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I hate my life. I know that sounds melodramatic and there are others who have it worse than me; but it’s true. I’m stuck in a rut and I can’t see a way out.

Every day I wake up early in the morning; leave my apartment that I share with a roommate, drive through an hour of traffic to my job, work for 8 hours then depending how lazy my coworkers are; do another 2 hours of overtime and drive home. No friends, no significant other, nothing. The only highlights in my day is when I pass my neighbor; Melanie, on the way upstairs.

She is the light of my day with her auburn hair, her tan skin and her small athletic body. She would see me entering, give me a lovely smile and ask me “Hey Tristan how’s it going?”

“I’m fine,” I would respond as I head up to my room.

Melanie was the same age as me and had always been the nicest person I knew, but I haven’t met many people so maybe I had no place to judge. Every time I past her I’ve always wanted to ask her out; I’ve fantasized about her being my girlfriend. But I always chickened out; thinking she would never found this lengthy blonde haired 21 year old boy attractive.

The only other thing that brings me joy is my kink for cross-dressing. I can’t explain why, it’s just I’ve always found myself turned on by the thought of being dressed up as a girl. I even ordered my own outfit online; it wasn't anything special, just a pink tang top, a gene skirt and plain white panties. I would dress up in the privacy of my bed room as a way to destress from my work day.

I even shaved off all my leg and body hair to feel the fabric better. I would look at myself in the mirror and think that I could pass as a female. Not that I would ever show anyone or leave my room dress like this. But it was nice to wonder.

My fondest memory was when my roommate left for a camping trip so I had the apartment to myself. I made sure all the doors were locked, dressed up in my outfit, brushed my baggy hair back in more feminine style, set my phone to blast random pop songs and danced my little heart out in the living room. I felt so free; not a care in the world as I shook my ass to the latest lady gaga song.

But like all good things it was followed up with depressing lows as I undressed back into my regular attire. This also brought on some confusion. I mean what would this make me? I wasn’t sure if I was transgender, gay or what. I mean your average heterosexual male wouldn’t be doing this, would they? I don’t think I’m gay just because I don’t find men attractive; in fact I don’t get why women would find men attractive. Maybe they just put up with them because of their penis, I don’t know.

Either way, I doubt a girl like Melanie would ever find this side of me attractive. I will just have to bite the bullet and keep this part of me a secret to my grave. I dream of the day I could find a woman that is attracted to cross-dressing, but I know deep down that's a dream that will never come true.
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I walked into apartment soaking wet from the rain and on the verge of tears. Today had been extra shitty; I slept through my alarm so I was late leaving my apartment, then was chewed out by my boss for arriving late. When I tried to explain to him that it was because all the overtime he said my attitude needed work and if I arrive late again I shouldn’t bother showing up at all.

I was emotionally done and all I wanted to do was get back up to my room, curl up and die. I passed Melanie; her normal happy go lucky smile turned into concern as soon as she saw me. I didn’t want her to see me like this and tried my best to look away as I walked by.

“Hey Tris,” she held out her hand trying to stop me. “Are you okay?” She asked.

“It’s nothing,” I wiped my eyes; walking around her. “I’m fin-”

She grabbed my hand stopping me in mid tracks. I looked back both confused and shocked; her big beautiful brown eye’s staring back at me.

“You’re not fine,” she stated, looking me square in the face.

I didn’t know how to respond. She was right; I wasn’t fine I was on the verge of tears in pain. I could feel my eyes starting to water. I took a deep breath trying to prevent myself from breaking down right there on the steps.

She held onto my hand and walked past me; dragging me up the stairway. My mind was in a panic; if she saw me blubbering, she would never want talk to me again.

I could have only imagined how she would react. She would let go of my hand in disgust and say: “Wow you’re crying, my god you are pathetic you know that.”

I pushed the pain down; determined not to let out another tear.

She led me all the way upstairs and into her apartment; opening the door and sitting me down on the couch in her living room area.

“Melanie I’m-” I tried to speak.

“Shhhhh…” She covered my lips with her finger, “You are not fine,” she repeated.

I didn’t know what to say. I wanted to lie and tell her that I had an appointment or something to go to; so I could leave and not embarrass myself, but she was dead set on me staying. She crouched down and untied my shoes; I stared down at her confused.

“I’m going to be leaving you for a seconded,” she said, taking off my right shoe. “Just sit here and wait for me and everything will be alright,” she removed my left shoe.

She got up; throwing them in her living room closet. She closed the door and entered a different room. I assumed it was the bathroom because I started to hear running water after she closed the door.

I sat there wondering what she was doing. I managed to calm down and contemplated leaving to avoid the awkwardness. I wiggled my toes and stretched out my legs; it felt so good to have my feet free as I leaned back; sinking into the couch. I breathed in; taking in her apartment and smelling all flowery and feminine fragrance. I looked around; taking in her layout.

Her apartment was the same as mine; 2 beds 1 bath with her living room leading into the kitchen. But unlike my place, her place was much more neat and minimalist. The only furniture she had was a book case in the middle of the two bedroom doors, the couch I was sinking into and two night stands on each side.

I was feeling so relax, that I didn’t hear the water getting turned off or Melanie walking back in the living room.

She said nothing as she grabbed a hold of my hand once again. My head went from relaxed back to anxious. “What’s going on?” I asked receiving no answer as she led me to the bathroom.

She opened the door revealing the bathroom. It was a regular full bathroom with a toilet, sink and bathtub. The lights were off and the room was lit by scented candles scattered across the room; both lighting the room and giving the scent of flowers. I peeked in closer seeing the bathtub was filled with water and bubbles. There was also a small pink boom box set up in the corner, presumably for someone to listen to music while bathing.

“I want you to undress and get in tub,” She stated, locking eyes with me.

“I…I…” I stuttered. I couldn’t undress in front of her much less take a bubble bath in her place.

Noticing my hesitation she grabbed the waist of my hoodie and pulled up. I immediately jumped back afraid. She stepped closer to me; it was clear that she wasn’t going take no for an answer. I caved. I turned around away from her to get some sort of privacy. I guess she realized how awkward I was feeling because I heard her turning around as well.

“Just kick me your clothes when you’re done and get in the tub,” she said.

I took off my t-shirt and hoodie in one solid tug and tossed it on the floor. I had to build up courage for my pants. I took a deep breath and unbuckled them, and then in one quick motion I pulled my pants and boxers down as fast I could. I covered my privates as I kicked my clothes pile toward her and step into the hot bubbly bath tub.

I slowly descended into the water, trying to come accustomed to the temperature. In the corner of my eye, I could see Melanie picking up my clothes. I settled into the tub feeling like I had bit more privacy. She walked up to the sink doing her best to avoid looking toward me.

“When you’re finished, I want you to rub this all over your body,” she set down what look like to be a soap dispenser on the counter.

To be honest it was hard for me to make out what she was saying at the time. The bath felt so nice and warm and the smells from the scented candles in the room made me feel like I was walking through a beautiful flowery garden. I heard a click and sounds of the rain forest started to play. I closed my eye’s feeling the weight of the world being lifted off of me.

I assumed that Melanie left the room because I heard the door closed. I laid there in the tub feeling the salt mixtures rub against my skin. It felt kind of itchy so I tried to rub it off feeling the dead skin being washing of me. I did this all over my body feeling more and more flexible as I lathered.

I brought up my hand seeing that my hands were starting to prune. “How long have I been soaking?” I wondered. I stood up from the tub using a wash cloth wash away the suds still clinging to my body. I reached for one the towels hanging up and started to pat myself dry. I didn’t know why exactly but after I exited the tub I felt, happier? My sad forlorn face was now giving a small smile and I felt giggly?

As I dried off I remembered what Melanie asked me to rub something on me. I looked at the sink counter seeing a pink soap dispenser bottle. Unsure what it was I squirt a dab of it in my hand. A pink creamy mixture came out I figured it must be some kind of lotion. I gave quick smell and the scent strawberries filled my nostrils.

“If I rub this on I’ll smell all fruity and feminine,” the thought both intrigued me and frighten me. “How would I explain this to my roommate?” I thought, “Or anyone I pass in the hall?”

I imagined myself walking down the hall and passing someone. They catch a whiff and look at me like I was some kind of pervert. The mere thought sent shivers down my spine. I set it down determined to lie to Mel. But then I look toward the door and thought about her; her smile, how she let into her home, who for whatever reason bathed me; reliving my stress. Could I really let her down?

“Don’t be such a baby,” I said to myself.

I squirted a big blob into my hand and started to rub it all over myself. Starting at my hands I moved up to my arms, then my face and my torso. I sat down on the wall of the bath and began to slather it on my legs. I stopped at my privates with lotion still on my hands.

“Does she want me too…?” I wondered.

As if she was mind reader, I heard her yell through the door: “Don’t forget rub the lotion EVERYWHERE.” That pretty much answered my question as I took another squirt into my hand and began to apply it to my member. As I rubbed all over my penis I felt myself becoming hard as my slimy hands continued to stroke. Part of me wanted to masturbate right then and there but decided against it; feeling it would be too weird.

I looked over my body and it felt softer and lighter. I rubbed my shoulders feeling incredible. “Is this really my body?” I thought, smiling.

“Are you almost done?” I heard from the door.

“Yeah almost,” I yelled back, “let me just get-,” my eye’s widened at the realization that I didn’t have any clothes. “Umm Mel?” I called out.

“What?” she asked.

“I don’t have any clothes,” I confessed.

“I left you something to wear on the toilet,” She yelled back; I heard a slight giggle in her voice. I looked at the toilet seeing what appeared to be a thin pink piece of fabric. I picked it up letting it unravel; my eyes widened as I realized what I was holding.

It was a pink see through negligee with fuzzy white hearts as the cups. Panties fell from it, landing on the floor. Their design was a bunch of colorful stars with a white background, a baby blue outline with white frills around both the leg holes and the waist.

“Hurry up and get dressed,” Melanie yelled through the door way.

I didn’t know what to do. If this was any other day I would be thrilled to try these on and dance around, but not here. Not in the girl of my dreams apartment, let alone with her sitting outside the door.

“Is this a joke?” I wondered. “Does she know?” The thought caused me to shiver. I didn’t know what to do. I wanted to run but had no way out. “Should I just come out wearing her towel?” I pondered. “No, if this is joke then she would wonder why I didn’t play it off.” Millions of scenarios ran through my head trying to figure out the best course of action.

I took a big gulp and slipped it over my head. I was surprised how well it fit me as the heart cups lined up with my chest fairly well. The hem stopped mid-thigh; right below my privates, not that it mattered much since it was see through. The cups must have had satin on the inside as I felt the cool silky sensation on my nipples.

I sat down on the toilet seat slipping the panties through my legs. They were your average cotton panties but that didn’t stop me feeling dirty as I brought them up to my waist. My penis was still somewhat hard so the head was peaking out of one the leg holes.

I stood up and faced the door; shaking in fear. “How will she react when she sees me?” I thought shaking. I looked toward the mirror. If it wasn’t for the bulge in my panties I looked somewhat like a young tomboy that was forced to wear something girly against her will. I look back towards the door.

“On the count of three,” I told myself. “One,” I breathed in deeply. “Two,” please don’t laugh, “Three,” Please accept me.

I turned the knob opening the door and revealing myself.
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“Oh good it fits,” Melanie said happily wearing an identical baby doll nightie but with a white thong. “That’s such a relief.”

My mouth dropped open and my panties felt like they shrunk. Out of all the possibilities I imagined in the bathroom. Seeing Melanie in an identical skimpy nightie was not one of them. Well it was a fantasy I had, but not something I would expect.

“I…I…” I stuttered.

“Look we’re twinsies,” She stretched out her arms; presenting herself.

“Wh…wh…” I stuttered, I wanted to ask ‘why?’ but I was too shocked and too horny to speak clearly. She grabbed my hand taking the lead again.

“Here let me fix your hair,” She led me over to her kitchen table which had brushes, a makeup box and clips scattered across the top. She sat me down at one of the chairs and then; to my surprise, sat herself on my lap. She picked up a hair brush and began brushing my damp locks. “You have such beautiful golden locks,” She hummed.

“My hair’s ‘beautiful’?” I thought, “Wait I can’t get distracted.”

“Melanie,” I finally managed to speak up. “What exactly are we doing?”

She continued to brush my hair; ignoring my question. She combed and arranged my hair turning it from a shaggy unkempt mess in to a more feminine bob cut style. She then took my bangs that always hovered over my eyes and brushed them to the side, clipping it with a butterfly hair clip.

“That’s much better,” She said stepping off of my lap and onto the seat adjacent to me.

“Melanie!” I spoke up, trying to get her attention.

“Well you see…” She opened her makeup box. “Don’t be mad but I right before your roommate; Matt, left on his camping trip.” I tensed up, thinking about what I was doing when he was gone. “I borrowed his broom before he left and he gave me a key to return it so…” she trailed off.

“She couldn’t have seen me,” I thought, “I would have seen her.”

“I didn’t bother to knock when I returned it and I heard music playing in the living room,” she grew a small smile while I started to sweat. “And what I saw the cutest girl dancing along to the music.”

I gave a sigh in relief. “She didn’t realize it was me,” I thought.

“At first I didn’t know who it was and wanted to ask her who she was,” she leaned in giving a knowing smile. “Then she turned around and I recognized who ‘she’ was.” Her emphasis of on ‘she’ caused my world to crash down around all at once.

“She knows!” I thought.

I should have known, this wasn’t a dream come true. It was a nightmare. She wasn’t dressing me up because she was attracted to me. I was joke. I was on the verge of tears again but pushed the pain down. I was set on holding it until I got back to my room, then I would let it go. But first I had to get out of here.

“I should be going!” I spoke up.

“Don’t be silly,” She replied, “We haven’t finished our-”

“No!” I stood up, “I think there must have been have been a mistake!” I tried make my way toward the door.

“Stop!” She tried grabbing my arm but I shook her off.

“I’m not…” Not gay, not transgender, not a sissy; I didn’t know how to finish this sentence. “I’m not… what you think I am,” I said hoping she would understand.

“IT’S NOT FAIR!” She grabbed my arm again but with both of her hands; stopping me. I turned around to remove her, but stopped.

Her face was ridden with sadness; her body was shaking, her bottom lip quivered and her eyes were starting to water. It looked like she was going to breakdown and start crying right there. I instantly hated myself for causing her such pain.

“IT’S NOT FAIR!” She repeated.

I wanted to comfort her. I wanted to apologize for making her so distraught. I held her hands in mine as she whimpered. I didn’t know what was going on but I knew I didn’t want to hurt her.

“I see you every day,” She sniffled. “You always look so depressed, you say ‘you’re fine’ but you think I couldn’t notice your pain!?”

I didn’t know what to say. I had been depressed for a long time but I thought no one notice or cared for that matter. I was content suffering in silence, thinking it was best not to burden anyone with my problems.

“And then I find out this cute brooding boy that I see on daily basis was hiding this beautiful care free girl from me,” she started to regain her composure. “I just wanted meet her and see where things gone from there.”

“I’m sorry,” I didn’t know what else to say.

“Don’t be sorry,” She let go of my hands. I worried that I may have messed things up. She wrapped her arms around me in a big hug; resting her head on one the hearts of my nightie. “Just let me meet her,” she said quietly. “Let me see you… happy.”

We held each other in the hug for a while. Neither of us wanted to let go; are soft bodies pressing up against each other. Her head nestled into my chest as we stepped back and forth in a slow waltz. “Please…” I heard her mummer into my chest. She moved back and looked up; batting her eyes.

“I’m… uhhh” I wanted to apologize but didn’t want to upset her again.

“No I’m sorry,” She apologized. “I sprang this on you without asking how you felt about this,” she explained. “I just thought this would be a dream come true for you.”

“No I’m in the one in the wrong,” I spoke up. “You’re right, this has been wonderful; something this nice I thought could only happen in my wildest fantasies.” I laid it out there, I was enjoying myself. I could see her smile at my admission. “I…was scared what you thought of me,” I admitted.

“I just want you to be yourself,” She said, still giving me those puppy dog eyes again. “I want to know the real you,” she went back to holding my hands; running her thumb over the back of mine.

“Okay,” I said, feeling accepted. “Can we… can we please continue?” I asked earnestly.

“Gladly,” she smiled. She took my hand and led me back to the table; sitting me back down. She sat down in her seat and began to take out her makeup supplies again. I sat their watching her. I was honored that she put so much thought into this but I was also shaking in fear. I felt the butterflies in my stomach fluttering in anticipation. She got up and plopped back down in my lap.

“Now close your eyes, I want this to be a surprised,” She said smiling. I did as I was instructed; shutting my eyes. I felt her small brushes dance and tickle my face; she must be putting a lot of effort into this with how many times she layered her brush strokes.

“Could you pucker up for me?” She asked. I figured that she wanted to apply lip stick so I stuck out my lips like I would when I practiced putting on my own. “Perfect!” She said happily. I felt her taking the tube and rubbing it against my lips many times. She stopped applying for a second and I subconsciously smacked my lips together. It was odd; the texture felt grainier then what I’m used to.

“We’re not done yet give me that kissy face again,” I did as she asked sticking out my lips again. I figured she wanted to apply another coat but instead I felt a moist sick instead being applied to my bottom lip. When she moved away from me I smacked my lips together again; moistening my top lip.

“Almost done,” she said. I was thankful when I heard her say that. I was never good at applying makeup before so I was eager to see what I looked like from someone who had more experience. I felt more small brushes going around my lips; her touching up my makeup.

“Alright,” I heard her set down her brush and pick something up. “You can open your eyes now.” 

I opened my eyes and saw her holding up a picture of a made up girl with sparkling pink lips. The picture blinked and I realized it was me. My mouth dropped open in shock; I looked like a porcelain doll.

My skin looked perfect. My freckles and any acne I had were now gone leaving my face looking smaller and angular. My eyes had a light aqua shade around them getting darker as it reached my eyelid. My lips were a bright shiny pink, adorned in sparkles. If I didn’t know any better, I would have thought my lips were replaced with pink glitter.

I took the mirror out of her hand and brought it closer to myself; I couldn’t believe this made up model was really me. I felt myself start to become erect just looking into the mirror as a smile began to form on my face. She took the mirror out of my hands setting back down on the table.

“I know, I’m such a good makeup artist,” she said; complimenting herself. Though I thought that was understatement.

“Thank you,” I started to feel tears form under my eyes from happiness. I held myself from letting go, fearing I would smudge her masterpiece. She must have notice because she grabbed a tissue.

“Good thing I used water proof make up,” She blotted my eyes. “So how do you feel?” she asked, I could hear the sincerity in her voice.

“Good, but umm…” I trailed off. Truth was I was feeling wonderful but having this attractive girl in my lap scared me a little. “I guess I still feel nervous,” I confessed and hope she didn’t take it the wrong way.

“hmmm…” she set down the tissue. She grabbed me by my shoulders and looked at me intently; deep in thought. I looked back at her, focusing on her face.

She was beautiful, her face wasn’t made up that much but like the old saying goes ‘don’t fix what isn’t broken’. What I wouldn’t give to kiss her right now; to feel her lips against mine. I doubt that she felt the same way though and this night was already so great; I wouldn’t want to ruin it.

“I’m sorry,” She broke the silence, “But your lips are too cute to pass up.” She pressed her soft moist lips against mine; my eyes widened in shock. Her lips were so soft yet the kiss was so fiery; like a fire cracker going off between my lips. Even though the kiss only lasted for a couple of seconds, to me the fireworks were going off for a solid minute.

She backed away; ending the kiss. Her face read of concern I guess she felt like she might have over stepped a boundary. Nothing could have been further from the truth. I’m not sure if she could tell but beneath all my makeup but I was blushing.

I saw her head tilt down; looking at her thighs. Confused at what she was looking at I looked down as well. My eyes widened at the realization; this whole affair was getting me excited. So excited that my penis was erect and was sticking all the way out of my panties and rubbing against her hairless buttery thighs. We both looked up catching each other’s eyes again. I was too embarrassed to say anything so I just gave a shy smile. She smiled back but in a more sinister way.

“I’m going to get something to help you with your nerves,” she stepped off of my lap walking toward the fridge. “You go to the living room and make yourself comfortable,” she shooed me off.

I did as she asked getting up from seat and scurried off into the living room. I sat myself down on her couch again sitting straight up. I wanted to relax but my body was stiff as a board; I guess I was afraid of embarrassing myself further.
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In no time Melanie stepped back into the room holding an open bottle of champagne with two glasses; both with strawberries inside. “These should help with those pesky nerves of yours,” she poured the pink liquid into one glass, handing it to me. I took the glass with both hands still shaking a little. She poured herself a glass and set the bottle down on the night stand next to me. She took a seat in the middle right next to me.

“To good health,” She raised her glass. I held up my class too still shaking as we clink. I began to sip from my glass, the bubbles going straight to my head; relaxing me. I let out a sigh; feeling my muscles starting to loosen and my nerves fade.

I heard a giggle coming from Melanie. I looked over at her to see her stifling a laugh. I raised an eyebrow; confused on what she was laughing over. She pointed down at my glass; I looked down seeing my bright pink lipstick marks on the glass.

“You need to moisten your glass before you sip,” she chuckled. “Here like this,” She demonstrated; using her tongue to lick the rim of her glass. “Here you can use mine,” She handed me her glass; trading it with mine.

I took a sip from her glass where she licked. I felt a faint spark as I realized that I tasted her saliva. The bubbles continued to travel up to my head loosening me up even more. I looked over at her, seeing her sipping from my glass; her lips lining up with the lipstick mark on the glass.

We both continued to drink from our respective glasses. I was feeling much better; I was sitting next a girl that I fantasied about, I was wearing a cute and comfortable nightie and my makeup was perfect. I was so happy that I was smiling without even trying; I didn’t want this moment to end.

She set down her empty glass on the floor; I hadn’t notice her finishing it. “I’m not really hungry,” She held up her strawberry. “Did you want it?”

Usually I would have turned her down; fearing how odd it would be but the drink had gone to my head melting my inhibitions.

“Sure,” I giggled feeling flirty. I opened up my mouth; she smiled and feed it to me like how the Romans would feed grapes. She let it dance around my lips buying time before letting drop it down. I bit down; the champagne juices squirted in my mouth as began to chew and swallowing it. “Thank you,” I smiled.

“Anytime,” She giggled.

I finished the rest of my drink; knocking it back with one mighty swig. I took the strawberry I had in my glass and held it up. “Would you like mine?” I questioned. She smiled and opening her mouth the same way I did. I rubbed the strawberry around her lips before placing the tip inside. She bit down and I took the stemmed part away placing it in the glass and setting it on the nightstand.

“Actually,” She said with her mouth full. “I really don’t like strawberries that much.” She placed her hand on the back of my head and guided me toward her face. Are lips met and she pushed the half eaten fruit into my mouth.

I’m not sure if this strawberry was riper or her saliva was naturally sweet but it tasted incredible. I moved my head back swallowing it. We both looked at each other and started to giggle realizing how weird we were being.

We stared longing into each other’s eyes for a while; both with big seductive smiles plastered on are faces. Her expression changed from happy to concern as she grabbed my hands. I looked at her confused. “Umm do you mind if I ask you something serious?” she asked in a concern tone.

“Anything,” I responded. She had been so good to me I would tell her anything at this point.

“Well don’t take this the wrong way…” Her voice trailed off. “But are you… gay?”

That question hit me like a ton of bricks. It was something that I constantly would ask myself; never knowing quite how to answer. I mean I have never been attracted to men in my life, but look at me. I was made up as the common man’s wet dream. Surly a straight man wouldn’t be wearing all this, right?

Perhaps maybe I was transgender? Maybe something like a Trans-lesbian? So I was technically gay? But that didn’t feel right either. I mean someone whose transgender would want to be dressed as a woman all the time, right? Or they would want go through surgery to fully transition, right? All these questions, all these labels and yet no answers. I plainly didn’t know and it was driving me crazy to the point that I wanted to cry.

“I…I…” I fought the urge to cry pushing the tears back. I wasn’t going to cry, I couldn’t. I felt her place a hand on my face; cupping it.

“It’s okay to cry,” She said. Her words were magic and let the flood gates open. I broke down sobbing harder than I ever had. She directed my head to the nape of her neck; resting it there as continued to let out my sadness. She gently rubbed my back and hymned as I let it all out. I wrapped my arms around her; hugging her close to my body. If there was one thing I did know was that I wanted her to stay in my life no matter what I might be.

It took a while but I finally started to calm down; going from tears streaming down my face to a soft whimper. Through it all Melanie continued to comfort me, never letting go and reassuring me. I looked up at her seeing her motherly smile. I wanted to say something but didn’t know what.

“I…I…” I stuttered, still trying to catch my breath. “I…like… like you,” I managed to get out. I felt stupid by the choice of words I used. I wanted to say love but felt it was too much.

“I like like you too,” She smiled.

“I’m sorry,” I sat up. “I don’t know the right words or what I would label myself as,” I confessed.

“I think you used the right words,” she said. “And I don’t care what you are,” she looked deep in my eyes “I only care that you’re with me.”

I smiled feeling accepted. She held my hands; running her thumb over the back of my hand. She gave a seductive smile bringing me closer to her. “You are a cute girl, you know that?” she bit her lower lip. I looked away; hiding my smile.

“Thank you,” I murmured.

“You should know something about me,” she leaned in closer to me that are faces were almost touching. “I’ve always been a little bi-curious,” My eye’s widened at her remark; I didn’t know what to say. “I don’t know, I guess it’s hard for me to keep my hands off of a cute girl,” she crawled closer to me that she was almost on my lap. “Cute BOLNDE girls,” she said with emphasis.

I tried to open my mouth to say something, but Melanie wasn’t waiting any longer. She saw my mouth widening as an opening and she took it; smashing her lips against mine. She didn’t stop there her tongue invade my mouth pushing my tongue back. I held my hands up like I was surrendering, she grabbed them; intertwining her fingers. She put all her body weight on me and I was pushed down on my back.

“You’re so adorable I can’t help myself,” she said between breaths. She continued to lip lock; her tongue exploring my mouth. The bubbly strawberry taste of her mouth was sending me to nirvana. I wrapped my arms around her torso locking her in as she feasted on my mouth. I didn’t want her to stop.

We began to jostle; twisting and turning on the couch but still holding onto each other as we made out. We eventually found ourselves tumbling down onto the carpeted floor. I was on my back with her on top of me pinning me down with a hungry look in her eyes.

“Is my naughty girl trying to escape?” She asked rhetorically. I giggled at the fact she refereed to me as ‘hers’. She twisted her body turning herself around that her thighs were around my head and her face was by my privates. “Excuse me I need to have a word with your soft clitty that’s been rubbing up against me this whole night,” her cutesy voice took the sting out of her words.

She peeled back the crotch of my panties, releasing my dick and began to nibble on my foreskin. I moaned feeling her wet lips gently rub my cock. She continued to use her mouth to play with it like she was teething on a big bone. Under normal circumstances I would be able to hold myself together but with my soften skin; my sensitivity was heighten. I let out another mighty moan wanting to let it all go but I found it enjoyable in edging limbo I was in. She finally moved her mouth all the way up my shaft and took the head.

I looked down seeing her crotch; her small round bottom flossed by her thong. I reached up pulling them down; her pussy lips were glistening wet surrounded by her small peach fuzz. “Fair is fair,” I thought, as I began to kiss her lips tasting her pre-cum. Her body squirmed. I wrapped my arms around her torso; holding her in place. She continued slobber on my member so I continued to make out with her pussy lips; enjoying her taste.

Her lips opened wide revealing her mighty womanhood. This was the first time I ever looked into a vagina; I was mesmerized. Her thighs gave a small squeeze to my head and I got the message. She didn’t want me to stop.

I started to run my tongue all over her vaginal wall; running laps. This was my first time ever giving oral before so I tried to be cautious; afraid that I would mess something up. I assumed she was enjoying it since I could feel her pushing up against my face. She grinned so much it was becoming harder to us my tongue, so I started to use my lips and gums trying to give motor boat kisses. My fear of screwing up grew because it felt like I may have been biting her. I heard her moan onto my dick; I just hoped it was from pleasure and discomfort.

Meanwhile Melanie was going to town on my penis. As soon as I started eating her out, she threw out the foreplay of playing with my member and was now full on sucking. She slid her tongue up and down; stroking it. I had to remind myself to buck my hips every so often to add on extra friction.

Every so often I would feel her body shutter when either my tongue or lips ran over a small pea shaped bump on the bottom. I did my same mouth movements focusing on this spot. I heard her give the most guttural loudest moan I had ever heard. Her hands gripped onto my shins like she was hanging on for dear life. Her mouth clamped down on my member slowing down her pace. I moved my head back terrified; thinking I must have harmed her.

“Melanie are you-” is all I managed to get out before she wrapped her legs around my head; forcing me back to her pussy. I got the message; she wanted me to ‘Finish the fucking job!’

I went back to work on the one spot going at the same pace I was at before. Her body continued to squirm and her head was bobbing up at such incredible speed. It was getting harder to concentrate as I felt myself hitting the point of no return. I wanted to warn her but didn’t want stop pleasuring her at the same time. I doubt I would even be able to with how tight her legs held my face. I was more likely to suffocate then anything.

I felt myself explode in her mouth. My mouth opened to moan in time to be front and center for her splash zone. Her legs loosen allowing my head to lie back on the floor. I felt her licking up and swallowing my cum before she removed her mouth from my now limp penis. We both took a moment; trying to catch our breath.

She rolled off of me and sat up. “That was rude trying to interrupt my conversation with your clitty,” she said with a confident smile.

“I’m sorry,” I giggled. “I just couldn’t help myself.”

“It’s okay,” she leaned in. “But you are going to have to make it up to me now,” she gave an evil grin.

She latched onto my wrist dragging me up to my feet and hauled me over to her room so fast that I thought my arm would pop out. She opened the door revealing her bedroom. She had always been somewhat of a tomboy so her room was nothing special; just a closet, dresser and a double bed.

She threw me onto the bed, peeling out of her thong under her nightie. I crawled on my back to the middle of the bed; her forcefulness was turning me on. She soon joined me; jumping on the bed and crawling toward me on all fours. I felt so vulnerable imagining her taking me by force was both frightening and thrilling at the same time. She looked at me like a tiger stalking their pray.

“Is my girl ready for some hot lesbian action?” She asked. I blushed; feeling honored that I was ‘her girl’. I nodded; I wanted this, I wanted to be ‘hers’, I wanted her to fuck my brains out and please her anyway could. “I want to hear you say it!” her voice changed from seductive to dominant sending a shock through me.

I looked deep in her eyes. Her tone seemed angry yet her eyes seemed like they were pleading and I realized what she was saying. I couldn’t be pushed into this; she didn’t want me to be some sissy slave for her to use. She wanted me to choose to be with her, she wants me to choose my life and not be forced into it or things will never change.

“Yes!” I yelled. “Please take me, fuck my brains out and make me your girl!” I couldn’t play as the reluctant sissy anymore. I wanted this, I wanted her and it was all out there.

She smiled; crawling completely over my body and began to kiss my neck. I think both had a subconscious agreement not kiss each other’s mouth; knowing where they’ve been. I moaned feeling her mouth suck on my neck. She angled herself so our crotches lined up. She ripped my panties of freeing my erect penis and began to slowly lower herself.

I never had sex before so I would be lying to say I wasn’t scared. I felt my tip penetrate her vaginal lips. I let out another moan feeling her tight pussy wrap itself around me. She started to slide up and down my shaft building a steady pace. My head curled overwhelmed from pleasure as I began to buck my hips trying match her pace as best as I could. .

“Yes! Your clity feels so good!” she moaned; her head curling back. I continued bucking hips; fucking her perfect tight pussy. “That’s my girl don’t stop!” she instructed; her tone slightly higher. I looked up seeing her smiling and biting her lip; her perky tits bouncing along with her.

“Melanie!” I moaned as my clity was slipping in and out of her moist pussy. I could feel my eyes start to water; it felt so good.

“Yes my girl!” She moaned, “Tell me you’re my girl!”

“I’m your girl!” I repeated.

“Yes! You’re my cute lezy princess!”

“I’m your princess!” I said back even though I wasn’t asked too.

“Yes! Yes! You’re my princess to enjoy!” she panted.

I felt the familiar tingle in my penis and I knew my time was almost up. “Mel!” I yelled up, “I’m about to-,”

“Cum for me my girl!” she interrupted, “Be a good girl and cum for me!” Her head curled back like she had a spasm and I felt her vagina close in on me. I let out my seed; feeling a wave ecstasy causing my toes to curl and my face to spasm. I let out one final moan feeling my juice leave and then going limp.

Melanie slid herself off of me and lied on her back panting. She turned her head toward me, “What a good girl making me orgasm like that,” she cooed. I turned toward her staring directly in her eyes.

“I’m not your girl,” I said; her eyes widened at my response. “I’m your princess!” I placed my head on the nape of her neck.

“You sure are!” She giggled.

I wrapped my arms and legs around her small frame like I was kola bear hanging off of a branch. I looked up at her seeing her giving a warm smile. “I love you,” I said; it just slipped out of me without thinking. I shook afraid she wouldn’t reciprocate my feelings.

“I love you too,” She said

She gave me a small kiss on the forehead; wrapping her arms around me. Making sure to slip one of her hands in the back of my panties to cup and tease my butt. “Good night my princess,” She said as I fell asleep with a big smile on my face.

OEBPS/image_rsrcG1.jpg





page-map.xml
 
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   




