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		To my readers, always

		

	
		CHAPTER 1

		

		As much as I wanted to stop thinking about the succulent, sweet barista down the block from me, I couldn’t. I thought about the man day and night. I imagined what he did when he wasn’t slinging lattes and pastries.

		

		Did he party?

		

		Did he get drunk?

		

		I doubted it. His skin was too milky and smooth. I wished more than anything to brush the back of my hand against his cheek as he stared into my eyes. I would hold his tiny waistline as I pressed my lips to his. I would slowly unbutton his shirt before pulling him to my bedroom to sit on his pillowy lips.

		

		It was that time of day again.

		

		I needed a boost of caffeine.

		

		I wished I could handle more than an espresso a day, but then the barista would probably notice my obsession. He would probably realize that I was visiting that café just to see him, even though I didn’t love their coffee as much as another place two blocks further from my house.

		

		The café where my handsome barista worked was a newer addition to the neighborhood. I’d been reluctant to give them a chance since I was already a loyal customer at the other café, but then I saw the handsome boy through the window, and I had to go inside.

		

		He was beyond polite and always remembered my name. There was a chance that my obsession wouldn’t have grown to the level it was at now had the boy not remembered my name, but he greeted me by name every time I walked through the door, which always made my heart flutter.

		

		I lived in a fabulous brick row house on a tree-lined street. Some people feared my neighborhood because it was in the city, but I couldn’t imagine living anywhere else. There were incredible restaurants and cafés and specialty shops within walking distance. There were also a few pocket parks where I could put out a blanket and treat myself to a picnic, and if I ever wanted to escape the city, I could hire a driver to take me wherever I wanted to go.

		

		I was only thirty but fabulously wealthy from selling jewelry and my own clothing designs. It was a job I started while studying business as an undergraduate, and then I was selling millions of dollars worth of jewelry each year within a couple years of graduation. I was making more money than I ever expected when I started selling my designs, but now I was living large and never looking back.

		

		I only wished I had a boy with whom I could share my life.

		

		Not any boy, though.

		

		No, I wanted a special type of man. One that wouldn’t mind me dressing him up in my fabulous designs. One who would love me powdering his face with makeup and putting jewelry all over his body. Bangles, necklaces, rings, and everything in between.

		

		Every time I looked at this barista, I could picture him all dressed up and fabulous. Judging by the way he looked at me, I would guess that he liked women, but he was so slender and petite. His voice was a little high. He was tall, but his shoulders weren’t overly wide, and his butt was surprisingly big. It was like I noticed something new about him every time I visited the café.

		

		As much as I wanted to let go of this obsession, I couldn’t stop imagining how stimulating it would be to doll up the barista and watch him transform. I found myself in front of my mirror, touching up my makeup and putting on some jewelry before I left to get my macchiato. I spritzed a sweet perfume on my wrists when I finished with that and grabbed a tiny blue purse with a silver chain, throwing it across my body.

		

		“Today or never,” I said to myself as I stood in front of my tall mirror. “You either need to ask him out today or abandon this crazy obsession. You’re too powerful and fabulous for this.”

		

		I wanted to believe the words I told myself, but I got nervous every time I approached the counter. His coworkers were there. The other customers. I never once feared starting my business, but I was terrified of approaching the milky-skinned barista. If he rejected me, there was no telling how deep the depths of my sorrow would go, but I had to do this, so I walked out the door.

		

		Ready or not, I was asking out this barista.

		

	
		CHAPTER 2

		

		“Excuse me, but could I talk to you for a second?”

		

		My heart was racing as the barista looked at me with a confused expression, like he couldn’t possibly imagine why I wanted to talk to him away from everybody else.

		

		“Me?”

		

		I nodded. I could have raced out of that café from nerves. I was already thinking about frequenting the other café that was a bit closer to my house and never ever coming to this one again as the barista stared at me without a word. Not a single sound.

		

		“Is that okay? It’ll only take a second,” I said.

		

		The barista looked over his shoulder at the girl who I assumed was the manager. She shrugged, so the gorgeous barista turned to me and shrugged. He stepped out from behind the counter and followed me to stand by a window away from everyone else.

		

		“Uh, what’s up, Terrie?” the barista asked, sounding like he wished he’d never remembered my name in the first place.

		

		I felt so humiliated, but I’d already come this far, so I figured why not take a shot in the dark. “Would you like to go out to dinner? My treat.”

		

		“You want to take me out to dinner?”

		

		“Yeah,” I said with a bit more confidence. The barista didn’t look offended. He looked surprised and a touch flattered. “Why do you sound so surprised?”

		

		“I don’t know. I’m pretty young, don’t you think?”

		

		“Are you calling me old?” I asked with a smirk.

		

		“No! It’s just… uh… there’s an age difference,” he said and gestured between us.

		

		He wasn’t wrong, but I always dreamed of being with a younger guy, as long as he would let me doll him up, and this barista seemed like the perfect candidate to fulfill my fantasies.

		

		“How old are you?”

		

		“Twenty-one, you?”

		

		“It’s not polite to ask a lady her age. Didn’t your mother teach you that?”

		

		The barista’s cheeks reddened as he lifted his arm to scratch the back of his head. “Uh, yeah, she did. I’m sorry. I just—.”

		

		“My, you’re adorable,” I said and cusped the side of the barista’s face, making him redden further. He was already letting me take the lead, and it had me salivating for more. I had to remind myself to stay calm, or I would send this man running.

		

		“Uh… thanks. Dinner, you said?”

		

		I nodded, doing my best to stifle a moan, but I could feel the sound desperately trying to break free at the back of my throat.

		

		“Yes,” I said in a breath. “Are you interested?”

		

		“I… uh… why not?”

		

		“If you go out with me, I hope you know that I’m hoping to be more than friends. You understand that, right?”

		

		The young man nodded slowly, to which I smiled and resisted the aching urge to reach out and touch his chest. I was picturing my finger gliding down his bare pectorals.

		

		“Good, so what’s your name? I’ve been dying to know.”

		

		“It’s Allen, but people here call me Newman.”

		

		“Why is that?” I asked with a bright smile.

		

		“It’s my last name. There was another Allen here when I started, so they called me Newman, but now he’s gone.”

		

		“Do you prefer Allen?” I asked.

		

		He shrugged. “Yeah, I guess.”

		

		“So, give me your number?”

		

		“Sure,” he said and punched his number into my phone. I gave him a kiss on the cheek as a parting gift, and then I was out the door, excited that my new boy was interested and that we had proper plans to hang out.

		

	
		CHAPTER 3

		

		It was the night of my date with Allen, and I couldn’t wait to see him. I had plans to take us to one of the hippest restaurants in the city. They had a famous chef and all the pretentious plates a person could ever want, but the décor was stunning, and I always felt like a princess when I went.

		

		To complete the princess look, I was wearing a pale pink dress with lace trim. It was a vintage dress. Not my own design, but I found it on one of my many shopping trips to second-hand stores. They gave me so much inspiration about what to create.

		

		I paired the dress with cream stilettos and pearl jewelry. I had red lipstick and black wingtips above my eyes to contrast against the light colors. My hair was curled, and my cleavage was popping, and I was excited to seduce my barista boy.

		

		He was right on time knocking on the door. I wouldn’t normally invite a man over to my house so soon after meeting him, but something about the barista made me trust him. Perhaps my intuition was off and the boy would betray me, but I had to follow my gut. It had gotten me this far.

		

		“There you are, Allen. How are you?” I asked as I kissed him on the cheek and gave him a slight hug. “Come in.”

		

		“I’m doing fine. So, this is where you live?” he asked as he stepped into my renovated row house.

		

		“Yes, do you like it?”

		

		“It’s dope! I’ve always liked the houses by the café, but aren’t they super expensive?”

		

		“A girl wants what a girl wants,” I said and grabbed Allen’s hand to pull him back toward the kitchen. “Would you like a drink?”

		

		“Yeah, I’ll take a glass of water.”

		

		“Sure, still or sparkling?”

		

		“Still is fine. Thanks,” said Allen.

		

		I grabbed a glass and filled it with the water that came from the fridge. He thanked me as he took the glass and drank from it with his eyes closed. I stared at him with a bit too much admiration, and he caught me when he lowered his chin and stopped drinking from the glass.

		

		He coughed as I averted my eyes, pretending like I hadn’t been staring at him, like I hadn’t been dressing him up in my mind.

		

		“So, how long have you been at the café?”

		

		“Just a few months.”

		

		“Where do you live?”

		

		“Out in the suburbs, but I go to school at the community college down the street. I’m almost finished with my associate’s degree in business.”

		

		“That’s wonderful! I also studied business when I was in school.”

		

		“You must have done well if you could afford a house like this.”

		

		“I got lucky,” I said.

		

		“There must have been some skill involved.”

		

		I shrugged. “I suppose there was, but I never thought the business I started would be the one to make me rich. I thought it would make me enough to keep some food in the fridge and maybe a roof over my head, but my jewelry business has exceeded all expectations.”

		

		“Hopefully I can be as lucky as you,” said Allen.

		

		“Do you have any business ideas?”

		

		“A few but nothing that would make me a stable income.”

		

		“We can talk business another day. How about we go eat? It’s about time for our reservation.”

		

		Allen nodded. “Yeah, sure. I’ll follow you.”

		

		I grabbed my purse, and then we left my row house and walked down the street. The restaurant was only a few blocks away, and the weather was splendid. I leaned over and laced my fingers with Allen’s to see what he would do, and the cutie didn’t even flinch.

		

		“So, what do you do when you aren’t studying?”

		

		“I love running. No matter how bad of a day I’m having, I can go out and feel better after running a few miles.”

		

		Now I knew why he was so thin and brimming with potential to become my girl. Long-distance runners often had thin waists and arms, and Allen was no different.

		

		“Do you like running?”

		

		The question shook me from my trance. I shook my head. “Not really. I don’t like running, but I often use the elliptical.”

		

		“They’re easier on the bones.”

		

		“That’s right,” I said with a smile.

		

		“What about you, Terrie? What do you do when you aren’t designing and making buckets of money?”

		

		“Is someone jealous?”

		

		“Only a little bit,” Allen said and bumped his shoulder against mine as he looked over at me with a smile. I swore I could feel a little bit of girly juices seeping out of my thong, so I stopped and turned to Allen to squeeze my legs together.

		

		“How are you so cute?”

		

		“I moisturize,” he said.

		

		“It shows.”

		

		“You’re not too bad yourself.” Allen stared into my eyes, and then he surprised me by leaning forward to give me a kiss. The street disappeared around me as our lips touched, and I finally let out that moan that I’d been holding at the back of my throat, so turned on by Allen at that moment. I could have slid my wet lips down his rod right there on the sidewalk.

		

		I pushed away from Allen when I felt overwhelmed with desire. He clung to me like something was wrong, but I shook my head to let him know that everything was fine.

		

		“Let’s get to the restaurant. We’re nearly late for our reservation.”

		

		“Sorry, yeah. Let’s go.”

		

		I wanted to stand there on the sidewalk kissing Allen more than anything, but I would get carried away if we did, so I stayed focus on the way to the restaurant until we were at the host stand. The manager was standing there and showed us to our table, which was outside on the patio.

		

		“The weather is lovely tonight, isn’t it?”

		

		“I don’t think we could have gotten any luckier.”

		

		I nodded at Allen’s comment, and then the server came over to take our drink orders. We both got light, refreshing cocktails. I loved that Allen wasn’t afraid to order a girly drink. I hated those men who acted all tough for toughness’s sake. Men like that made me shiver with disgust.

		

		“That drink you ordered sounds so delicious. You’ll have to let me try a sip!” I said excitedly.

		

		“Sure thing.”

		

		Allen and I stared at each other a long moment until I asked him what was wrong, to which he responded nothing.

		

		“Can’t I stare at you without you questioning me?”

		

		Now I was the one blushing, trying to hide my face. I didn’t want him to see me as a vulnerable woman, but his potential intimidated me. There was so much that I wanted to do to him, but I wouldn’t be able to do any of it unless he consented, and there was always the risk that Allen would deny my wishes.

		

		“I don’t know, but where did you get that shirt? It’s fabulous!”

		

		“I got it on sale, actually! I love wearing linen in the summer.”

		

		“It looks amazing on you. Is there even a hair on your chest?” I asked as I stared at where Allen’s shirt was unbuttoned.

		

		“There are a few!” he countered. “I usually shave them though, so they don’t look weird.”

		

		I licked my lips and took a sip of my drink. I didn’t want to let on too early about my feminization fantasies, but Allen was getting better and better by the second. I had yet to see his legs because I’d only seen him in pants, but I imagined that his legs were far from hairy.

		

		“You’re a lucky man.”

		

		“I used to want more body hair, but yeah, now I’m glad that I’m relatively hairless for a guy.”

		

		“You’ll never have to bother with laser hair removal,” I said a bit too brightly, but I couldn’t contain my excitement. Allen was the boy of my dreams, and I was so close to having him, it was like taking a fresh lasagna out of the oven with a rumbling stomach but having to wait because it was too hot to cut.

		

		“I guess not,” Allen said with a laugh.

		

		Allen and I shared sips of our drinks, and we also shared bites of our entrees. We talked about our childhoods and our varying interests. We both loved going to the movies or for walks in the park. Allen preferred running to walking, but he promised he would walk by my side whenever I wanted, and I couldn’t get over how sweet he was. It was like he knew the right thing to say, like he knew what girls actually wanted to hear.

		

		“How do you not have a girlfriend?” I asked after about forty-five minutes of fluid conversation. “You’re a catch.”

		

		“Most girls want guys who are more macho than me.”

		

		“Their loss.”

		

		“I’m surprised you want me if I’m being honest,” said Allen.

		

		“Any girl who has been mean to you is only insecure. You seem like an amazing guy, Allen, and I would love to get to know you a bit better. There might be an age difference between us, but it’s nothing we can’t handle. You’re twenty-one. I’m thirty. What’s the big deal?”

		

		“I don’t see any problem,” Allen said with a wide smile.

		

		“Good. Why don’t we say cheers to that?”

		

		Allen picked up his glass and clinked it against mine, and then we threw back the last bits of our cocktails. I called over the server and gave him my credit card to pay for the bill.

		

		“I have cupcakes at my place. Want to go there for dessert?”

		

		“Yeah,” Allen said excitedly.

		

		I smiled at him, signed the bill, and then we were out the door and walking back to my place.

		

	
		CHAPTER 4

		

		“Do you want chocolate or vanilla? They’re the only two I have left.”

		

		“I’ll take chocolate if you don’t mind,” said Allen.

		

		I shook my head and placed the chocolate cupcake on a plate for Allen and did the same with mine, and then we went over to the couch in the living room. I felt giddy as I sat by Allen’s side, wanting nothing more than to take off that linen button up that he was wearing to put him in something a touch more girly. I also wanted to touch him. Do nasty things to him. It’d been a minute since I was last with a guy, and I was craving some action.

		

		“Do you have any of your designs here?” Allen asked after taking a bite of his cupcake.

		

		There was a touch of chocolate icing on the side of his mouth, so I reached out to remove it with my thumb. He chuckled as I did, like my touch sent sparks across his body, like he was as attracted to me as I was to him.

		

		“Sure,” I said brightly. “Would you like to see my closet?”

		

		“If it paid for all this,” Allen said and looked around my living room.

		

		“Let me take a bite of my cupcake first.”

		

		Allen nodded as I picked up my cupcake from the plate. I took a big bite, purposely getting a little icing on my lips. Then I moved a bit closer to Allen and pressed my lips against his, getting the sweet cream all over his mouth, but he chuckled as he accepted the kiss. The kiss deepened, and I had to resist my urge to reach between his thighs to see what he was packing.

		

		“Want to see my closet?” I asked when I finally broke the kiss.

		

		“Uh… yeah.”

		

		“I’ll show you.” I grabbed Allen’s hand before standing from the couch, and then I dragged him toward my closet. It was a walk-in closet that I’d stuffed to the brim with a collection of amazing clothes. I also had a dresser against the back wall that was filled with nothing but jewelry.

		

		“When do you even wear all these clothes?”

		

		“There’s always time for a new outfit. Do you see anything you like?”

		

		“Uh…” Allen looked around the closet and scratched the back of his head, looking like he didn’t quite know how to respond, but I saw the secret desire in his eyes.

		

		“Have you ever thought of wearing women’s clothing?”

		

		“No!” Allen said in the most unconvincing voice I’d ever heard. “Why would you say that?”

		

		I shrugged. “I don’t know. Sometimes men like to wear women’s clothing. Would you like to see my lingerie collection?”

		

		“Maybe I should go back to—”

		

		“Nonsense! It won’t do any harm to take a look!”

		

		I pulled Allen over to the other dresser that I had, which was full of lingerie in every color under the rainbow. I had lace, satin, cotton, and so much more. There were teddies, baby dolls, thongs, stockings, and anything else a girl or boy might need to look extra sexy.

		

		“What do you think?” I asked Allen as I pulled out different pieces of the lingerie and showed him. “Is there anything you want to see me wear?”

		

		Allen’s eyes widened as he stared at the open drawers of lingerie, but my smile didn’t falter. I was determined to get this boy in some women’s clothing and make him my doll, and the sooner I did it the better. When Allen didn’t say anything, I decided to push him.

		

		“You know what?” I asked.

		

		Allen shook his head. “What?”

		

		“What if we put you in some of this lingerie?”

		

		“I… I… why would I—”

		

		“Don’t overthink it, Allen! You would look so adorable in some of this lingerie that I have, and your waistline is so small, I’m positive you could fit it!”

		

		My smile was still strong, and my voice was sweeter than honey. I didn’t want Allen to think that there was anything wrong or upsetting about him putting on some lingerie, yet he was still silent, so I figured I could push him a bit more. If he didn’t want to wear any of the lingerie in front of him, he would have called me crazy and stormed out of my house, but he hadn’t.

		

		“Why don’t we put you in this pair?” I asked and grabbed a pair of black lacy panties from the drawer. They weren’t overly decorative, but they would definitely show his goodies through the thin fabric at the front.

		

		“Uh… I’m not sure that they would fit.”

		

		“You won’t know until you put them on,” I said and pushed myself up against Allen, staring into his eyes as I batted my lashes.

		

		“I… I guess.”

		

		“Don’t be afraid! Haven’t you always been a little bit curious about what it would be like to wear sexy lingerie?”

		

		“I… I… haven’t really thought about it.”

		

		“Oh, you would look adorable.”

		

		“If you say so,” Allen said and looked down at the black lingerie with questioning eyes. He looked back up at me after looking at them, like he wanted to leave, but he wasn’t about to leave. He was curious. I could see it in his eyes.

		

		“Go to the bathroom. You don’t have to put them on right here. You can have some privacy,” I said and placed the lingerie into Allen’s hands. I turned him around by his shoulders before he could protest further, pushing him out of the closet and toward the bathroom attached to my bedroom.

		

		“Do you really think they’ll fit?” Allen asked as we were standing outside of the bathroom door.

		

		“Yes, I’m positive they will,” I said and pushed Allen into the bathroom and closed the door behind him. I stood there for a second until I heard him unbuckling his belt and pulling down his zipper, and then I ran back to my closet to grab some makeup and other supplies that I would need to push Allen to his limits.

		

		It was a few minutes later when I knocked on the door to check how Allen was doing. My heart was racing, and my palms were sweating. My dreams were finally coming true, but I was still worried that they would all fall apart.

		

		“Uh… I’m not sure how they look!”

		

		“Why not? I bet they look great.”

		

		“They’re a bit… tight.”

		

		“Let me see!”

		

		I was practically salivating as I stood outside of the bathroom door, desperate to see how he looked in those lacy black panties. I took deep, silent breaths as Allen stepped toward the door.

		

		“Are you sure this was a good idea?” he asked.

		

		“Let me see, and I’ll tell you what I think!”

		

		Allen groaned, but the knob turned, and the door started opening. It felt like minutes, even though they were mere seconds, and then I saw Allen standing there in nothing but a t-shirt and those black lacy panties, and I about fainted he looked so good.

		

		“You like it?”

		

		I bit my lip and nodded as I looked up and down Allen’s slender body. I couldn’t help but step closer to him, and I noticed his manhood jump as I did, which sent a chill down my spine.

		

		“Do you like it?”

		

		Allen looked at me like he was trying to decide if I was playing a joke on him or not. I held his gaze and maintained my friendly smile, as I felt jubilant to be standing there with Allen halfway to becoming my doll.

		

		“Kind of,” Allen said after a moment. “My dick looks pretty hot in them, doesn’t it?”

		

		I bit my lip even harder as I let my gaze fall to his crotch, nodding slowly as I stared. I stepped closer to Allen to press myself up against him and run my fingers slowly down his body. I stared into his eyes as I let my fingertips glide over his manhood, which jumped at my touch.

		

		“You like it when I touch you like that?”

		

		“Yeah,” he said in a breath.

		

		“How much do you like it?”

		

		“I love it.”

		

		His dick was growing beneath the fabric, stretching it to its limits. I rubbed his cock a bit more quickly, and I was getting a little wet as I did. I couldn’t help the moans that were leaving my mouth as Allen’s cock grew stiffer, pushing against the black panties.

		

		“You know what would turn me on even more than seeing you in these panties?”

		

		Allen shook his head.

		

		I moved my lips close to his ear and whispered as I spoke. “I would love to see you in a skirt, and then I’ll lift that skirt up, slide your hard cock out the side of those tight panties, and wrap my painted lips around it. Wouldn’t that be so hot?”

		

		“Yeah,” Allen said in a breath.

		

		“Do you want to try it?”

		

		“Yeah,” he said.

		

		“Good.”

		

		Allen followed me as I pulled him back to my bedroom. We went into the closet, and I already had a skirt in mind for him to wear. It was short, black, and bubbly. It was made of a sheer fabric and had a little sparkle when moved.

		

		“This is a cute skirt,” said Allen.

		

		“Isn’t it? I bet it will look adorable on you!”

		

		“Let’s see.”

		

		Allen was a bit more confident now that he’d come out of the bathroom in the panties. I still needed to shave him and powder his face, but he was already doing so well for the first night, and honestly, all I wanted was to wrap my lips around that dick of his.

		

		Allen pulled the skirt up his legs. It fit perfectly around his slim waist and looked absolutely adorable. I stepped toward him and wrapped my hand around the back of his neck as I stared into his eyes, imagining him in a wig and makeup. He would look incredible, but I was far too horny and hungry to play with my pussy.

		

		“How about we tie your shirt to make it a crop top?”

		

		“Okay,” Allen said brightly.

		

		I smiled at Allen as I lifted his shirt and tied the hem into a knot to expose his bellybutton. He barely had any hair on his body. I grabbed the side of his waist and pulled him up against me and pressed my lips against his, moaning into his mouth as I moved my hand south to reach it up his skirt.

		

		Allen moaned into my mouth when I put a firm hand on his dick. I squeezed his manhood through the fabric and stroked it as our kiss deepened. I gasped as my pussy throbbed and girly juices ran down my leg. Allen got a little more forceful as I continued stroking his cock.

		

		He put his hand into my hair and tightened his grip, pulling back as he moved his lips down to my neck. I squeezed my legs together when he ran his tongue from my collarbone to my chin. I gasped when his hands slid down my body as he fell to his knees. My legs shook when he unzipped my pink dress and pulled it to the floor.

		

		Allen pressed his face against my clad panties to massage my pussy lips, extracting another loud gasp from me. My legs were shaking even more violently as he flicked his tongue against my womanhood. I hadn’t expected to cum so soon, but the urge rushed upon me like a gust of wind, so I held to back of Allen’s head and screamed as my floodgates released.

		

		Allen moaned as I came, flooding my panties. He licked and licked, and then he yanked the panties down to my feet. He barely gave me a chance to breathe before he was pushing me down to my knees and whipping out his dick as he stood above me.

		

		I was spent from my orgasm, but I needed his cock in my mouth. I hadn’t even caught my breath as I wrapped my hand around the base of his cock and guided my lips to his member. I sucked down to his base, swallowing his entire cock, and I loved the feeling of his thong against my lips.

		

		I loved how the thong held his cock, making it as fat and long as it could be. I choked a little as its head hit the back of my throat, but Allen was holding the back of my head, not letting up at all. He pulled out to his tip after a second, taking complete control.

		

		Allen let the skirt fall over my head as he moved his hips more quickly, and it made me so wet knowing that I had a feminized cock in my mouth, leaking precum onto my tongue, stretching my lips to their limit. I reached between my legs now that my pussy had calmed a bit from the orgasm and massaged my pussy lips.

		

		Allen used my mouth for the next few minutes, thrusting in and out, moving from fast to slow. There was saliva running down my chin and girly juices gushing all over my hand. I was getting close all over again as I touched myself, Allen groaning like he also wasn’t far from an orgasm.

		

		“I’m about to fill your mouth like you did mine,” Allen said in a rough voice as he pushed his cock deep. I couldn’t do anything but moan on his dick and take it as he filled my mouth. My pussy was aching for his dick, but there was a chance that I would have to wait for another day, so I slid two fingers into my dripping womanhood.

		

		I fingered myself as Allen fucked my mouth, holding the sides of my face. He lifted the skirt to stare down at me as he used every inch of his dick. I added a third finger and fucked myself harder as Allen did the same to my mouth. We were both moaning loudly, getting close to releasing, and I was so hungry to feel Allen’s warm cum sliding down my throat.

		

		It wasn’t much longer that my wish came true. Allen grabbed the back of my head and held it firmly as he groaned deeply. The hot, sticky cum shot from his dick a second later, and the feeling of his warm load coating the inside of my mouth sent me over the edge.

		

		I held the waistline of Allen’s thong for support with my free hand as he unloaded into my mouth, and then I was cumming a second later. I squeezed my legs together as my fingers were deep in my pussy, cumming harder than I had the first time.

		

		Allen gasped when he finally pulled out of my mouth, stumbling backwards. I had swallowed every drop of Allen’s cum and was spent from my second orgasm, so I fell back to my back and laughed as pleasure covered my body. I ran my fingertips down my tingling skin, feeling overwhelmed by the moment.

		

		“That was incredible,” Allen said as he lay by my side.

		

		“It was,” I said and continued staring at the ceiling. Allen wrapped his arm over my waist and kissed my shoulder.

		

		“Can we do it again?”

		

		“Only if you like wearing panties and a skirt,” I said before turning to face Allen, staring into his pretty eyes. “Would you be willing?”

		

		“I don’t see why that would be a problem.” Allen looked slightly embarrassed and quickly hid his face in the side of my neck, but we were high from our orgasms, so we fell into a fit of laughter, and I just had a feeling that Allen would become the doll of my dreams.

		

	
		CHAPTER 5

		

		I was sitting in the chair at my vanity, a phone in my hand. It had been a few days since my evening with Allen, and I was eager to feminize him all over again. Thoughts of the night constantly passed through my mind, but I was ready to go even further this time.

		

		Me: It’s been so long since we hung out! I can’t wait to see you today!

		

		I set my phone upside-down on the vanity. I still needed to get dressed, as I was only wearing a robe, fresh out the shower. I couldn’t help but run my fingertips up my exposed thigh as I stared at my freshly shaved legs. I would have to make Allen shave once he came over tonight. I was thinking about what he would look like with smooth legs when my phone buzzed, shaking me from my trance.

		

		Allen: I can’t wait either! I’m so ready to get away from the coffee shop!

		

		I smiled to myself, but I didn’t send a message back to Allen, instead standing from the vanity to walk over to my closet. I found a navy wrap dress and a pair of cream-colored heels that I would match with some silver and sapphire jewelry. The necklace and bracelet were my own design, some of my best sellers, but I only put them on after spending fifteen minutes on my makeup, making sure that every detail was perfect.

		

		I slipped on the heels and jewelry when I finished with the makeup, and then I went downstairs to the kitchen, where I would wait for Allen to arrive. I already had an outfit picked out for him and was thinking about sending him pictures to show him but would wait until he arrived.

		

		I was sipping on a flute of champagne when Allen knocked on the door about fifty minutes later. He’d worked at the café in the morning and came right over to my house when he got off, looking a little worn and tired, but he brightened a bit when I flashed him a smile.

		

		“How are you doing? How was work?” I asked and gave him a tight hug, smelling heavily of the perfume that I’d just spritzed on my wrists and neck. It was floral and fruity and feminine. “Did you miss me?”

		

		“Work was fine,” Allen said in a bit of a depressed voice.

		

		“Only fine?” I asked as I squeezed Allen a touch more tightly.

		

		“I just want to forget about it,” he said with a light laugh. “How was your day?”

		

		“It was wonderful. I sketched out some new designs and ran some numbers and went to the office, but I did something even better than all of that.”

		

		“What?”

		

		Allen and I had already stepped into the house, and I didn’t want to waste any time, so I grabbed his hand and dragged him toward my bedroom. He laughed like he knew what was about to happen, but he didn’t look upset at all. In fact, he looked giddy. He looked like he wanted whatever I was about to throw his way, which got me excited.

		

		“You know what’s going to happen, don’t you?” I asked just as we were arriving to my bedroom door.

		

		“I have no idea what’s going to happen, but anything with you has to be better than work.”

		

		“True,” I said and pulled Allen into my bedroom. I had his outfit lying on the bed, including the panties and bra and everything else he would need. “We’re about to have a lot of fun.”

		

		“I see that.”

		

		I laughed and squeezed Allen’s hand, beyond excited to get started with him, but he needed to stop in the shower before we did all that, so I pulled him toward the bathroom door. I already had the razor and shaving cream sitting on the counter. Allen glanced at it and swallowed.

		

		“Are those for me?”

		

		“Who else would they be for?” I asked with a laugh. “You were cute last time, but you need to shave. We want you looking as girly as possible.”

		

		Allen looked from the supplies on the counter to me and back, but he didn’t run out of the bathroom. He didn’t curse me. He swallowed and nodded slowly, giving me all the permission that I needed to guide him toward the shower. His dick had already been in my mouth, so it wasn’t like we had secrets.

		

		“Take off all your clothes and get in the shower.”

		

		“You’re serious about this?”

		

		“You should know that I’m very serious about this.”

		

		Allen looked hesitant for a second, but then he undid his nasty work pants and pushed them to the floor. He pulled off his shirt after that, leaving him in only his boxers and socks. I spanked his butt lightly and told him to get moving and that we didn’t have all day, so he finally got naked and stepped into the shower. His dick was all shriveled and soft, but he still looked sexy.

		

		I passed him the shaving cream and razor and told him to get started. I stepped back when Allen turned on the water, careful not to get my dress wet. He still had a lot of work to do, but I was all dolled up for my day, so I couldn’t ruin my hard work.

		

		“I’ve never shaved my body before,” Allen said after a few moments of being in the shower.

		

		“Try your best, and I’ll inspect you when you finish!”

		

		Allen groaned, but I heard him dispense some of the shaving cream to lather his skin. He got to work, so I left him in the bathroom a minute to make sure I had everything ready for his outfit. He was going to wear a pair of women’s bootcut jeans with a white and blue striped flowy blouse. There was a pair of cream slip-ons with thick wooden heels. I also had a dirty blonde wig picked out that would flow past his shoulders, and I couldn’t wait to see what Allen looked like in it.

		

		“How are you doing in there?” I asked after Allen had been in the shower for about fifteen or twenty minutes. I was quickly losing track of time now that I was having fun.

		

		“I’m about finished! I can’t believe how much body hair I had!”

		

		“You didn’t have much, but most guys have way too much,” I said with a laugh. “I like my boys shimmering and smooth.”

		

		“I’m about there.”

		

		Allen sounded upbeat and excited, and I couldn’t believe how close I was to having my girly boy dreams come true. I had everything out for Allen and had a feeling that he would be more than willing to wear all of it. I only hoped that I could get him out of the house once he was dolled up and dressed.

		

		“Come out here when you’re ready!”

		

		I waited for Allen at the edge of my bed with my arms outstretched behind me, propping me up as my hair dangled in the air, going halfway down my back. I’d already taken the curling iron through it before Allen got here, so it was perfectly wavy and luminous.

		

		Allen stepped out a few minutes later with a towel wrapped around his waist and water droplets glistening against his hairless chest. His skin was so milky and smooth, and I had a feeling that all the guys would be watching him when he walked through a room, especially once I got him in a wig and some makeup.

		

		“How do you feel?” I asked, hopping up from the bed.

		

		“Pretty good.”

		

		“Nervous?”

		

		“How did you know?” Allen asked with a laugh.

		

		“The look on your face says everything.”

		

		Allen tensed when I moved closer to him, getting within a few centimeters of his glistening body. He didn’t step back when I reached down for the towel that was wrapped around his waist and untucked it, letting it fall to the floor. His dick jumped as I placed my fingertips against his body, moving them to his shoulder to push him, spinning him slightly to get a look at his shaving job.

		

		“How did I do?”

		

		“Pretty good, but you missed a spot here.” I touched the back of Allen’s thigh where there was still a patch of hair.

		

		Allen ran back to the bathroom to touch up the shaving job, perfectly hairless when he stepped back out of the shower. I gave him a bottle of moisturizing lotion and told him to put it all over, which he did, telling me how amazing the lotion felt on his freshly shaved skin.

		

		“Are you ready to put on the clothes that I picked out for you?”

		

		“Yeah! Are these the ones?”

		

		Allen pointed to the clothes that were on the bed, so I confirmed that they were indeed the clothes that I planned on him wearing for the night. I told him that they were women’s jeans and that he would need to use a bit of tape beneath his lingerie unless he wanted everyone to notice that he had a bulge in his pants, so he agreed.

		

		I had some medical tape in the linen closet, so I went to get it and returned to the bedroom. Allen was standing completely naked in the middle of the room when I returned and took my breath away, so I just stood there to take in the beauty of his hairless body. He already looked so feminine, almost like a girl, if it weren’t for the dick between his legs.

		

		“How does the tape work?” Allen asked as I held it in front of his face.

		

		“Are you completely dry?”

		

		Allen nodded, so I stepped forward and ripped off a few pieces of the tape. I got to my knees in front of him, tempted to wrap my lips around his cock, but I wouldn’t let myself fall to temptation. We had an appointment to get our nails done, and we would have to hurry if we didn’t want to be late.

		

		I adjusted his package before adding the first few pieces of tape, ripping off more as I needed until Allen’s crotch looked like it could pass for a pussy beneath a pair of tight women’s jeans. Allen was a little plump when I got the last piece of tape in place, but he hadn’t gotten completely hard, so it fit perfectly.

		

		Allen took the lingerie when I passed it to him. It was white and sheer, so the bra and panties shimmered in the light, and they would look so sexy on Allen’s shaved body. I told him to put on the panties first, so that we could check that his crotch would look good in the jeans, and fuck, I got a little wet when he pulled those panties up his legs.

		

		“Don’t they look so sexy?”

		

		“I’m surprised by how good they look,” Allen said when I put him in front of the mirror to check out how he looked. “It doesn’t look like I have a dick at all.”

		

		“That’s the point,” I said with a laugh.

		

		Allen and I clung to each other as we stared at each other through the mirror, but we were both mostly focused on the beginnings of his feminization. We hadn’t gone all the way last time, but today was already different. Allen was shaved from head to toe and ready to complete his look.

		

		“Bra next. Have you ever worn one?”

		

		“No,” Allen said with a laugh. “Why would I have?”

		

		“Curiosity?”

		

		Allen chuckled and shook his head. “I wasn’t really curious about any of this until I met you.”

		

		“Now you are, though?”

		

		“Yeah, I guess.”

		

		I clapped excitedly and opened the bra, putting it in front of his chest as he put his arms into the spaces for them, and then I pulled the bra around his back and locked it into place, telling him not to move while I went for the breast forms that would fill out his chest. Allen covered his mouth when I slid the gel forms into place.

		

		“I… look… like a girl.”

		

		“Almost! We’re still forgetting some important details.”

		

		“Like what?”

		

		“Why don’t we try on the clothes next, and then I’ll do your makeup?”

		

		“Sure,” Allen said.

		

		I loved how agreeable he was, how willing he was to let me push him down the path of feminization. My panties were soaking wet, but I couldn’t even pay any attention to my womanhood until Allen was exactly how I wanted him, so I ignored the burning desire coming from between my thighs and held up the pair of jeans that’d been sitting on the bed.

		

		“So, these are women’s jeans?”

		

		“Yeah, and I bet they’ll look so cute on you!”

		

		“Let’s try them on.”

		

		Allen pulled the jeans over his sheer white panties, and there wasn’t a bulge in sight when he fastened the button. I hadn’t picked out a belt but thought a brown braided belt I had would be perfect for Allen’s outfit, so I ran to my closet to grab it. He took the belt when I handed it to him, placed it around his waist, and then he pulled the blouse over his head. It was tight against his chest but loose and flowy at the bottom like a skirt.

		

		“What do you think?” I asked as we stepped back in front of the mirror.

		

		Allen ran his hands down his body as he stared at himself. He moved his hands even further down until they were moving over his thighs. I got a little worried as his face changed, but then Allen covered his mouth like he was holding back tears.

		

		“What’s wrong?” I asked as I gently rubbed Allen’s shoulders.

		

		“Nothing. I just look so beautiful. I never would have thought that I could look like a girl, but here we are.”

		

		“Here we are,” I said brightly.

		

		“What’s next?” he asked.

		

		“Makeup!”

		

		Allen and I walked over to my vanity, where I plopped him down into the chair. I grabbed all the supplies I’d set out, hoping that I could find the right combination for Allen’s face. He was a touch lighter than me, but I had some old foundations that were about his shade, so I pulled them out. I also had some bronzer, blush, concealer, and highlighter. I had eye makeup and lip stick and everything else that I would need to doll up Allen’s face.

		

		I explained to Allen what I was doing as I applied makeup to his face. I smoothed out the lines, giving him a glowing finish. He looked absolutely gorgeous by the time I finished with his base, but I still had to add the eye makeup and lip stick. I was going for a fresh look with a bit of pop on the lips. I’d picked out a dark red lipstick that had hints of blue to it, which would match the shirt I’d picked out perfectly.

		

		Allen didn’t even look like the same person when I finished with his makeup, but he was gorgeous. The wig and jewelry were just the cherries on top.

		

		“How do you feel?” I asked when I stepped away to grab the wig and jewelry. “Are you comfortable?”

		

		“The makeup feels a bit weird on my face, but I don’t mind it. I like how it makes me look.”

		

		“You look incredible, but you’ll look even better once we get this wig on you!”

		

		Allen nodded as I grabbed the wig to don on his head. We stared at each other through the mirror as I slowly lowered the wig into place, adjusting it just right once it was on Allen’s head, and the hair did so much to complete his look. It was girly and wavy and perfect for the makeup I’d applied to his face.

		

		“It’s amazing. I can’t believe you’ve transformed me like this.”

		

		“And just think… it’s only your first full transformation. We could push you so far if you were willing.”

		

		Allen seemed skeptical as we looked at each other through the mirror, but I knew that he would come around with enough time. I knew that I could get him to do what I wanted, especially since I had what he desired. I grabbed the jewelry, a bracelet and necklace, and put them on Allen to complete his look.

		

		“Come put on your shoes.” I patted his shoulder, so that he would stand from the chair. He walked over to wear the slip-on heels were sitting on the floor, and they would match his blouse and belt so well and look absolutely adorable.

		

		Allen slipped his feet into the shoes, steadying himself as he stood a few inches taller than moments before. He wobbled as he walked back over to the mirror, and I followed closely behind him, congratulating him when we got to the mirror.

		

		“There you go! You’re all done! How do you feel?”

		

		“Better than I would have thought.”

		

		“Do you think you could go out like that?”

		

		“Go out?” Allen asked in a slightly panicked voice.

		

		“Yeah! You think a girl would get all dressed up like that to sit around the house? What fun would that be?”

		

		“I guess, but… are you sure it’ll be okay?”

		

		I squared Allen’s shoulders as we stood in front of the mirror, making him stare at himself. “I don’t know. You tell me, Allen. Would you think this girl standing in the mirror had a boy bone in her body?”

		

		Allen stared at himself a few moments before shaking his head. “No, I guess not, but I don’t really sound like a girl.”

		

		“Your voice will take some work, but if you speak lightly enough, you could probably get away without anyone thinking much about how you sound.”

		

		Allen looked skeptical, but he also looked like he wanted to believe me, like he wanted to go out in public as his feminized self. I rubbed his shoulders and told him that it was now or never because we had a nail appointment that we couldn’t miss, and every girl deserved to get her nails done.

		

		“If you say so, but I’m still nervous.”

		

		“You’re bound to be nervous, but you’ll feel better once you get out in the world and realize that nobody cares.”

		

		“So you say,” Allen said, sounding more skeptical than ever.

		

		“Come on, Allen! It’s now or never! Our nail appointment is in twenty minutes, and that’s exactly how long the drive is!”

		

		“Fine! Fine! I’m coming!”

		

		Allen followed me, wobbling a bit in his heels, but he got out of the door and to my car without falling on his face, which was pretty fantastic if you asked me.

		

	
		CHAPTER 6

		

		“Have you ever gotten your nails done before?” I asked Allen as we were walking across the parking lot to the entrance.

		

		“What do you think?” he asked sarcastically.

		

		“There’s a first time for everything,” I said and pulled Allen into the nail shop before he could run off and try to catch the bus or something.

		

		A nail technician greeted us when we walked through the door. She confirmed my appointment and led us to two chairs that were next to each other. Another nail technician I knew, Loretta, joined the girl, and they both started making small talk with us. I was the only one to speak at first, introducing Allen as Allison to the girls, but he couldn’t stay silent forever.

		

		“So, Allison, how long have you known Terrie?”

		

		“Not too long,” Allen said in the best feminine voice that he could muster. “A few weeks.”

		

		“Terrie is a great person. She’s been coming here for years.”

		

		“This is only my first time.” Allen sounded more like Allison each time he spoke. I hadn’t even planned on giving him a woman’s name, but I didn’t want to introduce him as Allen when he looked womanly from head to toe.

		

		“Terrie never brings along any friends. You must be special,” Loretta said to Allen, which made him smile broadly. “You girls need to pick out your color.”

		

		“We want the gel!”

		

		“Do you girls want fake nails too? They’ll look cute.”

		

		“What do you say, Allison? Want to try some fake nails?”

		

		Allen looked skeptical and asked how long they would stay on, and he seemed a bit discouraged when the nail technician told him that they could last weeks, but he seemed a bit more at ease when she told him that he could pop them off after a few days.

		

		“So, I wouldn’t be stuck with them?”

		

		“If you really want them off, you could always come back here, and we could do that for you.”

		

		“Okay, I guess we’re doing fake nails then.”

		

		I clapped when Allen agreed, and then Loretta brought us over a ringed booklet of nail colors. We each chose our favorite. Allen got a darker red that would match the lip stick he was wearing, but I chose white. I wanted my nails to contrast against the navy dress that I was wearing.

		

		We sat there for the next thirty minutes as the girls did our nails, and the four of us were talking about everything from fashion to celebrities, even discussing the weather of the last few weeks. Allen didn’t say much, but I was impressed he didn’t stay completely silent! He added opinions when appropriate, and then we were moving over to the chairs to get pedicures, where the girls added the same colors to our toes that we had on our fingers.

		

		I paid the bill for us, and then we walked out of the door to head back to my car. Our fingernails and toenails were all decorated and beautiful, and we were ready to hit the town as girlfriends. Allen laughed when we got close to my car, falling against me as he pulled me close for a hug, thanking me for bringing him out of his shell.

		

		“Do you like being feminized and beautiful?”

		

		Allen had a bounce in his step as we walked to the car, like he could finally feel the full power of femininity, like he was intoxicated by it. “I really do!” Allen said brightly. “I never imagined that I would when you put me in that first pair of panties, but I’m so glad that I came over today and let you dress me up like this.”

		

		“Good! How about we take a walk in the park? It’s such a lovely day.”

		

		“That sounds amazing! Let’s do it!”

		

		Allen and I got into my car, and then I drove us to a lovely park that was only a few miles from the nail salon. We got out at the park, our hair catching a breeze as we did, and then I grabbed Allen’s hand to lace my fingers with his as we made our way to the trail. I was worried about how quickly I was falling for Allen, but the man was making my dreams come true, so I figured if I was going to go this far, I might as well go all the way.

		

		Few men knew just how rich I was, but something about Allen made me want to reveal one of my bigger secrets, which was the fact that I had a private jet on call, ready to take me just about wherever my heart desired, and I wanted to take my girl to the beach.

		

		“Allen,” I said as I stopped walking.

		

		“What?” he asked and turned his attention toward me.

		

		I stepped in front of Allen and held both of his hands close to my chest as I stared into his eyes. He looked at me with nothing but love, and I couldn’t help but notice how cute his nails looked as his fingers were laced with mine.

		

		“What if we went to the beach?”

		

		“That sounds like fun, but I’m not sure that I can get the time off work.”

		

		“Call off! You can’t spend your entire life working!”

		

		“I would love to, but I don’t get paid if I call off, and I need money to pay my bills.”

		

		“I’ll give you whatever you miss! Seriously, we need to show you off to the world!”

		

		Allen looked like he was considering my offer as we stood there in front of each other, but there was a lot of doubt in his expression. He looked like he was debating the two paths he could take, but I honestly couldn’t take no for an answer, so I offered him double his missed pay plus whatever expenses we would incur during our trip to the beach.

		

		“Are you being serious?”

		

		“I’m so serious! I’ll call my pilot, and we’ll leave whenever he’s available.”

		

		“Like on a private jet, you mean?”

		

		“Yeah! How could you say no to that?”

		

		I batted my lashes and stared at my feminized boy, hopeful that he would say yes. I was already picturing us by the beach, tying our hair into buns with scrunchies, so it didn’t blow in our faces.

		

		“Come on, Allen! We have to go! It’ll be so much fun!”

		

		Allen moved his head from side to side as he considered the offer, but then a smile spread across his face, and I knew I had him. He was going to go with me on this trip, and we were going to have the best time! It’d always been my dream to take a feminized boy to the beach, and now I could take my gorgeous barista. My girl. My obsession.

		

		“So, should I call the pilot?”

		

		“Yeah, you call them, and I’ll call my job to let them know I won’t be coming in for a few days.”

		

		I screamed and clapped and jumped in place, beyond excited for our impromptu trip to the beach.

		

	
		CHAPTER 7

		

		“We have to leave tonight!” I shouted after getting off the phone with my pilot. He was flying down to Aruba to pick up another couple and said that we could go down there with him and that he would come back for us in a few days.

		

		“Tonight? Aruba? Is it even possible?”

		

		“Anything is possible if you put your mind to it!”

		

		Allen had every right to be nervous about flying to a foreign country on a whim, but he would be fine as long as he had his passport, which was at his house. We didn’t have much time, so we ran down the trail in the park until we were back at my car, and then we drove past Allen’s house to grab all of his documents.

		

		We went to my house after his to fill a few suitcases with clothes. I had two matching bikinis and other beach attire that I knew would be perfect for our trip. There wasn’t much time left for us to get to the airport by the time we’d packed the suitcases and had everything we needed for a trip to Aruba.

		

		“Are you ready?”

		

		“As ready as I’ll ever be. Did you pack the tape?”

		

		“Of course!”

		

		“Good,” Allen said and let out a breath. “I don’t want anyone noticing what I got in my pants.”

		

		“You don’t need to worry at all. All the guys will be drooling over us, but do you know the best part?”

		

		Allen shook his head. “What?”

		

		“None of them will be able to get with us! This weekend is about you and me.”

		

		“Promise?” Allen asked as he grabbed my side and pulled me closer to his body. I loved how his breasts pushed up against mine. They were so big and soft and sexy. I couldn’t wait to strip Allen down to his lingerie and use his girly dick. I was already getting a little wet thinking about how good it would feel sliding into my pussy, stuffing me as it’d stuffed my mouth.

		

		“I promise,” I said. “Are you ready?”

		

		“I still can’t believe we’re about to fly to Aruba, but yeah.”

		

		“Stick with me, and I’ll show you the world.” I winked at Allen and grabbed one of the suitcases, letting him take care of the others. There was a taxi waiting for us outside when I stepped out of the front door. I waved at the driver and told him that we had to hurry before the plane left us, even though it was a complete lie. I was just ready to get in the air.

		

		Allen and I threw our suitcases into the trunk of the taxicab and were on our way. The pilot greeted us. There was normally a flight attendant, but they were off duty for the flight, so the pilot told us to make ourselves at home, which we might have taken a bit too literally once we were soaring through the air.

		

		Allen and I were sitting on the sofa in the plane, sipping from glasses of champagne. They always had a bottle on ice, along with a bunch of other snacks and booze, and maybe it was the alcohol or the fact that we were high in the sky, but Allen and I couldn’t keep our hands off each other.

		

		“You’re so sexy,” I said to Allen between kisses, hardly able to contain my desire. I’d been wet since before we went to get our nails done, but now I was gushing, fluids of my girly desire running down my thighs as we kissed.

		

		“Not as sexy as you.”

		

		“I love having you as my girl,” I said as I squeezed Allen’s thigh a bit more firmly.

		

		“I love being your girl,” he said.

		

		“Yeah?” I asked as I moved my hand further up his thigh. The jeans were tight on his legs, yet I still couldn’t make out his bulge. The tape was working, but I was ready to remove it. I was ready to stroke his fat cock and use it.

		

		“Yes!”

		

		I unbuttoned Allen’s jeans as he said the word, making him gasp. He lifted his hips to allow me to pull his jeans all the way down to his ankles. He kicked off the clog heels, and then I pulled off his jeans and tossed them to the side. The bulge under his panties became more obvious, and I just had to have his dick in my mouth.

		

		I didn’t even bother taking off Allen’s blouse before moving his panties to the side to begin removing the tape one piece at a time, slowly revealing his cock. Once it was free of the tape, it stood at attention. The panties cupped the base of Allen’s cock as precum leaked from his tip. I was on my knees between his thighs and looked into his eyes as I moved my mouth closer to his feminized manhood.

		

		Between the wig and boobs, Allen still looked very much like a girl, but he had a throbbing rod that I planned on using until he couldn’t go a second longer. I wrapped my lips around his cock as my womanhood throbbed between my legs, so hungry, so desperate, so not concerned that we were on a jet with a pilot in the cockpit. I didn’t even care if there were cameras as I bobbed my head along Allen’s shaft.

		

		Allen put his fingers into my hair as he gasped and moaned, moving my head, making me go faster and slower, and I would have kept sucking his cock if it weren’t for the burning desire of my pussy. I couldn’t handle the pressure between my thighs and needed to relieve it with his dick.

		

		I stood from the floor and lifted my navy dress and pushed down my panties before straddling Allen’s girly hips. I grabbed his cock, which was just as shaved and bare as the rest of his body, guiding my drenched pussy lips to his member. Allen stared at me as his tip pressed against my hot, swollen pussy.

		

		“Yeah! Use my girly dick!”

		

		“You want this pussy, baby?”

		

		“Yes!” Allen grabbed my hips and pushed me down onto his dick. I screamed out as his feminine manhood filled me, but there was nothing submissive about Allen’s movements once he got started.

		

		He held my hips and moved them up and down on his dick for a few minutes, but then he lifted me up and threw me onto my back on the sofa. He lifted my legs into the air and then slid into my pussy with his fat, feminized cock. I stared at his breasts, his long hair, his dolled up face, and those gorgeous panties around his cock, so turned on I thought my head might explode.

		

		“It’s so hot fucking you in clothes for chicks,” Allen said as he held my legs with one hand and used the other to slap his cock against my pussy, turning me on more than I was already. “You want this girly cock in your pussy?”

		

		“Yes! Give it to me! I need it!”

		

		“Careful what you ask for, girl!”

		

		Allen shoved his cock into me and pushed it deep. Then he pulled out to his tip before slamming back into me. He did that over and over as I screamed at the top of my lungs, not at all concerned about what the pilot thought. I was living my dreams and getting close to releasing the epic orgasm I could feel building up within me.

		

		Each touch.

		

		Each thrust.

		

		Every move Allen made pushed me closer to release until I was overflowing with a desire to cum. I grabbed Allen’s hips and pulled him close until he was deep inside of me, and it was like he could read my mind.

		

		“I’m getting close too, baby.”

		

		“Cum all over me!”

		

		Allen growled as he started fucking me harder. I held my arms above my head and let him smash my pussy. It felt so fucking good, and I never wanted it to end, but I couldn’t hold this orgasm much longer. I knew I would only have to touch my pussy for a second before cumming all over his dick.

		

		Allen’s face changed a few seconds later, letting me know that he was close. He reached down to rub my clit before I even got to it, and that was all I needed to start cumming all over his girly dick. I bent my head back and let out an ear-shattering scream as rushes of pleasure flooded my body.

		

		Allen pulled out as I was cumming and started to shoot his hot, creamy loads all over my pussy. I cursed and thrashed as he pushed his dick back into me, giving me that last little push I needed to cum a second time, but the feeling was so intense that I had to push Allen out of my pussy after a second.

		

		I laughed and rolled off the couch and fell to the floor. Allen laughed and curled his arm around me, and I loved staring at his feminized face more than anything as we held each other and came down from the highs of our shared orgasm.

		

		“Guess we’re part of the mile-high club now.”

		

		“That we are,” I said with a laugh and squeezed my girl.

		

	
		CHAPTER 8

		

		“Morning,” I said to Allen the next day as I curled up by his side. “How did you sleep?”

		

		“Pretty well. I still can’t believe we’re in Aruba, though.”

		

		“You and me both, but we couldn’t let those nails go to waste!”

		

		“A trip to the beach to show off my nails?” asked Allen.

		

		“Why not?”

		

		Allen shook his head and squeezed me. He wasn’t wearing a bunch of makeup or the wig or any of that, as he’d taken it all off before he went to sleep, but I still saw him as my girl. I couldn’t look at him without seeing the girl I’d had on the plane or the one I had back at my house, and I couldn’t wait to make memories with him at the beach.

		

		“Would you like some coffee? We can drink it on the balcony.”

		

		“Yeah, sure.”

		

		I climbed out of bed and went over to the coffee maker that was on the counter. I used the bottle of water to fill the coffee maker, and the smell of freshly brewed coffee quickly filled the room as Allen and I got ready. He had a lot more to do now that he was going to spend his vacation as a girl.

		

		We gave him a light dusting of makeup. I had to do my own makeup too, and then we took our coffees and went to sit on the balcony overlooking the ocean. The water was a gorgeous light blue, and there were flamingos along the beach, looking so pink and pretty, adding a welcome pop of color.

		

		“Is this how you live all the time?”

		

		“If you’re asking whether I take the private jet all the time, the answer is no. I use it mostly for work, but that’s usually only twice a month at most.”

		

		“Twice a month? That’s pretty luxurious.”

		

		“If you say so,” I said. “I’ve never been to Aruba, though. It’s quite beautiful.”

		

		“I’d say so,” said Allen.

		

		“Should we head down to the beach before lunch?”

		

		“You brought a swimsuit for me to wear?”

		

		“Yeah, they’re matching bikinis with skirts. One is pink and the other is red. Do you have a color preference?”

		

		Allen shook his head. “Whichever one you don’t want.”

		

		“How about you wear the red one since you got that color for your nails? My white nails won’t look bad with the pink.”

		

		“Sure, that sounds good.”

		

		Allen and I drank our coffees before going back into the hotel room to finish getting ready. He didn’t bother taping down his manhood since the skirts would cover up any bulge he might have, and he honestly looked so adorable once he was wearing the bikini and skirt and his gel breast forms.

		

		“Is it okay if these get wet?”

		

		“Yeah! They should be just fine! Just don’t let them pop out! Did you pack the towels?”

		

		“Ooh, no! Let me go grab them!”

		

		I watched Allen with a smile as he ran off in his skirt. We’d also put on his wig and tied it up into a bun with a scrunchy, so he looked extra girly as he pranced to the bathroom to grab the beach towels.

		

		“Ready for a few days of fun?” I asked as we were leaving the hotel room. We were so tired after the flight the night before that we hadn’t done anything besides go to bed, but now we both had plenty of energy.

		

		“Beyond ready!” Allen said and laced his fingers with mine as we walked down the hallway in our flip-flops and bikinis with the skirt cover-ups. I couldn’t help but smile when I looked over at my feminized boy, beyond happy that I’d taken a risk and invited the gorgeous barista out for dinner.

		

	
		CHAPTER 9

		

		Six Months Later

		

		“Come in,” I called from the kitchen.

		

		Allen slash Allison opened the front door. I had only called him Allison at the nail shop on a whim, but Allen was using the name more and more since he often went out in public wearing women’s clothing. He’d also pretty much mastered his girly voice and could fool most into thinking he was just like any other girl.

		

		“It smells amazing in here,” Allen said as he stepped into the kitchen. He was wearing a super short denim skirt with a pair of thick black leggings to combat the cold. He also had on some boots and a sweater over a stuffed bra, looking absolutely girly as he came over to give me a kiss.

		

		“I’m making pizza.”

		

		“From scratch?”

		

		“No,” I said with a laugh. “It was frozen, but I’m making the salad from scratch.”

		

		“Yum. I missed you.”

		

		“I missed you too,” I said and gave my girl another kiss. Allen slash Allison was still very much my obsession, but I was also his, so we were pretty much just obsessed with each other. I was too busy living in the present to think about when our romance might end, savoring every moment Allen and I had together.

		

		“Should we watch a movie tonight?” I asked.

		

		“Yeah, that sounds chill.”

		

		“We can do plenty of fun stuff when it’s over.”

		

		“We always do,” Allen said and gave me another kiss.

		

		“That’s what I love about you.”

		

		“You and me both,” he said.

		

		I wrapped my arms around Allen’s waist and held him for a moment before looking into his eyes. I pushed a hand through his long hair before hugging him again, so happy to have him in my life.

		

		“How about we pick out a movie while the pizza bakes?”

		

		“Sounds like a plan,” Allen said and held my hand as we walked to the living room.
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