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The next night we went to dinner as planned. We had a nice meal along with some drinks and then he invited me back to his house. Before I tell you what happened, I guess I have to give you a little bit of background about the both of us, Adam and I both went to the same college, he was what you call the ‘popular kid’ in the block, He was black, he was into sports, and was a gym rat, whereas I was just a normal white nerd, I was into sports but now one would even guess I was when they look at my 5’6 figure, I looked like the stereotypical bookworm in the library whereas I enjoyed throwing hoops often, and I’ve also never ended up in a gym for once in my life which attributed to my not petite but at the same time not so curvy body that I had, I was somewhere in the between of those two, while he was pretty much always beefed up in his 6’3 stature.

I have no idea how we ended up becoming best friends. We had a few classes that we shared. But we soon found out we had quite a lot of interests that we shared, Eventhough Adam might first come off as a typical Jock, he was really into films, comics, and pop culture just like me - A Nerd. And the guy was actually nice and kind, not only to me but to pretty much everyone.

Adam’s parents passed away in a tragic car accident when he was in high school, they both were employed professionals and Adam received a settlement along with their insurance in seven figures, He was smart or you can say his parents were more smarter, they had a financial advisor on retainer, Adam ended up investing the money while continuing to live as frugally as possible all throughout college, while his investments were compounding, by the time we finished college, he was well into a very high personal net worth, he didn’t have to work no more, he has been continuing to manage his personal investments ever since which has now become almost a full time job for him at the rate they were growing, on the other side, I was currently employed as a junior designer with a better than minimum wage pay in a company that designs and manufactures supporting equipment for tech conglomerates, Thanks to being best buddies with Adam, I’ve been investing from my salary ever since, currently I wasn’t ‘rich-rich’ but neither was I living from paycheck to paycheck.

Now back to the present, When he invited me back to his house for drinks after dinner, I said yes in an instant, We do this all the time, so it wasn't anything out of the ordinary. It was a hot night and when we got back to the house he suggested we go in the pool.

"Dude, that's a great idea, but I didn't bring a suit," I said.

"Yeah, and I don't think you'll fit into one of mine," he said.

"Yeah! No problem… we can go in next time," I replied.

"You can always go skinny dipping," he said laughing.

"Yeah… I don't think so," I said.

"Let me see if I can find you something," he said.

"Done, I gotta take a leak," I said.

I finished up in the bathroom and when I walked out he was standing in the hallway. He was wearing swim trunks and had taken his shirt off. That's not what caught my eye though, it was the yellow bikini on the hanger he was holding.

"Found something that should fit you," he said.

"The fuck is that?" I asked, perplexed.

"One of Ariel’s bathing suits she left behind," he said. "It looks just… about your size!"

"That ain’t a bathing suit, that’s a bikini," I said, "You don't seriously want me to wear your ex-girlfriend's bikini, do you?"

"Why not?! You didn't want to skinny dip," he said, "You don't have to wear the top if you don't want to."

"Gee… thanks for being so considerate!" I said.

"Come on now," he said, "We both want to get in the pool. You get changed and I'll grab us some beers. Meet me in the pool."

He extended his arm to hand me the hanger. As a reflex I took it. He walked away and I didn't say anything. I figured what's the difference, I was going to be underwater for most of the time anyway. I walked into the guest room and got naked. As a joke, I held up the bikini top to my chest and looked in the mirror. I laughed to myself before putting it on the bed. I pulled up the bottoms like they were a regular pair of underwear. Adam was right, they did fit, but my dick also started to stir in them. Was I getting turned on from just wearing a bikini? Maybe it's just because I was pressed against the same material that has touched Ariel's pussy before. I looked in the mirror and it looked like I was wearing a Yellow Speedo. I never had much body hair and being naturally blonde, whatever hair I had was way too light to show. I had to admit I looked pretty good in bikini bottoms.

I walked out to the backyard and Adam was already in the pool. He whistled and hooted at me and said, "Whoa, I knew that would fit! You look Hot! Why don't you give me a spin so I can see that ass, honey!"

"Fuck you…" I said, and I turned around like I was going to walk inside, not realizing I was giving him what he asked for.

"Wow, your ass looks great in those, just like I thought it would," he said.

I turned back around and said, "Dude, cut it out or I'm heading back home."

"Just breaking your balls man," he said. "Come on in, the water's wonderful.

I walked closer and I could tell he was staring at me. "What?!" I asked.

"It looks like you have some boobies going there, buddy, maybe you wanna go and put on your top?" He said, laughing.

"Yeah, That's it!" I said. "I'm going home!"

I turned around and walked back towards the house. I didn't hear him get out of the pool, but he slowly walked behind me and gave a tight slap on my ass. Not expecting it, I jumped forward and yelped. As I turned around, him being him, he picked me up effortlessly.

"Bro, what are you doing?" I asked.

"We said we were going to hang out in the pool," he said. He carried me to the edge and threw me in the pool. He jumped in beside me and said, "See, it ain’t that bad in here."

"Yeah… you're right," I replied.

We both swam around a bit and I soon forgot I was in a ‘girl's’ bathing suit underneath the water.

"I love a nice night swim," he said, "Ariel and I used to come in here all the time. And she wasn't shy about skinny dipping."

"Have you thought about who can replace her? There's gotta be an Alice, Alyson, or Amy out there for you," I said laughing.

"If I had to go for another A, why not Alex?" he said and winked at me.

"Would you cut that shit out dude," I said, "Why would you want to go from a hottie like Ariel to Me anyway?"

"I'm just fucking around man," he said, "because you're so cute when you're mad."

"Whatever," I said, brushing it off. "What happened to those beers you mentioned?"

He got out quickly to grab us each a beer and he threw a couple of basketballs into the pool. We started drinking and shooting hoops. He had a full-size basketball hoop at the edge of the infinity pool. He had the height setup where the rim was approximately 10 feet from the bottom of the pool. It was like we could shoot regulation hoops while half of our bodies remained underwater. As I've said before, Adam has me beat in a lot of areas, but basketball was not one of them. I would beat him almost every time we played and today was no different. I kept shooting shots while most of his shots went way off the rim or straight to the backboard. One of his shots missed so badly his ball went out of the pool and he had to get out and go chase it.

He got out of the pool while I kept shooting. He retrieved his ball and was standing at the edge of the pool watching me shoot.

"What now?!" I asked.

"Nothing… just watching you," he said. "I like the way your little titties shake when you shoot and you have that cute little bulge in your bikini bottoms when you jump up out of the water to shoot."

"Bro, seriously, this is getting weird. I understand ball-breaking, but I don't really need the director's commentary about my body. Why the hell are you checking me out anyway? You can get pretty much any girl you want by just flashing your Amex at a bar" I asked.

He got back in the pool and handed me my beer.

"You know I'm just messing with you," he said, "I was just surprised you actually put her bikini bottoms on and you know I've been so horny since she left."

"Well don't get any ideas, I'm ain’t that kind of girl," I said sarcastically.

"Care to make it interesting?!" He asked.

"Always," I said.

"I challenge you to a game of D-O-N-K-E-Y," he said.

"You wanna play me in basketball?" I asked.

"Yeah," he replied, "You pick your stakes."

"Alright, when I win you cut out the comments about me looking like a girl or anything relating to that topic; Forever!"

"Deal, but when I win, you have to go inside and cover your little boobies with your bikini top and then come back in and give me a hand job," he said.

"Broo!" I screamed.

"What?!" He asked. "I feel like that's a fair deal. You think you're soooo much better than me at basketball anyway. Why wouldn't you take the deal?!"

"You really want me to jerk you off?" I asked. "Don't you want something else?"

"I used to fool around with Ariel in here all the time. I can really use a release. I can close my eyes and pretend you're her," he said.

"I don't know man, this is getting really weird," I said.

"I'll sweeten the deal, we'll play M-A-R-C-O. That's 5 shots instead of 6, and since you think you can't lose this should be a no-brainer for you," he said.

"Fine," I said, "But you better keep up your end of the deal when I win."

"Promise," he said. "I'll even let you go first."

I took the first shot and hit it, nothing but net. He continued his bad performance and clanked one off the rim.

"That's M," I called.

"See… you were worried for nothing man," he said. "Your shot."

I smiled, knowing I had him. I shot my next shot and he missed as expected. Then the next one too went the same way. He had M-A-R and I was already halfway home. I missed my next shot which was alright, he still had to make his and I had to miss to get my first letter. Somehow that happened and I had M. I took a sip of my beer to refocus, which probably wasn't the best idea. It happened again, and then once again, and we were tied at M-A-R.

He winked at me and said, "Getting nervous already?"

"Nah, you were just lucky on those three. You better not miss again, because once I'm in control, you know you're toast."

He missed and I hit my shot. He proceeded to miss and he had M-A-R-C. One more and I could be done with his nonsense. I was so arrogant that I went for a crazy deep shot to put him away and completely missed it. He made his next one and I missed again. I didn't know what was going on. We both had M-A-R-C and it should never have been this close.

"The next one to hit it wins," he said, "Let me try that deep shot you just missed."

He stepped back and threw up a shot. From where I was standing it looked like it was way off. I smiled as the ball hit the backboard hard. I had one more chance to put him away, so I thought. But the ball hit the fiberglass backboard at just the right angle that it bounced off the front rim and dropped through the net perfectly.

"Get the fuck out of here," I said, "There's no way you hit that!"

He shrugged his shoulders and said, "Your shot."

I knew I had to make my shot. There was no way I was going to give my best friend a hand job while wearing his ex-girlfriend's bikini. I walked over to the spot and took a deep breath. I put up my shot and exhaled. It was right on, I knew I had made it. I would live to fight another day. All of a sudden a gust of wind blew and it moved the ball to the side. The wind blew so hard the ball missed the hoop completely and landed outside the pool.

"Whoa, did you miss that on purpose so you would lose?" He asked, laughing.

"Screw you," I said, "That doesn't count. You saw the wind take it."

"All I know is that you missed and lost the game. Looks like you have a small wardrobe adjustment to make," he said.

"Come on dude, You can't really expect me to do that," I said.

"Hey a bet’s a bet and you lost," he said.

"Come on, double or nothing," I said.

"What would double be? Two hand jobs?!" He asked.

"No, you come up with something else," I said.

"Fine, since you're being a baby about it, I’m going to make it easy for you. A standard foul shot, straight on, a shot you have made a million times. If you make it, we’ll call it even," he said.

"Ok, and what do you get if I miss?" I asked.

"Well I expect you to get me off wearing the full yellow bikini, and…" he said and paused.

"Just come up with something," I said.

"Ok, I've been lonely sleeping in that huge ass bed upstairs, so if you miss, I get my hand job and you have to put on one of Ariel's babydoll nighties with its matching panties, and some perfume, and sleep next to me tonight."

"Seriously?!" I asked, a little stunned.

"Yeah, I was going to pretend you were her while you were jerking me off, and I can pretend you're her in bed. There’ll be no funny business, I promise," he said.

"Fine, just let me make the shot so that we can be done with this nonsense," I said.

"Alright, Go ahead," he said.

I moved into position. He is right; I have made this shot a gazillion times over. Rather than making the same mistake twice, I waited for the wind to calm down when I felt it pick up again. I raised my arms, ready to shoot, as the wind died down. I realized immediately after releasing the ball that something was not quite right. The ball struck the right side of the rim, rolled, and eventually fell into the water. I can't believe I missed it again. Now what? - I thought to myself.

"Double or nothing, one more time," I said.

"No way dude," he said, "You lost; fair and square… Twice!"

"But…" I stammered.

"No buts and ifs," he said, in his commanding voice that he usually uses when he’s playing his weekly local football game, he was the team captain.

I felt like I had no other option and was stuck. I stepped out of the pool and wrapped a towel around my waist. I entered the house and went into the guest room. As I walked in, the yellow bikini top was staring at me. I was really going to do this. Is it possible to give a bad hand job? Perhaps I could finally get him to leave me alone by making it go terribly. I picked up the bikini top and fiddled with it for a few seconds before putting it on. He was right about my little man breasts. I could feel them being held snugly by the bikini. My cock began to stir once more in the bikini bottom, and I tried to clear my mind.

I walked back out to the pool and was greeted with a hoot and a whistle again.

"Damn girl, you fill that out nicely!" He said.

"Alright, that’s enough," I said, "Can we just get this over with already."

"Already eager aren't we," he said suggestively.

I got back in the pool and I noticed his swim trunks were on the pool deck. He was completely nude in the pool waiting for me. I still can't believe I had gotten myself into this mess. I decided I would just pretend I was jerking myself off and not think about it too much. Then he started talking and that idea vanished like smoke.

"I was serious, you really look great in your bikini," he said.

I really wish he would stop calling it ‘My Bikini.’ but I just simply said, "Thanks, I guess,"

"Are you ready?" He asked.

"Ready as I'll ever be," I said.

I looked down and he was hard already. We had been best friends for more than seven years now, but we had never seen each other naked. Check off another thing in his column, and just like expected and guessed, had a big black cock, he was bigger than me. Not just bigger, he was huge. How could any girl leave him when he had this huge cock in between his legs on top of him being such a nice person? How could any girl miss this? This guy was a complete package.

"Are you just gonna stare at it or are you going to get me off?" He asked.

I reached my hand underwater and grabbed his already hard and warm cock. I couldn't believe I was touching another man's cock. Not just any man, but my best friend. I stroked him slowly and he closed his eyes. I tried to copy what I do when I jerk off, but who was I kidding, I pumped as fast as I could.

He soon started to moan, "Oh Ella, oh baby, yes, yes…" he cooed, with his eyes still closed tight.

Well, at least he was acting like I was Ariel. I continued to stroke him in both directions. Not only did it feel awkward to be doing this underwater, but the whole thing kinda felt awkward. I was getting into it, which was a problem because I was also becoming hard. I went into a panic. I did not want him to think I was having a good time. I didn't want him to keep pushing me into doing these things for him. If he knew I liked it, I knew he wasn't going to stop.

With a lifetime of experience, I knew what was going to happen as soon as I felt his dick grow even harder. At least he was going to blow his load underwater and it wasn't going to get on me.

He moaned even louder and yelled, "Yes, Yes, Yes!"

He began to ejaculate into the water as soon as I felt him throb. I moved back just in case, but the white fluid had spread out under the water.

"That was great," he said, "Thank you."

"Well you didn't give me much choice," I replied.

"Then don't lose bets!" He said, laughing.

"I'm kinda tired," I said, "Are you ready to get out?"

"Yeah, why don’t you head for a shower in the guest room and I will lay out your sleeping outfit?" he suggested.

"Do you really expect me to sleep with you?" I asked hoping he was kidding.

"That was the deal, wasn’t it?!" he said, "And I meant it when I said sleep. Not sex… unless you want to." he raised his eyebrow.

"Let's start with sleep," I said. "I mean, just sleep, this one time."

"Whatever you say, Ariel! I mean Alex," he said sarcastically.

I entered the guest bedroom and took one last look in the mirror at myself in the yellow bikini before removing it. I decided to take a long shower and prolong whatever Adam had planned for me tonight. I took him at his word that we would just be sleeping.

I got out of the long shower and dried off. Walking back into the bedroom I noticed the bikini and the clothes I had worn earlier were gone. I was both surprised and shocked to see what was waiting for me on the bed. It was a tiny hot pink satin and lace babydoll with black trim, I checked the tag and it was from a brand called Fleur du Mal which sounded expensive. Next to it was a matching pink satin thong that had matching black lace trimmings in the waistband and a bottle of Dior perfume.

I drew the thong up my legs. It was really no different than putting on a pair of underwear or a bikini bottom until the back strap settled between my cheeks and pressed up against my asshole. I jumped at the sensation and tried to relax my hardening dick. My ass cheeks were barely covered when I pulled the baby doll over my head. I sprayed the perfume all over myself. I really did smell girly! Now that my dick was really hard, I was breathing heavily. My thoughts returned to what I had been thinking in the pool. I was enjoying this, but I could not let him know. Fortunately, the nightie provided enough coverage up front for me to place my dick against my stomach and secure it with the thong's waistband.

I walked into Adam's room and he was already in bed waiting for me. He was shirtless and only wearing a pair of silk black boxers.

"Woah, you look even more gorgeous in babydoll than you did in the bikini, Ariel!" He said.

"What's with the Ariel stuff?" I asked.

He said, "I think we would both rather pretend you are Ariel."

"Yeah," I said, giving in.

"Now why don't you climb in sweetheart," he said.

I gave him a look and got into bed with him. I hoped the king-size bed would be large enough for him to avoid having to touch me. Maybe the smell of her perfume will get me through the night and we can get back to being normal tomorrow. We were both exhausted, so he turned off the lights. I was a side sleeper so I rolled over with my head facing the wall.

It turns out my chosen sleep position was a mistake as I woke up to Adam spooning me. His arm was draped around me and even worse his morning wood was pressed up against me. I tried to squirm and break free of his embrace, but that must have sparked something in him. He was snoring lightly so I knew he was still asleep, but I wished his hips knew that because they started to move. His hard cock was pressing in between my cheeks with only the tiny material of my thong as a barrier. I squirmed more to try to get out, but he must have thought it was me thrusting back at him because he started to move faster.

I heard him moan, "Oh Ella, Oh Babygirl," just like he had done in the pool. I heard him take a big gasp and I knew he was waking up. I felt something wet against my cheeks and he finally rolled onto his back.

"Oh My God, Dude, you came on my ass!" I screamed.

"Oh shit, sorry," he said, "I was having the most amazing dream about Ariel."

"Yeah, but she's gone… and your cum is all over me!" I said, freaking out.

"What's the big deal?" He asked.

"Big Deal?!" I screamed. "We're best friends and we both like women. Your semen shouldn’t be anywhere near me bro."

"Alright Alright, calm down, we were just having some fun and you were helping me out," he said.

"I think my debt has been paid now," I said, "Can I take off this ridiculous outfit and wash up now?"

"Yeah!" he exclaimed, "I will get your clothes out of the dryer and put them on your bed. Sorry if you got upset."

"It’s alright," I said.

I rose and made my way to the guest room. After taking off my thong and babydoll, I got in the shower. I scrubbed my ass really hard and washed up, thinking that would somehow remove the memory of his cumshot along with the soap. When I came out of the bathroom, my clothes were on the bed, freshly washed, just as he had promised. I put on my button-down shirt, pants, and shoes.

Adam was waiting for me in the kitchen, still dressed in his bathrobe. He asked if I wanted to stay for breakfast, but I was anxious and had to leave. We gave each other a bro-hug and agreed to call each other later. As I made my way to my car, I reached for my keys. My pants felt strange when I put them on, but I was desperate to get home, so I ignored it. When I was looking for my car keys, I accidentally touched something lacy in my pocket. I took it out, and in my hand was a red thong. I stuffed it back into my pocket before any strangers could see it. I felt more lace as I reached into my other pocket. I didn't dare pull whatever that was out and got in the car. Needing to know what was in there I pulled it out to reveal a matching lacy bra. Adam had put one of Ariel's bra and panties set, once again from some expensive brand that I had never heard of in my pants pockets apparently for me to take home.

I walked into my apartment, still exhausted. I stripped down to my boxers and took a nap. I woke up to the sight of red lace. It dawned on me that this was the first time I had lingerie in my bed. In my one and only time back in college, we did it under the covers and she kept her shirt on. I didn't get to see her bra or her panties. My only sexual experience lasted two minutes at max and I didn't even get to see her naked. Then the last twelve hours popped into my head and I realized I just had double the amount of sexual experiences with Adam.

My mind was spinning and thoughts started to creep into my mind. Is this something I want to explore? Could I be a girl for him? I knew I still liked chicks, but my opportunities were severely lacking. I was staring at the bra and panties and remembered that in all the craziness of the last 12 or so hours, he had cum twice, but I hadn't cum at all. I suddenly had this crazy idea to jerk off while wearing Ariel's lingerie. I pulled up her thong, the second time I had worn one today, and the lace felt kinda nice on me. It took me a second to figure out the bra, but I was able to get it into place. I looked in the mirror and thought that if I had the kind of rack Ariel had, I would have looked smoking hot in this red pair.

I was startled when I heard my phone ding. It was a text from Adam.

"Hey Bro, just checking in on you," he typed.

"Hey," I replied, "All good!"

"Good to hear," he typed, "I left you a surprise in your pockets, in case you were interested in some more fun."

I started to type: "Yeah, I'm wearing them right now." I quickly hit that delete button, not wanting to tell him. Instead, I lied and texted back, "Okay, I'll check it out. Just got up from a nap."

He didn't respond again so I went about my business. I got back in bed and began to rub my nipple through the lace bra. My dick sprang into an instant erection. I pulled it out of the thong and stroked it while I continued to rub my hardening nipple. It didn't take long and I exploded all over my stomach. I cleaned up and threw the bra and panties into my hamper. My emotions were all over the place. First I was disgusted with myself for what I had done with Adam and just done to myself, but I also thought I could get used to it. I spent the rest of the day at home watching TV and catching up with some things on the computer. I had to be up for work so I went to sleep early.

***

I am always a good sleeper but last night I was all over the place, constantly waking up. I rarely dream, but when I do they're always wild. Tonight was no different as I had multiple sex dreams. The first one was me having sex with a girl. I couldn't make out her face, but she was into it. After getting up to pee I fell back asleep hoping that the dream would continue. The second dream was the opposite. This time I was the girl and I was being fucked by a faceless guy. I must have been enjoying it because I woke up to my hips thrusting against my mattress and I had cum all over my boxers. I hadn't had a wet dream since I was a teenager. What the hell was going on with me?

I got up and took a shower to clear my mind. I went to work and had a pretty uneventful time. I hadn't thought about Adam or sex the entire day. That changed when I got home and there was a shopping bag hanging on my doorknob. I looked down and saw bright colors staring back at me. I quickly brought it inside before any of my neighbors could see. I opened the bag and saw the Yellow Bikini and the Pink Babydoll and Thong that I had worn at Adam's over the weekend.

There was a note that said: "A, since you wore these so well over the weekend and Ariel isn't coming back for them, I thought you'd like to keep them. ~ Adam"

What the hell? I thought to myself. Why was he giving me her clothes? I now had three sets of them. When he texted me a "Hey" later that night I ignored him. I did what I usually did on a work night, ate dinner, and watched TV. I kept the outfits in the shopping bag and tried not to think about them.

I had a better night's sleep followed by the same boring day of work. When I got home there was another bag waiting for me. This time it was a Deep Blue Lace Bra and Panties set with an intricate lace Garter Belt and Silk Seamed Stockings that had the same matching Blue in the thigh band.

The note said: "A, just a few more things for your collection. Hope you enjoy it! ~ Adam."

My Collection? This was getting a little out of control now. I put the bag next to yesterdays and made myself dinner. I tried not to think about what was inside them, but I couldn't stop staring at the bags. After eating I sat on the couch and opened the bags. I pulled out the Bikini and Babydoll and my mind flashed back to what happened when I was wearing them. Then I pulled out the Blue set and was drawn to how silky smooth the stockings felt in my palm and fingers.

My cock started to tingle a little bit and I figured nobody would know if I tried it on and played with myself for a little bit. I quickly stripped down and put the lingerie on. The familiar feeling of the thong strap against my asshole felt great and I was a pro at putting on a bra by now. I pulled the stockings over my almost hairless legs which made my cock stand at full mast straining behind the lace. I clipped the garter belt around my waist and attached the straps to complete the look. I checked myself out in the mirror and to be honest, I looked pretty good. I sat back down on the couch and immediately started to jerk off. I tried to think of those sex dreams and realized that any girl would be laughing at me if she saw me dressed like this, doing what I was presently doing. Instead, I pictured myself as a girl getting fucked. My body instantly started to tingle and in a few more seconds of that fantasy playing out in my mind, I had a huge orgasm, cumming all over my new lingerie. The post-nut clarity instantly kicked in, feeling a little ashamed I stripped everything off and threw it in my laundry basket. I realized that I would have to figure out how to wash all of this lingerie from now on, but that was a problem for another day. I hit the bed, still with that weird fantasy popping in and out of my mind.

I had a good sleep and another normal day of work. On my way home my overworked mind started to wander and I was excited to see what he had left me today when I got home. To my disappointment, there was nothing there. I changed out of my work clothes and couldn't stop wondering why he hadn't brought me anything for today. I let it go and went on with my usual evening.

I woke up on Thursday morning and got ready for work. All day at work, I was thinking about Adam and whether he was going to bring me something tonight. It was strange that he had given me something on Sunday, Monday, and Tuesday and then just skipped last evening. I kept looking at the clock while I was driving back home, hoping there was something new for me today at my door. But once again to my disappointment, For the second day in a row, there was nothing. I had to admit I’ve been enjoying Ariel's lingerie lately, but I didn't want to admit to myself that I wanted to wear it in front of Adam while we fooled around.

I couldn't stop thinking about things and I caved down and texted him: "Hey, Dude."

It took a little while for him to reply, and he wrote, "Hey Buddy, what's up?"

"Nothing much," I wrote, "Just checkin in."

"Oh, I just thought you’d have something you wanted to ask me," he wrote back.

The motherfucker knew exactly what I wanted, but I didn't want to give him the satisfaction. "Like what?" I texted back. "I haven't really talked to you in a couple days and I didn't know if you were going to be in the neighborhood again."

My phone rang. It was Adam. I answered and before I could say hello he said, "Sounds like you've been missing your surprises bud."

I froze and all I could say to that was "I…"

"You didn't say thank you, so I thought you didn’t like them," he said.

"I did not expect you to be bringing me that stuff, Dude," I said, managing to find the words.

"But now that I have missed two days, you are upset," he said.

"No, I mean, I…" I started to say and froze again.

"I knew you would enjoy it all. Do you mind telling me what you tried on?" He asked.

I was unable to resist anymore. "Just her panties and red bra and the blue lingerie set with the garters," I uttered.

"Was that all?" He chuckled as he spoke. "And they're not hers anymore, they're yours."

I replied, "Whatever you say."

"Did you play with yourself while you were wearing them?" He asked.

"Uh...yeah," I admitted.

"Were you thinking of me?" He asked.

"Ew Dude, No," I said, refusing to admit that I imagined myself as a girl getting fucked.

"So I guess I still have work to do," he muttered.

"What was that?" I asked.

"Nothin'," he said, "If you want me to bring you something tomorrow, all you have to do is to just ask."

"I don't know about this, Dude," I said, "Ain't this all kinda weird?"

"How can something be weird if you are having fun? I am happy to bring you more things, but when I give someone a gift, I expect to be thanked," he said.

"All right," I said, "talk to you later."

I hung up feeling embarrassed. I can not believe I admitted to jerking off while wearing the lingerie he gave me. Is it true that I wanted to do more things with him? It sure beats doing things alone. I have not even tried to pick up my own girl in ages. Perhaps it will feel good? It could not hurt to try, he is my best friend after all. We could always write it off as a joke. I'd definitely have to think more about this.

I walked over to my laundry basket and took out the worn lingerie. There was a faint scent of perfume, I noticed. I must have been so excited that I missed the fact that he had sprayed it before bringing it over. I used the sink to wash the worn delicate items and then allowed them to air dry. I cleared out space in one of my drawers and stored everything. I now owned a bikini, two bras, three thongs, a babydoll, a garter belt, and a pair of stockings. I had quite a collection so far and knew I wanted more.

I took out my phone and texted him, "Thanks Dude for giving me those things earlier in the week, if there is anything else you think I would like, I would appreciate it."

All he sent back was "OK."

It was a typical Friday with little work and everyone being let home early by the boss. I was excited to see what, if anything, awaited me at my front door. I rushed out of work and home. When I noticed a bag dangling from my doorknob, my face lit up. The bag was a little heavier than usual. I went into my bedroom and stripped naked. My cock stiffened in anticipation, and I was not let down. A flash of pink hit my mattress as I turned over the bag. He had presented me with a Neon Pink Bustier, G-String, Garter Belt, and matching Stockings. Then out came a Tight Little Black Dress. The final item was a red bikini. He really had gone all out.

The note said, "A, a little something for you to enjoy tonight and I was thinking you could join me tomorrow for some swimming and barbecue. ~ Adam."

I took up the Bustier and wrapped it around my waist. I tried to hook it behind my back, but it was impossible. Then I remembered I've seen girls hook it in front and spin it around. Even though it was snug, there was some give, so I knew I would grow used to it. I pulled up the G-String and laughed when my boner was sticking straight out. The tiny string brushed up against my hole, and the familiar sensation gave me a chill. I fastened the Garter Belt and Stockings. I drew the Black Dress over my head and smoothed it down my body. I was never a fan of tank tops or sleeveless shirts, so having the straps of a dress over my exposed shoulders felt new and exciting. I looked in the mirror and, aside from my lack of tits and massive hardon, I thought I looked great. I had to take care of myself first, but I thought I would wear this for the rest of the night. I pulled up my dress and jerked off into my toilet. After that, my dick calmed down and I was able to settle it into my tiny panties. I brushed my dress back down and now I had a smooth front.

Nothing much happened for the remainder of the evening. With the bustier on, I had some difficulty moving around, but I had no trouble making dinner. My desire to explore with Adam was confirmed when I sat down on the couch, my legs wrapped in the pink stockings and my Little Black Dress barely covering my ass. I pulled off my dress as I started to become hard again. I was going to masturbate while I was wearing my pink lingerie. I strode over to my full-length mirror and began stroking. I closed my eyes and imagined Adam standing behind me. I thought that the hand that was giving me a hand job was his. I smeared myself across my mirror with my rapid tugging and rubbing. I opened my eyes and giggled to myself. Was I really pretending that Adam had jerked me off while wearing his ex-girlfriend's underwear? I can definitely say that my life has changed since last week.

I felt sexy and thought I could sleep in this outfit. I got into bed and it was a bad idea. The bustier was too tight and there was no way I could sleep like this. I took it off and opened my drawer to put it away. My Pink Babydoll from the first night caught my eye and I figured that was close enough to match what I already had on. I laughed to myself again, because I had no idea why I was worried about matching outfits, it's like my brain has totally changed already.

I slept well, and I enjoyed the sensation of the garters pulling on my stockings with every movement. I woke up to a text from Adam that said to come over whenever I wanted to. I made my way from my bed to the shower. I made the decision to shave my entire body because I knew he expected me to be in the bikini in the pool. I did not have a lot of body hair, as I previously mentioned, so he probably would not have noticed. But I wanted to do this for me.

I put on the red bikini and then threw on a regular T-shirt and shorts on over it. I drove to Adam's house and he was already in the backyard. He had no shirt on and was already wearing his bathing suit. We exchanged a hand slap and a bro-hug.

"Look at you all smooth," he said.

"I am surprised you noticed, my body hair is barely visible most of the time," I said.

"Well, thank you for doing it," he said, adding, "I bet that red bikini looks even better with you all shaved. You did bring it, right?"

"Actually..." I paused before continuing.

I removed my t-shirt, revealing my bikini top.

"Whoa, it is so hot that you wore it while driving over here," he exclaimed, "the bottoms as well?"

"Yep," I said as I removed my shorts.

"Is this an indication that you want to be a girl for me?" He asked.

"Dude, not so fast." I said before continuing, "I told myself I would see what happened." I know we both still like chicks, or at least I do."

"So what are you saying?" He asked.

"I know I like the clothes and I am curious about what that could lead to, but I am just not there yet in terms of being a girl all the time. I also do not want to jeopardize our friendship. I am guessing you feel the same way," I explained.

"Yes, I do not want to lose my best friend," he said, "but I also believe there are ways we can make our friendship more interesting."

"Is this something you really want?" I asked.

"Yes, and it sounds like you are willing to give it a shot," he replied.

"OK, but promise me that if I do not like something or it starts to get weird, we will drop it and go back to normal," I said.

"Done," he said.

"So how do you want to do this?" I asked.

"How about we talk and cool off in the pool?" He offered.

He dove into the swimming pool. I jumped in and yelled "Incoming" as I was right behind him. I had worn Bikini bottoms most of the time we were in the pool last weekend, but it felt weird to jump in with the top on. We had beers, swam around, and made some hoops. We were having a normal best friend day, except I was wearing his ex's bikini. I guess it was mine now.

I splashed him in the face as he went to take a swig from his beer. He gave me a look like he was mad and I started laughing. I splashed him again and he started to chase me. I was laughing and swimming away from him while we continued to splash each other. He finally caught me and grabbed me around my waist. He picked me up and threw me across the pool. I was breathing heavily and took a seat on the side to rest for a minute.

He swam over and smiled. I smiled back and he moved in and kissed me. As a reflex, I kissed him back. He put his hand under my chin and pressed his tongue against my lips. I opened up to let him in and just like that we were making out.

He stopped after a very good long minute and asked, "Was that ok?"

"I guess so," I said, "I have never been kissed like that Adam."

"But did you like it?" he started to ask and then looked down to see, I was rock hard in my thin red bikini bottoms. "Yup, That's a dead giveaway." He chuckled.

I stuttered, "I must have gotten caught up in the moment."

He put his hands under my ass and lifted me up a bit. He pulled down my Bikini bottoms and my erection popped out right in his face. "Whoa, you have a cute cock, sweetheart," he said, "All nice and smooth too."

"Thanks," I said shyly. Every guy just loves to hear his cock looks cute.

"But as you know it's not as big as mine," he said, bringing his hand down to his crotch and lifting his semi-hard meatpole, laughing.

What an ass, I was starting to get annoyed and then he brought his hand up and took my cock in it and stroked it. He gave me a big smile and dipped down to take me in his mouth. I threw my head back in pleasure as he gave me my very first blowjob. I had nothing to compare it to, but it seemed like he was doing an amazing job. My hard cock was engulfed in his hot mouth, the sensation- indescribable. He was bobbing up and down quickly while swirling his tongue all around me.

"Adam, if you keep that up I'm going to cum!" I yelled.

He paused to look up at me in the eyes and kept sucking. I felt my cock begin to swell and I blew my load into his mouth. He sucked me through my climax and then he sat down next to me on the steps. He pulled me in for a deep kiss and I didn't resist. He had swallowed most of my cum, but there was still some left in his mouth that he pushed into mine.

He stopped kissing me and asked, "How did that feel?"

"Fucking awesome," I said, "That was my first blowjob."

"Mine too," he said, "Giving. Looks like you have some catching up to do." He said pointing down at his straining cock inside the wet bathing suit of his.

"Now?!" I asked.

"Actually that made me hungry," he said, chuckling, "Why don't we eat first and see where things go."

"Alright," I said.

"I was thinking," he said, "Since we're gonna try this, do you mind if I call you Ariel?"

"I guess that’ll be ok," I said. "What do you want me to call you?"

"She had that kinky but cute pet name for me, do you remember what it was?" He asked.

"Daddy?!" I asked.

"Yeah, is that ok with you?" He asked.

"If that's what you want, Daddy," I said.

"You got it Ella!" He said, smiling. "I had one more thought."

"Yes?!" I asked.

"While I fire up the grill, why don't you go pick out an outfit?! I know you've been enjoying what I've picked out for you so far, why don't you choose something to wear for dinner," he said.

"Why not?! Sure, we've already come this far," I said.

"Just go into our closet. Everything you’ll need is in there, her lingerie and dresses, if you're in the mood she had a full makeup table in the walk-in closet, it’s still there, and I think it would complete the look if you put on the blonde wig I picked out for you, it’s there along with her makeup" he said.

"This sounds thrilling and exciting, sounds like fun, I’m not promising anything but I’ll give it a try," I said, trying to get into it.

He kissed me on the lips once more and I walked back towards the bedroom.

I was scared and excited. He gave me an amazing blowjob and was expecting one in return. What else did he want from me? Did he want to fuck me tonight too? Did I want him to? I talked myself into trying whatever this is, but it's getting real, fast.

***
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In this steamy erotica, a young Ben finds himself at a crossroads when a peculiar job offer presents itself. Desperate to escape his financial struggles, he enters into a daring contract: a five-year agreement to become Trisha, the sissy wife of a wealthy and dominant 50-year-old billionaire Mr Patel. As he delves into a life of opulence and submission, he discovers a world he never imagined existed. Bound by the terms of their arrangement, he embraces his newfound identity, exploring the depths of his own desires and the tantalizing power dynamics that unfold. 

In this unconventional relationship, pleasure and wealth collide, as he is pushed to the limits of his own vulnerability. Can he navigate the complexities of his role as a sissy wife, juggling his own emotional journey while satisfying the insatiable desires of his billionaire benefactor? 
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embark on a hot and sexy journey.

Connect With Sissy Joey via Reddit .

OEBPS/image_rsrcCC.jpg
|

BOOK 6 of
The Sissy Trophy Wife
& HER BLACK BILLIONAIRE HUSBAND
m - - ™

2 (N

Stssy Ji





OEBPS/image_rsrcCF.jpg
Sissy Joey

PART 3 of
THE CONTRACTED SISSY
WIFE &
HER BILLIONAIRE HUSBAND

A

Feminization, Lingerie Fetlsh Slssy Bride Erotica






OEBPS/nav.xhtml


  
    		
      Part 6 - Sissy Trophy Wife & Billionaire Husband
      
        		THE SISSY TROPHY WIFE & HER BLACK BILLIONAIRE HUSBAND


        		By S(issy) Joey


        		DISCLAIMER:


      


    


    		
      “Did you love this book? Then you should also read:
      
        		ABOUT THE AUTHOR


      


    


  



Guide

		Cover

		Beginning




		1

		2

		3

		4

		5

		6

		7

		8

		9

		10

		11

		12

		13

		14

		15

		16

		17

		18

		19

		20

		21

		22

		23

		24

		25

		26

		27

		28

		29

		30

		31

		32

		33






OEBPS/image_rsrcCE.jpg
PART 2 of
THE CONTRACTED
SISSY WIFE & HER
BILLIONAIRE HUSBAND

‘

\V

THE WEDDING & HONEYMOON
TALES





OEBPS/image_rsrcCD.jpg





