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“Think I’ll meet a hunk tonight?” Bella asked.

I adjusted my bra as I looked at her dress on my bed, “Maybe, but you’re not fucking him here.”

She giggled and turned away from me to grab her dress. Her white lace lingerie made my mouth water and she bent over my bed and wiggled her ass at me, “You sure I couldn’t convince you to let me have just a little fun here tonight? Come on, you said I could relax at your place for a few days.”

“You keep shaking that ass at me and I’m going to have to jerk off before we leave,” I said jokingly.

Bella and I had only known each other for about six months. She didn’t make the most sense to me, but she was one of the best friends I’d ever made. She didn’t make a big deal about me being trans, and made even less of a deal about me checking her out. Friend or not, she was the most attractive woman I knew.

Her long, curly red hair framed her delicate face. The light spattering of freckles around her dimpled cheeks added to her appeal for me. But it was her green eyes that set her apart from the rest of the women for me. While I gave her grief occasionally about being a ginger, she was my type.

She started putting on her dress. Her long, smooth legs seemed to go on forever as I watched her get dressed. Bella looked back at me and smiled before calling out, “Don’t act like you didn’t do it before I came over. Probably wanted to have me spread my legs for you so you didn’t have to imagine it. Is that close to being right?”

I chuckled and pulled my skirt up my thighs. The large bulge in my panties was finally out of sight and I could relax just a little. While Bella and I could joke about a lot of things, I didn’t feel comfortable getting turned on around her. The jokes were one thing, but I hated pretending like I didn’t genuinely want her.

“Something like that. I was thinking about holding you by your hair while I railed you from behind,” I teased as I pulled my black and white tank top on.

“That doesn’t sound half bad. Maybe I’ll have to ask you to go into that a little more later. Zip me up?” she asked.

I helped her with her zipper before brushing her red hair over her shoulder. Her bright green eyes seemed to almost smile at me and I spoke softly, “Why do we do this to one another?”

Her smile faded and she asked, “Do what to each other?”

Her dismissive tone ripped my heart from my chest. I must have been looking too far into whatever this was. “Nothing, get your stuff together if you want to go dancing,” I said and hurried out of my room.

Bella followed me, staying a few steps behind me to give me space, “Is something wrong, Vic?”

“It’s fine, don’t worry about it. I’m just worried about being late,” I said.

“Nothing to be late to, but okay.”

What was I supposed to say to her? I couldn’t tell her that she’d practically just shot me down without even acknowledging that I was really interested in her. After months of being her wingman while she hooked up with strangers occasionally didn’t sit well with me. The pleasure that comes with getting laid is great, but I couldn’t stand seeing her spread her legs for someone that didn’t care about her.

If I was with her, at least she wouldn’t have to wake up alone the next morning…

I grabbed my keys from the living room and was about to put on my shoes when I realized I’d forgotten my new stockings. My mind was busy abusing me about my stupidity. Why did I even bother trying to get her to see that we could be a couple? If she wanted to see that, she would have let me take her on that date I offered when we first met.

Instead of a date, she gave me her number and invited me to spend time with her and her boyfriend at the time. He only stuck around long enough to get in her panties. I didn’t tell her that he tried to get in mine, that wouldn’t have helped anything. Besides, it wasn’t like she was torn up about him breaking up with her.

I mumbled, “Forgot my stockings, one sec.”

She nodded and put on her heels before she went outside. I heard the car door shut a few seconds later. I took my time getting my stockings and heels on. Tonight was supposed to be fun, holding onto this emotional attachment for a chick that didn’t have the same feelings was just a waste.

But the heart wants what the heart wants.

I grabbed my wallet and went outside to join her. The ride to the club was mostly quiet. I didn’t really have much to say, so I played music and tried to pretend things were fine.

Just before we got to the club, she put her hand on my knee and rubbed her thumb over it slowly, “You know, it’s not that I’m not interested in you.”

I turned the radio down, “We don’t have to talk about it right now, Bella. Let’s go enjoy ourselves, if you’re still in the mood to talk about it later, we can.”

Anything was better than dealing with the emotional fallout right now. I didn’t want to ruin our night out together. As stressful as life was, we both needed this outlet and spoiling the night by talking about what could possibly be between us could wait until after we’d had a little fun.

She nodded her head and spoke softly, “Just don’t forget to bring it up later.”

I pulled into a parking space and turned off the car, “It’s not like we’re going in there to drink! Come on, don’t linger on it, at least not before you’ve had your chance to shake that ass of yours!”

Her words were eating away at me, but I didn’t want to be selfish right now. This was one of the few things she asked me to do with her. Usually, she let me have my way and we did the things I wanted. Saturdays were her days.

I opened the car door and waited for her to get out before locking my vehicle. Even in a respectable neighborhood, I didn’t feel comfortable leaving the doors unlocked.

“Oh, I love this song, come on!” Bella said as she hurried towards the doors. Her heels clicked as she hurried away and I followed behind her. The bass of the music thumped loudly and I couldn’t even tell what song was playing, but that wasn’t the important thing. Her red curls bounced and swayed and I couldn’t keep sulking any longer. My friend was going to have a good time tonight. That was the reason I was here.

The doorman let us inside after checking our IDs and I followed Bella to the dance floor. Within seconds, we were swallowed up by the crowd of people and separated. After a few songs, I finally found her again but she didn’t seem to notice it was me she was dancing with.

Dancing was one way to put it. Bella’s ass pressed against my crotch and she ground herself into me for a few moments before she finally turned around. Her eyes widened for a moment, but she smiled and shrugged her shoulders before wrapped her arms around my shoulders. Her hips pressed against mine and she continued teasing me with her body, “Might as well finish what I started, right?”

Bella’s dress rode up around her thighs and I could feel the warmth of her pussy against me. My cock raged against my panties and I knew that the bulge in my skirt would easily be seen by anyone looking, “Well, you picked a hell of a time to get me worked up.”

“What do you mean?” she asked. No sooner than the words left her mouth, the current song ended and a slower paced song came on.

“Every fourth song, the DJ plays something different to give people a chance to get a drink. Haven’t we been here enough to know that about him?” I asked.

She smiled and slid her hand down to my lower back, “Then we’ll slow dance. I never noticed that before, but I’ll keep it in mind. I thought it was stupid of him, but I guess it makes sense.”

I let her take the lead on the dance, “Are you having fun?”

“Not as much as I usually do. Honestly, I was just starting to enjoy myself when I realized I was grinding on you.”

“I mean, you didn’t stop and I didn’t ask you to. So why not enjoy it?”

“Because you’re my best friend. I don’t want to ruin things between us by fucking you,” she said.

I rolled my eyes, “It’s not like sex makes everything fall to pieces. If it’s something you want, I’m sure we can figure things out as adults.”

“Sex has ruined all of my relationships, seriously. Vic, I love having you in my life and I’m scared of doing anything that might take you away from me,” she said.

“You’ve told me the stories about your dating life. Trust me, I pay attention to the things you say. Bella, I didn’t want to have this conversation while we were out tonight, but I guess there is no getting away from it,” I said.

Bella smiled weakly, “Do you want to leave? This place isn’t exactly quiet enough to have a serious conversation.”

“Would you be upset if we went back home?”

“Only if you didn’t let me get something to eat from a drive-through,” she said.

We headed out of the club and grabbed a bite to eat before going back to my place. I didn’t know what to say to her to try and win her heart over, but I knew that this was my chance to at least try. How could I live with myself if I didn’t at least try to be true to what my heart wanted?

She was the light of my life, even if I was nothing more than her friend.

Once we were inside, we went back into my bedroom and ate. The tension continued to grow as we finished out food silently. I finally spoke quietly, “I don’t think sex is what ruins your relationships, Bella.”

“It seems that way to me.”

“That doesn’t mean it’s exactly the truth. You meet a lot of your boyfriends at clubs, what do you think they’re looking for when they go?” I asked.

She sighed, “The same thing I’m looking for?”

“A quick hookup. Something that doesn’t take too much effort and something that has no emotional investment. So what do you imagine will happen once they’ve gotten what they want?” I asked.

“I don’t know,” she mumbled.

“I think you do know, but you don’t want to admit it because that would make things real. You know that I only want the best for you, Bella. You swore off dating for a while, so I don’t mind going clubbing with you but I know that it isn’t what you want to do. Believe it or not, I do listen to you. I can’t keep going on like I don’t care so damn much about you. You’re my best friend and I’m tired of seeing you give yourself to people who don’t deserve someone as wonderful as you.”

She flopped onto her back and took a deep breath. After a few seconds, she let it out, “How can you be so sure that I’m such a wonderful catch?”

“Because I know you. Sex can ruin a lot of things, Bella. If people aren’t ready for that step together, then it’s nothing but temporary pleasure. But when people are actually devoted to one another, when they’re genuinely ready to move forward together, it’s a way to share a whole new level of intimacy,” I said.

“You sound like a therapist,” she mumbled. “But that doesn’t make you wrong. I just don’t know if someone like me should even be able to date someone like you.”

“What do you mean by that?” I asked.

Bella propped herself up on her elbows and looked into my eyes, “You know, it’s not exactly a joke when I say you’re my favorite blonde bombshell. You’re sweet, you care about me, and let’s be real, you’re fucking hung. I’ve never made it a secret that I love sex. The problem is that I don’t know if going there with you would ruin what we have.”

“So why don’t we find out?”

She groaned, “But what if it doesn’t end well?”

“Then what have you really lost? Why don’t you think about what might happen if it does end well?”

“If it ends well, then I guess we’d end up dating. Maybe we wouldn’t go out clubbing as much and I couldn’t fuck random people anymore, but I’d have someone that’s infinitely more important to me in my bed. But what would you get out of it?”

I smiled and laid on my side next to her. Our lips were barely inches apart and I whispered, “I don’t like living with regrets, Bella. If I never asked you on that date so damn long ago, I’d regret not knowing what could have happened. Two months from now, if I didn’t take this chance tonight, I know that I’d regret not seeing what could happen. So what do I get out of this?”

I leaned closer to her and pressed my lips against hers. She tensed up for a moment, then she let out a soft moan and put her hand on my hip as I deepened the kiss. Our tongues danced while I let my hand roam up her leg. Once I reached her dress, I pulled it towards her waist and exposed her white panties.

Instead of moving for her heated desire, I ran my hand up her side and finally slid it around to the back of her neck and held her tightly against me, locking her into the kiss. My hips pushed against hers and her muffled moans got progressively louder. After what felt like forever, I broke the kiss and let out a soft groan.

“I’d get to see if you’re the love of my life or if my heart has been lying to me.”

Bella pushed me onto my back and climbed on top of me. Her wet panties ground against my bulge and she called out in a lust-filled voice, “Then let’s get to the fun part. I’ve been wanting to do this for months!”

I didn’t see a point in arguing. If this didn’t work out, that was just how things were meant to play out. Either way, I had a horny ginger on top of me and I didn’t want to disappoint her.

“Let’s get out of these clothes then, baby,” I purred.

“Leave those stockings on, Vic. They make me so fucking wet,” she said.

She got off me and was out of her dress before I could even kick off my shoes. “Fuck, I broke the zipper. Oh well,” she said as she climbed back on the bed and leaned down to take off her heels.

I pulled my skirt off and before I could even try to take off my shirt, Bella’s hands found my shoulders and pulled me down onto my back, “You’re taking too long!”

“Son of a bitch, how horny are you?” I cried out.

She chuckled and pulled my cock out of my panties. The fabric cupped my balls and she ran her fingers along my shaft for just a second before climbing back on top of me. Without so much as a warning, she pulled her panties aside and guided my crown into her soaked pussy.

Bella’s soft cry of pleasure made my heart flutter. As desperate as she was to get me inside her, I couldn’t help but feel like she’d been wanting this almost as long as I had. That might have been the hopeless romantic in me, but it was only adding to the excitement for me.

“I’ve wanted this cock since I first saw it,” she said as she lowered her hips further down my shaft.

Her juices trickled down my shaft and I moaned as her warm walls massaged my cock. No sooner than her pussy finally took my base, she pulled off and started riding me like her life depended on it.

It had been far too long since I’d been inside someone and I writhed as she rode me like I was her favorite toy. I weakly grasped her hips, “B-Baby, I’m not going to last long if you keep that up!”

She groaned and begrudgingly slowed down, “Fuck, but it feels so good.”

“I know, trust me, I don’t want you to stop. B-But maybe I could get on top?” I asked as much as said.

Bella chuckled and leaned forward, “Roll me over, I’m not taking your cock out of me until you’ve painted my pussy white.”

“Such a dirty girl,” I teased. She gave me a quick kiss and then I rolled over with her. Looking down at her, I could see the desperation on her face, but that wasn’t all I saw. Those cute freckles and adorable eyes melted my heart. This wasn’t a stranger I was fucking for the sake of getting off. This was my best friend. The friend that I’d do anything for.

Right now, she wanted to cum. That was something I could definitely do for my best friend.

I grabbed two pillows from the pile on my bed and called out quietly, “Lift your hips?”

She did as I asked and I let out a soft moan as her pussy engulfed more of my cock. After I took a breath to steady myself, I put the pillows under her and then hooked my elbows under her knees. Bella’s eyebrow arched for a moment in confusion. I smiled down at her and pushed her legs forward and got on my knees as I did so.

Before she could ask what I was doing, I started pumping into her with slow, hard strokes. My panties kept my balls from slapping against her, but each thrust rocked my bed and caused the headboard to slam against the wall.

“J-Just like that!” she cried.

I moaned with each pump into her blissful depths. While she might have been used to getting fucked, this wasn’t all that normal for me. Most people were uncomfortable with their girlfriend having a cock that most men would be jealous of. Besides, I didn’t bother sleeping with random people. Not when the girl I wanted in my life was so close to being mine.

I’d been hoping to have Bella in my bed for months, but I always hoped that it wouldn’t just be a one-time thing.

As I slowly picked up the pace, I finally got a hold of my moaning by biting my lip. If I were with anyone else, I wouldn’t have bothered trying to silence myself, but with Bella, I wanted to hear her moans and gasps as I slammed into her.

Each time my thick cock buried into her, she let out a whimpering gasp before moaning loudly. My thighs burned from the effort, but I couldn’t bring myself to take a break. As loud as she was getting, I had to hope that she was close to her orgasm. If not, I might have to finish her with my fingers!

My balls were tensing up in my panties as I thrust into her faster and faster. I couldn’t keep my moans inside any longer. Her drenched pussy milked my cock as I tried to hold my own orgasm back. There was nothing I could do to keep from cumming.

My core tightened and I gasped loudly as waves of warm pleasure crashed through my body. I tried to continue hammering into her while my orgasm built, but my strokes were nothing short of desperate.

Bella’s fingernails dug into my sides as she screamed, “F-Fuck! Vic!”

I slammed into her one final time and clenched the cover with my hands as my cum shot deep into Bella’s pussy. A warm rush of juices drenched my panties and I heard Bella’s labored breathing as she bucked her hips gently against me.

After what felt like an eternity, my cock finally stopped throbbing within Bella. Each rope of my cum that pumped into her validated what just happened. Bella never let her one-night-stands cum inside her, for good reason. My best friend didn’t want to get pregnant by a stranger.

She looked up at me with glossed over eyes and groaned, “Mm, fuck that was nice…”

“S-Sorry I didn’t last longer,” I mumbled.

“Don’t worry, I’m sure that you’ll do better tomorrow morning, baby,” she purred.

I giggled and rested on top of her, “Maybe. Think you could get used to this?”

She smiled and gave me a peck on the lips before whispering, “I’m pretty sure I could. Besides, I’m not on birth control, we might have just signed up for nine months of being together at least.”

“I know you’re not on birth control. I told you I listened to you…” I kissed her deeply. After a few moments, I pulled away and whispered, “Besides, do you think I’d really let you raise our child without being there every step of the way?”

“Should I be expecting a ring soon?”

“I won’t spoil that surprise,” I said softly and gave her another kiss.
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