and that was simply how I was wired.

“Fuck, you look good though,” Angela said when she came to stand behind me, looking at me through the makeup mirror sitting in front of me.

“Thanks,” I said and winked at Angela through the mirror. “You don’t look too bad yourself.”

Angela pulled on the hem of her dress before running a finger over the edge of her lip to smooth out her lipstick. She pushed her fingers into her hair and fluffed it out.

“Promise you aren’t lying?” she asked.

“Girl, stop it! You know you look fucking sexy!”

Angela smirked as she continued fluffing her hair. She grabbed the tube of lip gloss she’d used a few minutes earlier and ran it over her lips, making them sparkle. She draped her arms over my body as she stared into my eyes through the mirror.

“I’m always so amazed by how girly you look.”

“Practice makes perfect,” I said in my girly voice.

“Damn, you might even be able to fool the guys.”

“You know I don’t try to fool anyone.”

Angela and I laughed as she pulled her arms from my body and went over to sit on her bed. She had an oversized bedroom with a desk and a couch and a mini fridge. She had roommates but pretty much never had to leave her bedroom, so we often hung out here, but tonight she was taking me to a party with her boyfriend’s friends.

To say I was nervous would be an understatement.

When Angela and I went out, we usually went to gay bars or clubs where I never worried much about the fact that I was crossdressing, but maybe Angela was right when she told me that I should worry a little.

I knew for a fact that a lot of crossdressers were straight, but I wasn’t one of them, and sometimes I got a little too flirtatious with guys when I had booze in my system, which was fine at a queer-friendly club, but I told myself to stay on my best behavior tonight as I stared into the mirror. Straight guys could be so unpredictable when it came to girls like me.

I couldn’t embarrass Angela.

I wouldn’t.

“Are you about ready to go?” she asked.

“Yeah, almost,” I said.

She was sitting on the bed scrolling through her phone. Her purse was by her side. My purse was sitting on the floor next to me, and I couldn’t help but feel a little nervous when I stared at myself in the mirror. Was leaving the house as Sandy a mistake? Should I change back into boring men’s clothing before it was too late?

“Will you leave with me if the guys are assholes?”

“You know I will, girl!”

“Promise?”

“Yes! Are you worried now?”

I shrugged. “I wouldn’t be worried if we were going to a gay bar like usual, but I want to meet your boyfriend’s friends. Did Robert warn them about me?”

“Doubtful.”

Robert, Angela’s boyfriend, was a nice guy, but I knew nothing about his friends. I barely even knew Robert, except for what Angela told me about him. Robert and I saw each other in passing, and he was always kind to me, even when I was dressed as a girl.

Would his friends be the same?

I sighed deeply before telling Angela that I was ready. She shook her head as she looked at me, but she was ready to go, so we left before I changed my mind, which would make us an hour later for the party than we already were.


2

“Come on, Sandy! Don’t be nervous.”

“Easy for you to say,” I mocked.

“What is that supposed to mean?”

“You’re a girl! You don’t have to worry about people being mean to you because of who you are.”

“Ha!” Angela said and slapped her hand against her steering wheel. “Have you not looked at history books? Women have been on the shit end of the stick since the dawn of time.”

“I know, I know! You’re right, but fuck, I’m nervous.”

“What happened to the girl who takes every chance she can get to wear dresses and heels?” Angela asked with a laugh.

I narrowed my eyes at her before pulling down the visor to look at myself in the mirror, checking that my makeup wasn’t out of place or that my wig hadn’t shifted. My face looked as pretty as ever, yet there was a rock in my heart. My ass was glued to the seat beneath me.

“I meant it when I said that I’ll leave with you if there are any issues. I wouldn’t abandon you,” Angela said and reached across the center console to touch my exposed thigh jutting out from the hem of my silver dress, smooth and hairless and womanly.

“Thank you, Angela, but maybe I shouldn’t have worn this outfit.”

Angela shrugged. “We’re here now, so you might as well own it. Hopefully the guys are as understanding as Robert, but I have a feeling he’ll put his friends in their place if they say anything.”

“Oh, yeah? How can you be so sure?” I asked.

“Hmm, maybe because I have what Robert wants most right here,” Angela said and motioned toward her pussy. “He won’t let anyone bully you if he wants to get his dick wet tonight.”

I threw my head back and laughed loudly, reaching to grab Angela’s hand. I squeezed it. She was such an amazing friend, and I seriously didn’t know what I would do without her in my life. She and I met before Robert came into her life, but she wasn’t one of those girls who dropped everything for a boyfriend.

She valued friendship.

She valued me.

“Okay, let’s go inside.”

“Are you sure?”

“Yeah, I’m sure. It’s Robert’s party, and I know he’s dying to see you,” I said.

“It’s not like it’s his birthday. He just decided it would be a good idea to throw a party, so he and his friends could get drunk. They aren’t even celebrating anything.”

“We can celebrate life.”

“That’s what he said,” Angela chuckled.

I glanced at myself in the visor again and took a deep breath. I could do this. It wouldn’t be the end of the world, even if the guys were weird. It wasn’t anything I hadn’t dealt with before, and how did I act when confronted by adversity? I sang a song in my head and danced.

Shaking my hips was the ultimate medicine, and I could hear music playing inside the house from the car, so no matter what happened, I would be able to dance away the pain. I would be able to shake my hips right out of that party, reminding myself that I was beautiful and worthy and proud to be part girl.
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Loud rap music greeted us when Angela and I stepped through the door. Weed smoke was in the air. People were hanging out in every corner of Robert’s house. Faces I didn’t recognize, but they didn’t seem too concerned with Angela and me as we made our way deeper into the house.

“This is your first time here, isn’t it?”

I nodded as I followed closely behind Angela. Robert was standing in the kitchen with a red plastic cup in his hand and a beer keg by his side. He smiled broadly and threw open his arms when he saw Angela, giving her a hug and kissing her all over.

“Yo, Gary!” Robert said when he’d finally stopped suffocating Angela with kisses. “How are you doing?”

“It’s Sandy tonight,” I said in my feminine voice as I held out my hand to shake Robert’s. Angela had her arm wrapped around Robert’s waist, clinging to her man. “I’m doing well, though. This is quite the party you have going.”

“Yeah, I thought it would be fun to get everyone together. We have beer. Booze,” Robert said and gestured toward the counter littered with liquor bottles. “Anything you want. Would you mind if I steal my girl for a moment?”

“Not at all,” I said brightly.

Angela stopped Robert before he pulled her away from the kitchen. “If any of your friends give Sandy problems, you have to handle it. Okay?”

“Sure,” Robert said. “I wouldn’t worry, though, Sandy. My friends are stupid sometimes, but they wouldn’t hurt a fly. We’ll be outside if you need us.”

Angela squealed as Robert pulled her away from the kitchen. I waved after them, feeling alone at the party, but nobody forced me to come, and it was to be expected that Robert would want some alone time with his girlfriend.

I sighed.

I wasn’t feeling like beer, so I went over to the collection of liquor bottles sitting on the kitchen counter. I mixed gin and juice and squinted when I took a sip. I grabbed a slice of fresh lime and squeezed it into the drink, which added a needed hint of freshness.

Some guys were checking me out, but mostly everyone ignored me. I thought about going up to some people to make new friends, but then I saw my manager from the supermarket where I worked.

Shit.

I cursed under my breath and turned away but realized that Aaron probably wouldn’t even recognize me as Sandy. He only knew me as Gary, the guy from the baking department. I had no idea what to do, but I wanted to say hello.

Aaron was the sweetest manager I had at the supermarket, and he was also very easy on the eyes. He had a sharp jawline, thick brown eyebrows, gorgeous brown hair that was short on the sides and long on top, stunning blue eyes, and a set of lips that I’d been dying to kiss ever since the first time I saw them.

I sipped on my cocktail in the corner until the guy that was talking to Aaron walked away, and then I made my move, sliding in front of him to introduce myself.

“This is some party, huh?”

“Uh, yeah.” Aaron chuckled. “It’s chill.”

His voice sounded so sexy. It was deep and smooth, rich like a double bass being strummed by talented fingers. I wanted to hear him whisper as he kissed along my body and stared into my soul with those seductive blue eyes, reminiscent of the sky on a mostly sunny day.

“I’m Sandy,” I said and put out my hand for a shake.

“Aaron,” he said.

“We actually know each other.”

“Really? How?”

“I work with you.”

“No,” Aaron said, unconvinced. “I would remember that face anywhere.”

Heat raced across my body. Was Aaron, a God of men, calling me cute? I wanted to hop on his dick right there and ride it while he held me in his arms. I could already hear myself gasping his name as he pushed deep.

“Are you messing with me?” Aaron said and waved a hand in my face.

“Uh, sorry. No, I’m not! I swear we work together.” I looked into Aaron’s eyes and held his gaze, urging him to see past the wig and makeup. “Do you need a hint?”

“We don’t work together. I’m sure of it.”

I was jumping with pride on the inside that I was convincing as Sandy, but I knew Aaron would see the truth the second I gave him a hint. He would see into my eyes and realize that I was his employee, the boy from the bakery, and he’d lose that gorgeous look in his eyes, like he was actually attracted to me.

Fuck.

Should I?

How long could I get away with fooling him?

I ran a scenario through my mind as Aaron stared at me, trying to figure out who I was, convinced that I wasn’t who I said I was, and I wanted to run with the lie for a second. I thought of how far I could get, but the further I went, the worse it would hurt Aaron when he found out the truth.

I laughed and tossed my hand in the air. “You’re so sure I don’t work with you but think about the bakery.”

Aaron was about to argue, but then a lightbulb went off behind his eyes. His face went from confused to curious to interested. My fingers tightened around the plastic cup in my hand as Aaron continued assessing me.

“Gary?”

I nodded. “Sandy, actually.”

Aaron gasped as an awkward smile spread across his face. He covered his mouth and shook his head. “Dude, holy fuck.”

Damn.

Was Aaron about to make fun of me? I felt like I was going to throw up all over his feet as Aaron stared at me in utter disbelief. A lot of people had the same reaction when they saw me en femme, but I couldn’t help it that I put my heart and soul into it when I became Sandy. She was part of me, and when I let her free, it wasn’t some half-assed attempt. It never had been.

“I just wanted to say hello,” I said and turned to walk away from Aaron before he could hurt me with his words, but he grabbed me by the wrist to stop me, turning me back to him in one swift, strong movement.

“Where are you going, Sandy?”

“Anywhere but here.”

“Don’t be like that,” Aaron said and pulled me up against his body. “You’re actually just my type.”

“Really?”

Aaron bit his lip and nodded as he looked down at me with an intense gaze. He was a few inches taller than me, and his height made me feel even more like a girl. I felt small and dainty next to him, and not every guy could do that.

“I didn’t know.”

“How would you?” he laughed.

His body was touching mine. My manager. The man I’d been crushing on ever since I first saw him, but that was pretty much everyone in the store. The man turned heads wherever he went, and now he was saying that he had a thing for me?

I about fainted in his arms.

“Have you been with a girl like me before?”

“Once, but she broke my heart, and I’ve been looking for someone to replace her ever since.”

“I’m not trying to be some rebound chick for you,” I said and pushed myself out of his arms.

“That’s not what I was saying, Sandy,” he said, not letting me escape.

Fuck, I loved how he held me in place. I loved how he wouldn’t let me leave. So many guys would give up without giving it a second thought, but I could tell that Aaron wanted me, and it made me a little hard between the knees.

“What were you saying then?”

“That I like girls like you. It’s not a requirement, but it’s like twenty extra points.”

“Do tell,” I said and twirled my hair around a finger.

Aaron made a weird noise and pulled me into his arms and kissed my neck. I dug my nails into Aaron’s back as he ran his tongue along my neck, standing there in a room full of people, but nobody else except Aaron mattered.

“Shit,” Aaron cursed and pulled away.

I bit my lip as my gaze slid down to the outline of his cock. I’d felt it against my body as he kissed me, and now I wanted to feel it in my hand. My mouth. My tight little bussy.

“What’s wrong?”

“We work together,” Aaron said. “I’m your boss.”

“You’re not my boss. You’re Gary’s boss.”

“Come on! Seriously. I could get fired if they found out at the store.”

I didn’t love how Aaron was looking at me, like he would throw everything we could have away just because I worked at the same store as him. He wasn’t even in charge of my department. He was a floor manager and only stopped by to check that the dates were right on the packaging in the bakery department. He never gave me orders. He never did anything other than say hello or goodbye.

“You’re not my direct supervisor. I’m sure it would be fine.”

“Sandy, please. As much as I want to, it’s not safe for either of us. I can’t risk losing my paycheck.”

I had to have Aaron’s mouth on my neck again. I wanted his mouth everywhere and anywhere he’d put it on my body. Aaron was an incredible man, and I couldn’t let this opportunity slip through my fingers because we were coworkers. I’d be forever frustrated.

“I understand. Believe me, I do, but please. Can’t we at least have one night?”

Aaron looked pained and conflicted as he stared into my eyes. He placed his hand over mine when I touched his chest. We both wanted this. We were desperate for it, but logistics stood between us. I understood why Aaron was hesitant. They would fire the manager before they fired the employee, but fuck, we could send each other to paradise.

“Sandy, you’re killing me.”

“Trust me when I tell you that I won’t tell a soul.”

“You promise?” Aaron asked as he pushed his fingers through my hair. “I need that job, Sandy, but I need you too.”

“I promise I won’t tell.”

“Okay but let me take you to dinner first. Let me treat you like a lady before I do naughty things to your body,” Aaron said as he grabbed my side with a firm grip, sending a jolt of desire through me. “Would you like that?”

“Yes,” I gasped.

Aaron wrapped a gentle hand around my neck as he chewed on my bottom lip. My cock was throbbing like wild beneath the tight pair of panties barely holding it down.

“Good,” he said. “Dance with me.”

Aaron turned me around. I pressed my ass up against his crotch and jiggled it against the outline of his thickened manhood. He pulled me outside after that, and we smoked a joint and talked about our lives outside of work.

I learned that Aaron was an artist when he wasn’t managing the supermarket, and I told him that I was in pastry school and hoped to open my own bakery one day. He told me about his childhood, and I told him about mine. How I’d learned to accept Sandy and become her fully.

“That’s so incredible.”

“You think?” I asked with a laugh.

“Yes! I’ve always found it so fascinating that people can have more than one person within them. Maybe even a little jealous that I’m not like that.”

“It can be exhausting,” I said.

Aaron nodded thoughtfully as he held me in his arms on the back porch. Chatter surrounded us, but it was only noise. Aaron and I were in our own little world, growing more attracted to each other by the second as the moon shined brightly above us.

“Do you ever wish you weren’t like that?”

I shrugged. “Better to accept who I am than wish for greener grass.”

Aaron laughed and hugged me tightly. I savored having his arms around me, loving that I was the girl with the hot guy. I moved my hand to Aaron’s face. I traced his jawline with my fingertips before pushing my fingers into his hair, loving how soft it felt.

“You know what I would love to do?” he asked.

“What’s that?”

“I would love to paint a portrait of you.”

“Would you let me keep it?”

“Hmm,” Aaron said. “That would be hard. I thought about staring at it when I had nothing to do.”

“Can you paint two?” I asked softly.

“For you, anything.”

No man had ever spoken to me so graciously. Whoever had broken Aaron’s heart was a crazy person and left a diamond of a man. If Aaron was always this sweet, I would worship at his feet. I would give him whatever he wanted and bake him plenty of sweet treats.

“You’re too much.”

“I’ll never be enough.”

“Shut. Up.” I said and slapped Aaron’s shoulder. He laughed and pulled me close to kiss me on my neck, robbing me of all sense like he did every time his lips touched my skin. I’d already promised him that I would keep our relationship a secret, but I wanted to skip around town and throw out flyers to tell everyone about this moment.

“Will you let me paint you?” Aaron asked when we stopped kissing.

“Of course,” I said.

“Tomorrow?”

“I have to work tomorrow.”

“Send me your schedule. We’ll have a date at my house.”

“I’d love that,” I said and closed my eyes to kiss Aaron, feeling like a bird in spring, excited for the heat ahead, flying north toward paradise.
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“Girl, you better give me all the details,” Angela said through the speakerphone as I did my makeup. I was already dressed in a blonde wig and a super skimpy red dress with three-inch stilettos on my feet. I was blessed with a small body and thin arms, so I could pull off the girly look, and I took full advantage. I had on gold jewelry and would carry a cute black purse with a gold chain.

“I want to know everything. Aaron is so hot!”

“Tell me about it,” I said.

“I can’t believe he likes femboys! Oh my, God! Robert was so shocked when I told him.”

“You told him? This was supposed to stay on the DL.”

“Don’t worry! Robert promised not to tell the guys until you two are ready. Do you think this could be more than a one-time thing?”

I’d already wished to the stars that Aaron and I could last more than one time. He was so handsome and sweet and pretty much the man of my dreams, but I didn’t want to get ahead of myself. Aaron could have any girl he wanted, and I had to prepare myself that he would take advantage of that, even though I hoped he wouldn’t.

“I don’t know. He’s afraid since we work together, and I would feel terrible if he got fired because we were fooling around.”

“Yeah, that would suck. I expect to know everything, though!”

“I’ll tell you, but you have to promise not to tell Robert.”

“It’s so weird that we’re dating friends! I promise I won’t tell Robert, though.”

“You swear?”

“I swear!”

“Okay. I gotta go. Talk soon,” I said and blew kisses to Angela through the phone before hanging up.

My makeup was almost done, but I was missing one last thing. I grabbed a lipliner pencil and traced my lips with it, loving how the dark outline made my red lipstick pop even more. If my jewelry were a touch clunkier, I’d look like a sexy woman from the nineties.

I spritzed myself with perfume, and then I was out the door, my heart hammering as I went.

***

“There you are,” Aaron said as he opened the door.

“Here I am.”

“You look good in that dress.”

“Thanks,” I said and stepped inside of Aaron’s house. It was a small two-bedroom place on the edge of town. It was cute and well decorated. “Did you pick out this stuff yourself?”

“Would you judge me if I told you that my mom helped?”

“No,” I said with a laugh as Aaron pulled me into his arms with a goofy look on his face. He smelled of cologne and looked like he’d showered shortly before I arrived.

“Good because she did. Do you want a tour of the house?”

“Sure.”

“It’s not big. There’s no basement, but I have a shed in the back,” Aaron said and moved the blinds to show his backyard. “It’s enough space for me.”

We walked through the kitchen. He showed me the spare bedroom, which he’d converted into his painting studio. Then his bedroom, where I got a little hot and bothered when I saw his bed, imagining myself in it with him. The bathroom, which was pretty standard.

“That’s it,” he said when we returned to the living room. “Are you hungry? I made us dinner.”

“You cook too?”

“I know a few dishes,” Aaron said with that entrancing smile of his. “Sit. I’ll make us some plates.”

“Yes, sir.”

“Keep calling me that, and we’ll have dessert first.”

Please.

I would have stripped naked right then and there, but I folded my lips and let Aaron serve the food he’d prepared. The dish consisted of seasoned chicken breasts covered in melted cheese along with rice and broccoli.

“This is beautiful,” I said and leaned over to kiss Aaron.

“You mean it?”

“Yes.”

Aaron’s smile filled the room with its brightness as we picked up our utensils to eat, looking at each other between bites, the tension rising like bread in the oven. Aaron touched my foot with his first, and then I rubbed mine against his, still wearing my red heels.

“You should let me watch you one time.”

“Watch me what?” I asked.

“Turn into Sandy. I still can’t believe you’re the same person.”

“I’ve been Sandy for a long time.”

“How old are you?”

I gasped. “You’re never supposed to ask a woman her age!”

Aaron shook his head. “You’re crazy. Seriously, or are you going to make me look in your file?”

“Would you dare?”

“Maybe,” Aaron said.

“I’m twenty-four. You?”

“Twenty-five,” he said. “We’re perfect for each other.”

“Don’t get ahead of yourself. I haven’t seen this painting yet. I’m not sure I’ll be able to stick around if it’s ugly.”

Aaron lightly kicked my foot under the table, and we laughed. He grabbed my hand and squeezed it a touch too tightly, but I trusted he wouldn’t hurt me. We were excited to have discovered each other, yet we had to be careful. We couldn’t get too carried away and forget to remain professional at work.

“How’s the food?”

“It’s pretty good. Who taught you to cook?”

“Who else?”

“Your mother?”

Aaron nodded as he picked up his glass of red wine. He’d poured us each a glass, and I could already feel myself getting tipsy. It wouldn’t be long before that buzz sent me falling toward desire, ready to have Aaron use my body any which way he wanted.

“Do I need to worry about her?”

“What? Why?”

“Are you a momma’s boy?”

“No, it’s not like that, but she teaches me a lot of different things. I wouldn’t be half the man I am today if it weren’t for her.”

“Hmm, maybe I’ll have to thank her when I meet her.”

“You just might,” Aaron said as he nodded.

“You’re ridiculous,” I said and pushed on his shoulder. “What’s for dessert?”

“I bought us a slice of cake, but I could give you something else if you’d rather have that.”

“Oh, yeah?”

Aaron bit his lip and nodded, looking so fucking sexy I wanted to scream. I would make him wait, though. I didn’t want him thinking I was too easy of a catch, or he wouldn’t value my worth, even though I planned on riding his dick by the end of the night.

I shook my head.

“No?”

“Nope,” I giggled.

“Hmm, should I get the slice of cake then?”

“Half of it, and we’ll eat the other half later,” I said and winked at Aaron.

He grinned and went to the kitchen to cut the slice of cake in half and then came back to the table with it on a plate. One fork. He pushed the fork into the cake and fed me a bite. I stared into his eyes as I pulled my lips off the fork.

Aaron dropped the fork to the plate and gripped my thigh, leaning close to kiss me deeply. He held my face as the kiss persisted, and I never wanted it to end. This moment, this night, it was beyond my wildest dreams, and it was only getting started.
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Aaron pulled me to his art studio and kissed my body as he slowly stripped me down to my undergarments, leaving only my heels. He put up his finger and ran across the room before coming back with a chair. He placed the chair next to me and told me to sit.

“What about you?”

“What about me?” he asked.

“Aren’t you going to take off your clothes? You can’t expect me to sit here in underwear while you’re fully dressed.”

“Oh,” Aaron said and smiled. He did a little dance as he started pulling off his clothes, one piece at a time until he was down to his boxer briefs. The outline of his cock was clear beneath the fabric, and I couldn’t peel my eyes away from it. “Better?”

“Much better.”

Aaron grinned as he pulled out a sketchpad. He flipped it open to a clean page and began sketching. He told me to hold my arms above my head and pose provocatively, so I did as he asked.

“Like this?”

“That’s perfect,” he said.

“Wouldn’t you prefer me on my hands and knees?”

Aaron chuckled. “We can do that next,” he said as he moved the pencil across the page, producing a rapid sketch. “What do you think?” he asked and turned the page toward me.

I lowered my arms as my jaw dropped. I went over and grabbed the sketchpad from Aaron’s hands and studied the image closely, impressed by his skill. I was jealous that I didn’t have his talents but love that he had them.

“This is incredible. I look pretty fucking sexy in this sketch. How did you learn how to draw like this?”

“I’ve watched a lot of tutorials and spend most of my free time drawing or playing basketball with the guys. They both relax me a lot.”

“That’s awesome,” I said and ran my finger over the sketch. “Do you want to do me on my hands and knees now?”

“I’d love to do you.”

“Shut up! I meant draw me. Then maybe I’ll let you do that other thing.”

“Oh, yeah?”

“Maybe,” I emphasized.

Aaron chuckled and flipped his sketchpad to a clean page, waving at me to get in place. I smiled and dropped to my knees in front of him. I fell to my hands and tossed my blonde hair over my shoulder as I looked into his eyes, clad in gold jewelry, wearing nothing except my stuffed bra, panties, and heels.

“How do I look?”

“So fucking good,” he said.

“Yeah?” I asked as I moved my ass from side to side.

“Fuck yes.”

Aaron sketched a picture of me quickly, and then he flipped the page to sketch another. His cock was rock hard beneath his boxer briefs when I glanced at it, and the only thing I wanted to do was put it in my mouth, but I stayed where I was while Aaron sketched me, bringing me to life on the page in ways I’d never imagined possible.

“I can’t wait until I’m deep in that hole,” Aaron said as he reached down and stroked the outline of his cock through the boxer briefs.

“Come fuck me,” I begged.

“Not yet. Get on your back and put your legs in the air.”

His commanding voice tingled my skin as I turned over to do what he said, throwing my legs into the air. He told me to wrap my hands around them as close to my ankles as I could. I reached high up my legs to do as he said.

“That’s so hot, Sandy. Just like that. I love how I can see the bulge of your cock.”

“Yeah?” I asked in a breath.

“It’s so fucking sexy,” Aaron said as he sketched like a madman, filling in page after page as I maintained the position for him, and then he threw the sketchpad over his shoulder and dropped to his knees in front of me. “So. Fucking. Sexy!”

Aaron grabbed my legs and ran his fingers along my smooth, sensitive skin. I threw my arms above my head as he touched me, my cock throbbing beneath my panties. My body shattered when Aaron put his hand over my girly dick and rubbed it through the fabric, moaning as he did, leaking precum all over the insides of his boxer briefs.

“You see what you do to me?” he asked and glanced down at his hard dick.

“Take it out. I want to see it,” I said.

“You take it out.”

I turned and got to my hands and knees. I looked up at Aaron through hooded eyes as I hooked my fingers into the waistline of his boxer briefs, moving slowly even though I was dying to have his manhood in my mouth. I was dying to have him however he wanted me.

I pushed his boxer briefs down until they slid over his cock, revealing a gorgeous shaft. It stood long and tall as I finished moving Aaron’s boxer briefs off his body.

“What do you want to do with it?” Aaron asked and grabbed the base of his cock.

“Suck it,” I said.

“Yeah? Then put it in your mouth.”

I gasped as my lips parted and closed around Aaron’s thickness. I moved my painted lips down his shaft, wondering what I looked like through his eyes. However I looked, I knew he liked it as he stroked the side of my face and whispered dirty things as I sucked his cock.

“So fucking sexy.”

I moaned on Aaron’s dick as I sucked, one hand wrapped around his thigh and the other on his abs. He had his fingers in my hair, pushing down on my head every few seconds, and I fucking loved it when he made me choke a little.

“Fuck, girl. I need that ass.”

I pulled my red lips off Aaron’s cock and held it in my hand as I shook my ass in the air. He reached over my body and took my ass in a firm hand. I bent my head back and hollered for the heavens as Aaron took my other cheek in his hand and spread my ass, air tickling my hole.

I put Aaron’s cock in my mouth and bobbed my head as he played with my bussy, sliding one finger into me and then two, stretching my tight opening to get it ready for his cock.

“So hot,” he said.

I moved my lips more quickly, desperate to give Aaron as much pleasure as I possibly could, so delighted to have his heavy shaft on my tongue, sliding in and out of my mouth, hard and ready for my hole.

“Fuck me,” I said when I pulled my lips off his dick.

“You want me to fuck you?”

“So badly.”

Aaron bent over to kiss me before standing to grab a bottle of lube. He came back and dropped to his knees behind me, moving my panties to the side to press his cock up against my hole.

“I’ll buy you a new pair if I rip these.”

“Yes!”

Aaron chuckled as he pushed his cock more firmly, entering me with his tip. I gasped as his bulbous head stretched my ring, but it felt so amazing when he pushed his lubricated cock deeper. I dropped my head and took his dick, ready for all of it.

“Damn, you’re so tight, girl.”

“Stretch me with your dick!”

“Fuck yeah!” Aaron hollered as he pushed his cock to its base. I screamed and dropped my head to the floor, taking Aaron’s cock as he pounded in and out of me, my own cock twitching as an orgasm built within me.

“I’m close!”

“Me too, girl!”

“Cum in me.”

“Fuck, you’re dirty.”

“Only for you.”

Aaron slapped my ass. “That’s right, girl! Only for me.” He grabbed my hips and pounded hard as we worked ourselves to an orgasm, lost in this shared moment.

“I want to see you squirt, girl,” Aaron said and ripped the panties from my body. He reached around to touch my hard cock, igniting a fire across my body.

“Yes!”

Aaron pulled out of me and got to his back. I squatted above him and slid my hole down his slick cock, stuffing myself with his dick. His dick inside of me, filling me, was more delicious than the finest of chocolates. I stared down at him as I moved up and down his manhood, screaming to let him know how good he felt.

“Right there, girl! Keep going!”

I dropped back and jutted my arms out behind me, my cock flopping around between my spread legs as I fucked myself with Aaron’s manhood, staring at him over my girly dick. I gasped when he reached out to grab it with his slick hand.

“Yes! So good!”

“Cum with me, girl.”

I moved my hips more quickly and bit my lip as Aaron stroked my cock and worked me to an orgasm. I closed my eyes when I was close and screamed when I reached my limit, hot cream shooting from my girly cock, covering Aaron in a layer of my icing.

Aaron pushed his cock deep inside of me and shouted my name as he unleashed his load. I massaged his cock with my walls as he kept cumming deep within me. I gasped and fell to his body once he finished, holding him tight as his cock slipped out of my soiled bussy.

“So good, girl.” Aaron said and kissed me.

“Incredible,” I said and kissed him back.
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“What’s this?” I asked as Aaron passed me a present adorned with a big red bow. “It’s not my birthday.”

“Open it,” he said.

We were sitting in his backyard about to head out for our date when he brought out the present. I ripped the paper from the box as quickly as I could. It’d been so long since anyone gave me a present. I touched my chest when I revealed the box beneath the white wrapping paper.

“I can’t believe you bought me a present,” I said, too overwhelmed to see what was inside. Aaron had made my dreams come true in the bedroom, and now he was gifting me things.

“Open it,” he said with a chuckle.

I did as he told me and grinned when I saw a new pair of panties in the box to replace the ones that Aaron had ripped from my body. I picked up the panties and curled my fingers around them.

“Thank you, Aaron. You didn’t have to buy me a new pair.”

“Yes, I did,” Aaron said and pulled me into his arms, nuzzling his nose against my neck. “I plan on ripping those off one of these days.”

“Please,” I said in a breath.

“Have you been a good girl?”

“Yes,” I said softly.

Aaron purred as he pushed his hands into my hair. I was all dolled up and ready for the night. We were going out to dinner and then to play laser tag, so I’d opted for a pair of skinny jeans and shoes with thick heels, but we wouldn’t be going anywhere if Aaron didn’t get his hands off me.

“Aaron!”

“What?” he said as he ran his hand up my thigh, curling it around to my backside. “I want to touch you.”

Fuck, I loved him touching me. I wouldn’t eat for days if it meant having his hands on my body. We could spend the entire time in bed, reaching peak after peak before going back for more.

“We need to leave, or we’ll be late for our reservation.”

“Screw the reservation,” Aaron said as he palmed my bottom, teasing me. “Let’s eat here.”

“You’re ridiculous. Come on,” I said and stood.

Aaron groaned, but he followed me. I grabbed my purse and led him out of the door. He drove us across town to a fancy restaurant, where we had a fabulous dinner of elegant offerings at a linen-covered table with a flickering candle in the middle of it, but I was much more excited for laser tag than food.

“Yay, we’re finally here!” I hollered and hopped out of the car when we arrived at the place to play laser tag.

Aaron laughed as he wrapped his arm around my waist and walked with me to the door, holding it open for me like a perfect gentleman, hitting me with those gorgeous sky-blue eyes. I saw at least eight different girls look in his direction when he stepped through the door, but Aaron only noticed me.

I didn’t know why or how, but the man only looked at me, even with all the girls staring at him. I followed his lead and ignored them as he walked with his arm around my shoulder to the counter. The looks on the girls’ faces were giving me a sense of satisfaction that would last years, perhaps a lifetime.

Aaron and I met our teammates, which included a couple of the girls gawking at my man, but I ignored them as long as Aaron did, and he never looked at them in that way. He saved all of his affectionate glances for me, and then we were off to the arena, where we all forgot about what we looked like and focused solely on hitting each other with our lasers.

We got the other team.

They tagged us.

Aaron and I ran around screaming until the timer counted down to zero, and we ended up losing, but it was only by two points. We high-fived the others on our team and stumbled out of the door holding each other, looking at each other with nothing but love.

“You’re something else, Aaron.”

“Why? What did I do?”

I shook my head as a smile curled my lips, hurting my face it was so big, but Aaron had a goofy smile on his face too. He stopped and pulled me into his arms as we stood right outside of the building where we’d played laser tag.

“You’re here with me.”

“Where else would I want to be?”

“I don’t know. Sometimes it’s hard to believe.”

“Are you kidding? The only thing I do when I’m at home is stare at those sketches of you,” he said. “When I’m not staring at them, I’m thinking about you. You’re literally all that’s on my mind, and I swear it’s starting to make me feel like a crazy person.”

“Maybe you are crazy,” I said with a laugh.

“Nah, not when I’m with you,” Aaron said and lifted me into his arms. I squealed and kicked my feet as he carried me to his car, but I didn’t want him to put me down.

Not then, not ever.
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“There you are,” Aaron said and grabbed me by the wrist. He pulled me further into the storage area of the supermarket until we were at the very back by the broiler room. He pulled me into the broiler room and slammed the door shut behind us.

“Aaron! What are you—”

“Shh!” Aaron said and covered my mouth with his hand. His face was bright red, and his eyes were much crazier looking than usual. Gone was the sweet, carefree man who kissed me on the neck and gave me presents. “Listen.”

I nodded, terrified.

“We can’t work together. Laura is getting suspicious. I try my best to stay cool when you’re around, but it’s impossible.”

My stomach knotted. Aaron and I had been doing so well, but I knew this day was coming. He never went without mentioning the fact that he didn’t want to lose his job, even on our best nights, but we’d also slipped up a few times and got a bit too friendly at work.

We kissed downstairs once.

We talked about our plans after work.

People got suspicious, especially when they found out that I, Gary—the somewhat dweeb, was hanging out with the hot manager. The guy everyone wanted to bang, except I’d already done it, and I had a feeling that they could feel my newfound energy.

“I’m looking for other jobs, Aaron.”

“Really?” he asked brightly.

I sighed. It wasn’t fair that I had to leave my comfy job in the bakery, but I was willing to do much more than that to have Aaron in my life, and he constantly made me feel like I was making the right decision by betting on him over the bakery.

He texted me. He called. We cuddled after we made love. He wasn’t after me for only sex. He wanted me for my heart, my mind, and my soul. We were growing more connected with each passing day, and I was positive about my decision to find employment elsewhere.

“Yes,” I said. “You’ll have to avoid Laura until I get hired somewhere else, but I swear I’m looking. You don’t need to worry.”

Aaron put his hands on the sides of my face and pulled me close, staring at me as he pressed his lips against mine. I exploded with desire, but we were at our place of work. We had to be careful. Aaron would forever blame me if we got in trouble for kissing, and the thought of losing him over something so trivial sickened me.

“Stop!”

Aaron reached to grab me, but I swatted away his hand.

“Get out of here! Remember where we are?”

Aaron grimaced as he looked around the room, remembering that we were at the supermarket. It wasn’t somewhere we could let go, but the days of me working here were limited. I couldn’t stomach the pain it caused Aaron not being able to freely touch me as he wished. Feminized or not, the man wanted me.

“Shit. Thank you.”

“No problem.” I smiled as Aaron shook his head and walked away from me toward the door, looking like he wanted to take me right there, and we both knew that I would let him. I only had so much willpower and used most of it stopping him the first time.

“You’re mine. Tonight,” he said.

“I can’t wait,” I said.

Aaron narrowed his eyes and looked me up and down one last time before slipping out of the door and leaving me alone to catch my breath. I touched my chest as it rose and fell, already anxious for Aaron to take me later in the night.
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I got off early since I worked in the bakery, so I went home to shower after that exchange with Aaron, tempted to touch myself, but I would save my load for my man. I was going to do my makeup and get ready as Sandy, but there was a message on my phone.

Aaron: I want to watch you transform into Sandy tonight. Will you let me?

It was a lot of work to get ready as Sandy, and I didn’t know that I would have the energy to feminize myself and hang out with Aaron, but I also wanted to make my man happy. He’d already mentioned wanting to watch me doll myself up, so I sighed and picked up my phone to reply.

Me: How can I say no to you?

Aaron: You can! Please let me know if I’m asking too much.

How was this gorgeous man so sweet? I was tempted to get down to one knee myself to propose to him, to lock him down before he even thought about another woman, but then I remembered how his eyes were always glued to me when we went out.

Me: No, it’s okay. I’ll bring my stuff.

Aaron: I’ll head straight home when I get off work. Can’t wait to see you!

Me: See you soon!

I added a kiss-face emoji to my message and hit send, excited for my night with Aaron, but I was spending the afternoon with my best girlfriend Angela. I texted her to see if we could get together an hour earlier than planned, and she agreed within minutes.

Angela: That’s perfect actually. See you soon.

Me: Can’t wait!

I fired off the message and hopped up to throw on a pair of denim short shorts and a tank top. I went ahead and put a little lip gloss on my lips to make them shine. I never wanted anyone to accuse me of having chapped lips.

The horror!

I’d die right there on the spot.

I was tempted to do a lot more with my face but stopped myself when I looked at the feed of messages with Aaron. He wanted to see me doll up my face, and I couldn’t wait to show him how I did it, so he could see me transform from the bakery boy to his girl Sandy.

I grabbed the oversized purse I was using for the night when I was ready to go. It was stuffed with clothes and makeup and didn’t look too bad with my boy clothes and shining lips.

“Girl, work it!” Angela said when I entered the restaurant where we were meeting. She was sitting at a table in the middle of the dining room and snapping her fingers as I strutted her way.

Did I mention I was wearing colorful stilettos with my denim short shorts? They would match my outfit later in the night, and I couldn’t be bothered carrying around two pairs of shoes when I had makeup and clothes too.

Everyone in the room was staring as I switched my hips. I didn’t give a fuck, bending down to kiss Angela on each of her cheeks when I got to the table. I sighed loudly as I plopped down into the chair and placed my purse in my lap.

“That was hot,” Angela said with a laugh. “Where’s your wig and stuff? I thought you were seeing Aaron later.”

“I am, but he wants to watch me transform.”

“Shut up! Seriously?”

“I know,” I said with a laugh. “He shocks me at every turn.”

Angela picked up her menu and used it to fan her face. “He’s so sexy. I’m still jealous that you get to have him.”

“You’re with his friend!”

“Robert is sexy, don’t get me wrong, but Aaron? He’s like hot lava. I can’t believe you don’t get burned.”

“Are you saying I’m not cute enough for him?” I asked and flattened my hand under my chin as I tilted my head to the side.

“Girl, you know you’re cute enough for him.”

“That’s right,” I said defiantly.

We laughed as the server approached our table. We ordered mimosas since it was still early in the day, clinking our glasses together when they arrived, smiling as we caught each other up on our lives. I told Angela how Aaron had sketched me in provocative positions, which she absolutely loved.

“He’s obsessed with you!”

“It’s crazy, but he might be.”

Angela and I laughed about the possibility of Aaron being obsessed with me, which I would openly accept, and then she told me about how she and Robert were doing. They’d been to a few baseball games and to the amusement park. They were always going somewhere or meeting up with someone, but I had a feeling that Aaron and I would spend a lot of our nights at home.

I wanted him to sketch me in every position he could think of until he filled an entire library of notebooks. I loved seeing how he drew me, getting a vision of myself through his eyes, and the glimpses I saw were beautiful.

“We’ll have to do a double date sometime.”

“I’d love that! How close are Aaron and Robert?”

“They’ve been friends for a few years. They’re not the best of friends, but we could change that.”

“Are you hoping for a lot of double dates?” I asked with a laugh.

“You know I am!’

“That can be arranged.”

“I hope so,” she said.

“Don’t be so pessimistic. We’ll make it happen,” I said and reached my hand across the table. Angela laced her fingers with mine as we spoke in whispers, promising each other that we would get our boys out of the house no matter how difficult it’d be.

“More mimosas?” the server asked when they came by to pick up our empty plates.

I checked my phone. “Aaron’s still at work. I have time.”

“Sure!” Angela hollered. “More mimosas!”

The server laughed and went to put in our order, bringing back the flute glasses of champagne and orange juice a few minutes later. Angela picked up her glass, and I followed her lead.

“To keeping our boys!”

“To our boys!”

We laughed like wild as we clinked our glasses together, drawing the attention of a lot of people in the room, but we didn’t care about them. We loved our lives and weren’t going to hide it for anyone.
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“I missed you so much today,” Aaron said as he pulled me into his house and pushed me up against the closed door. “Those shorts are so sexy.”

I gasped as Aaron’s fingers brushed my smooth legs. I shaved and moisturized them before I left, and they were sensitive to the touch, but I loved it when Aaron caressed my body.

“Did you miss me?”

“Yes,” I said in a breath.

Aaron turned me around so that my stomach was against the door, and he pressed himself against me, the outline of his cock on my ass. Its touch drove me wild. I moved my hips, grinding myself against Aaron’s dick. He gasped and grabbed my hips, fucking me through the clothes.

“Yes! Fuck me!”

Aaron smacked my ass and staggered away from me before we got too far. His eyes were glossed with lust when I turned in his direction, but I knew what he wanted, and I was eager to give it to him. I looked pretty femme in my heels and short shorts, but I wasn’t transformed.

Not yet.

“You want Sandy?”

Aaron nodded slowly as he stared at me, so I walked over to him, switching my hips as I went, my heels clicking against the floor. I reached to wrap my hand around the back of his neck. I slowly closed my eyes and moved in to kiss him, my lips slick with gloss. His cock still hard when I reached down to stroke it through his sweatpants. He was fresh out of the shower, and I knew his cock would taste so good in my mouth, but I had to resist.

“Do you have anything to drink?”

“Whatever you want.”

“Whiskey on the rocks?”

“Coming right up,” Aaron said and went to his kitchen. I followed him, carrying my purse on the inside of my elbow, sitting at his dining table as I watched him prepare my drink. “You don’t know how good you look, Gary.”

“I’ll look even better if you give me an hour,” I said.

Aaron chuckled as he walked over with my drink. He set the glass on the dining table and took the chair next to mine. His hand landed on my thigh when he sat.

“An hour is a long time.”

“Can’t you wait?”

“I’m not sure.”

His grip tightened as he spoke, and I wanted nothing more than for him to bend me over the dining table and spread my cheeks with my short shorts pooled at my ankles, but it would be even hotter to get fucked in the skirt that I had packed in my purse.

“Excuse me, will you?”

“Are you going to take less than an hour?” Aaron asked and pulled me onto his lap. His brawny arms tightened around me as he held me in place, touching my body everywhere he could. He wanted me and had since I walked through the door, but we had to focus because he would regret it if he didn’t watch me transform.

“Aaron, please. It’ll take how long it takes.”

“I want to watch you.”

“Promise not to attack me?”

“I’ll do my best. There’s actually something I want to give you.”

“What?” I asked.

Aaron held up his finger and ran out of the room. I took the moment to pull what I needed out of my purse. I had to get started with my transformation to Sandy, or I wouldn’t have the energy. I could already feel my internal battery beeping, thinking about sleep, and the drinks weren’t helping.

“Is that what I think it is?” I asked when Aaron came back into the room carrying a canvas.

“Maybe,” he teased.

“Show me!”

Aaron turned the painting around, and I gasped when I saw one of his sketches turned into a stunning painting. It was the sketch of me on my hands and knees, looking over my shoulder at him.

“I love it!”

“Promise?”

“How could I not love this? Are you kidding me?”

Aaron turned my face toward his and kissed me gently, smothering me in his love. I didn’t understand how I could be lucky enough to have this man in my life, treasuring me, making me feel like I won the lottery day after day.

“I’m so glad you’re friends with Angela’s boyfriend.”

“Me too. I never would have known this side of you existed at work.”

I shook my head. When I went to work, I was a boring guy who only let his flare out when decorating cakes. I’d noticed Aaron like everyone else, but he’d never noticed me. Not until he saw me at Robert’s party, but our days of working together would end soon enough.

“So, can I keep this painting?”

“Yeah, I have another one for myself.”

“What?” I screeched. “Let me see it!”

Aaron chuckled and went to his studio. He returned with a painting of me with my arms stretched out above my head. He’d also made my bulge extra big and obvious, and I thought it looked hot.

“Damn, I might like this one more.”

“We can switch every few months.”

“Shouldn’t I be able to keep both? They are me!”

“I painted them. They’re my property!”

“Oh no you didn’t just call me your property,” I said dramatically and snapped my fingers.

Aaron laughed and shook his head. He took the painting from my hands and set it to the side to give me a kiss, and then he picked up the stuff I’d gotten out to feminize myself and passed it to me.

“Come on. I want to watch you transform.”

“Okay,” I said.

I set everything on the dining table and stood to strip down to my heels, not bothering to take them off since I loved them on my feet. Aaron groaned as I stood naked in front of him.

“You said you’d be good!”

“Fuck, though! Look at you!”

I smiled and shrugged, cursing when I realized I had to take off my heels. I’d brought a sexy pair of navy stockings to wear with a short brown circle skirt with navy dots. It was easy to lift and perfect for fucking. I kicked off the heels and slid the navy stockings up my legs as Aaron watched, transfixed.

“Damn, Gary.”

“I won’t be Gary for long.”

Aaron rubbed the outline of his cock through his sweatpants, teasing me with the sight of his bulge, but I could tell that he was more worked up by having my naked body on full display for him, ready to devour, ready to serve.

“Skirt is next.”

“What about your panties?”

“What panties?” I asked with a laugh.

Aaron groaned and rubbed his cock more quickly. I fucking loved teasing him and took my time pulling the skirt up my legs. I put on a bra, stuffed it, and slipped the camisole that I was wearing over my head, and then I pulled on a T-shirt with a loose neckline over that, already feeling a million times more girly.

“You look happy,” Aaron said.

“I’m my happiest when I’m Sandy.”

“Do I make you happy?”

“Yes! More than you know,” I said and placed my hand on Aaron’s thigh, ready to pull those sweatpants from his body, but I still had an entire face of makeup to do.

“You make me happy too.”

“Good,” I said. “Get me another whiskey?”

“Coming right up,” Aaron said and grabbed my empty glass. He fixed himself one too. They didn’t have much alcohol, perfect to keep my buzz going while I fixed my face.

“Are you going to sketch me while I do this?”

“No, I only want to watch. I’m already impressed by how girly you look.”

“Thanks,” I said brightly and picked up my makeup bag to get started on my face. I used a thin moisturizer first to freshen up my face since I’d been out to eat and sitting around Aaron’s apartment. I applied some foundation next and used a bit of highlighter on my cheekbones and jawline.

“It’s a lot like painting,” Aaron said as he watched.

I laughed. “It is. Would you like to try?”

“Yes, but not today.”

My cock twitched at the thought of Aaron doing my makeup, but I could tell from the look in his eyes that he was serious when he said that he wanted to do my makeup. He would probably do it even better than me, but I wouldn’t mind having my own personal makeup artist, glamming me up before we went out.

I continued with my makeup, working on my eyes once I’d finished with my cheeks, nose, and jawline. I always went back and touched up areas, but I didn’t want to spend all night on my makeup when Aaron was watching me so intently, wearing me down with those handsome eyes.

I couldn’t stop thinking about my cock disappearing into his beautiful lips. The thoughts were distracting me, and I couldn’t get distracted with a dangerous stick of eyeliner in my hand!

“Will you get my wig from my purse, please?”

“Yeah, sure.”

I rushed to do my eye makeup while Aaron wasn’t staring at me and distracting me with his beauty. He had the wig in his hands when I finally turned back to him, nearly ready for the night.

“How do I look?” I asked in my feminine voice.

“Amazing,” he said.

“You really think so?”

Aaron bit his lip and nodded as he stared at me with a lustful expression, devouring me with his desire, but I wanted him as badly as he wanted me, barely able to contain myself while I finished transforming into Sandy.

“Sorry, I forgot to ask for my brush in the bag.”

Aaron reached into my purse and pulled out the brush, passing it to me. I ran it through the wig several times before donning it on my head, adjusting it in the mirror that I’d set up on the dining table, amazed by how much it added to my womanly appearance.

“You look incredible, Sandy.”

“Is that who you see now?”

Aaron nodded.

“What do you think of this wig?” I asked and fluffed out my chestnut hair. It was straight with light waves near the tips. It was one of my favorite wigs, but I said that about all of them since they each transformed me into someone new, letting Sandy be whichever girl she wanted to be.

“It’s sexy.”

“I picked it for this outfit.”

“It’s a perfect match. Stand up and give me a twirl.”

I laughed as I stood, heels on my feet, and twirled a few feet away from the dining table, feeling like a celebrity on stage, except I only had one fan, and that was all I needed.

“Come here, girl.”

I pranced over to Aaron and sat on his lap, wrapping my arms around the back of his neck. I’d applied a touch of pink lip gloss and kissed his cheek with my shiny lips as he held my thigh with a firm grip, breathing deeply like he could barely contain himself, but I wanted him to let loose.

I wanted him to ravage me.

“Take me,” I said in a breath.

Aaron lifted me into his arms. He carried me to his bedroom, kicking open the door when we got there, staring down at me with love in his eyes the entire time. My hole twitched, ready for Aaron to fuck me, but I wanted to feel his mouth first.

“Blow me?”

Aaron moaned as he put me onto my feet and dropped to his knees beneath me. He lifted the brown skirt and wrapped his hand around the base of my hardening cock, stroking it lightly as he did. His touch sent a shiver of desire across my skin.

“Yes! Suck it, please!”

Aaron licked his lips before opening them to take me into his mouth. I gasped when his warmth enveloped my cock, providing me with the deepest of pleasures as he slid his beautiful lips all the way to my base.

I moaned and pushed my fingers into Aaron’s hair as he moved his mouth up and down my dick. It felt so good, and I never wanted the pleasure to stop, but Aaron couldn’t resist the urge to tongue my hole after a few minutes of sucking my cock, and I wasn’t going to stop him from taking what was his. He pushed me over to the bed and bent me over its edge.

“Yes, Aaron! It feels so good!”

Aaron held my cheeks wide as he licked my bussy, getting my tight little hole ready for his cock. My girly cock was dripping with precum, but I didn’t dare touch it. I was on edge from Aaron licking my hole and didn’t want to cum before he stuffed me with his cock.

Aaron gasped as he lifted himself and stood behind me. I glanced over my shoulder at him, desperate to have his slick cock sliding around inside of me.

“Don’t move,” he commanded.

I wouldn’t dare.

I stood right there as Aaron went to grab a bottle of lube and returned to take his position. He lathered his cock and my hole. I screamed a little when Aaron pushed his tip against my tight entrance, but he took his time sliding his cock into my bussy.

“Yes, Aaron!”

Aaron groaned and pulled out to add more lube to his cock before shoving it back into my bussy. He grabbed me by my shoulders as he pushed deep, the hem of my skirt around the base of his cock as he slowly thrusted his hips.

“So good!” I screamed.

Aaron lifted my skirt and smacked my ass as he thrusted his hips, stretching my hole in the best of ways, and I never wanted it to end, but I was already on edge. My cock hadn’t gone down for a second since Aaron had his lips around it, and now my body was tingling with pleasure as he slid in and out of me.

In and out.

Over and over.

Fast and slow.

“Take this cock, girl!”

“Give it to me!”

Aaron held my hips as he pounded my ass with his dick, pushing me closer to an orgasm with each thrust of his hips, but I loved it. I loved having him inside of me, stretching me, giving me his incredible dick as I screamed his name.

“Damn, Sandy! I love fucking you!”

“Keep fucking me!”

Aaron pulled out of me, making me gasp as I reached between my legs to touch my wet, loosened hole. Aaron squatted behind me and licked my gaping opening before shoving four of his fingers into me, making me scream, but I loved it.

I fucking loved it.

“Yes! Stretch me!”

“Naughty girl!” Aaron said and smacked my ass as he pushed his four fingers deeper inside of me, stretching me wider. “You like it when I stretch your hole?”

“I love it!” I said in a weak voice as Aaron slowly thrusted his four fingers, push and pull, push and pull, making me cry out, but I could go all night, cumming for him as many times as needed until he was done with me.

“That’s right you do, Sandy! This is my ass!”

“Yes, it is!”

Aaron smacked my cheek again before pulling his fingers out of me and pushing me further up the bed. He climbed onto the bed behind me and grabbed the lube to lather his cock before pushing it up against my hole, easily sliding into my stretched opening.

“Fuck, that’s good,” Aaron said as he fucked my loosened hole. He started off slowly but quickly picked up speed until he was pounding my hole, my cock shaking between my thighs, leaking precum all over the bed beneath us.

“Yes! Give it to me, Aaron!”

“Take it, girl!”

Aaron squatted behind me and held my hips as he used his entire length to fuck me, slapping my backside with his balls every time he went deep, and it felt so fucking good, I swore tears were running down my face, but I couldn’t be sure.

I was too lost in the sensations of Aaron sliding around inside of me, claiming my hole, showing me that I would be crazy to ever want anyone but him and what we had.

“I’m close, girl!”

“Me too!”

Aaron pulled out and flipped me over to my back. He threw my legs into the air and entered me as quickly as he’d left me, pushing his cock all the way to its base as he rammed in and out of my hole. I held my girly cock as he fucked me, ready to cum when he was, watching him as he thrusted.

He was dripping with sweat, which made his muscular frame glisten with glory. I’d never seen anything so beautiful, squeezing my walls around his cock as I stared.

“Yes! Fuck!” Aaron roared and dropped his head back as he pushed deep and dumped his load inside of me. He slowly thrusted his hips as he kept cumming, so I grabbed my dick to join him.

I stroked my cock slowly as Aaron remained inside of me, both of us cumming together, a shower of cream spraying from my cock, and I didn’t even care that it dirtied my shirt.

Aaron slid out of me a few minutes later, and then he carried me to the shower. He washed me down and gave me a pair of his sweatpants to wear and one of his T-shirts as well, and we went to bed without a second thought.

***

“Morning,” I said as my eyes slowly fluttered open. Aaron was lying in front of me, running his fingers through my hair.

“I made us breakfast. It’s in the kitchen.”

“Ooh, yum!”

Aaron waited for me to gather myself and took me to the living room, where a table of goodies awaited us. He’d prepared waffles, fruit, and a bowl of yogurt. He’d even poured orange juice into a pitcher and served us each a glass when we sat.

“To many more nights,” Aaron said as he raised his glass in the air.

“To more nights like last night,” I said and clinked my glass of orange juice with Aaron’s.

I thought we would do something during the day, but we ended up staying inside and watching a marathon of movies. We ordered Chinese food for an early dinner, and I found the ingredients in his cabinets to make us sugar cookies for dessert.

Aaron tried putting makeup on me. He even put some on himself but didn’t do very well. We laughed and cleaned ourselves off, and then I showed him how I did my makeup step by step since we had more time than the previous night.

“I’ll learn how to do it one day,” he said.

“So you can be my makeup artist?”

“That’s right,” he said with a big smile. “I also love how it’s like painting.”

“Makes sense,” I said as I snuggled up next to Aaron on the couch for our fourth movie of the day, completely feminized and looking cute in a little black dress I’d packed along with my skirt and stockings.

It was getting late, so this would probably be our last movie that day, but there would be others in our future. I was looking for a new job and already had a few interviews lined up, so I was confident I’d get one of them, and then nothing would be standing between our love.

“Wait! Pause the movie. Do you want popcorn?”

“We just had sugar cookies!”

“Your point?”

“Nothing.” I smiled and shook my head.

“Popcorn coming right up,” Aaron said and hopped up from the couch to make the popcorn. I looked over my shoulder at him as he did. He was dancing around the kitchen in the most adorable way, smiling at me when he caught my gaze. He winked and took my breath away.

This beauty of a man was mine.

I no longer questioned why.

What was the point? He was attracted to me, and I was attracted to him, and that was all that mattered.
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