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I thought about sleeping in the bra and panties, but then I quickly remembered how uncomfortable that could be. So instead I chose to wear my typical old T-shirt and boxers. I then noticed a wet feeling in the back of my shorts and realized I had leaked during the night. I thought I had cleaned myself up well, but-

I just guess there will always be some leftovers! How do real girls even deal with this?! With how things are going currently it looks like I'd never find out, because even if there happens to be someone to ask, I know I’d just be too embarrassed to admit to the fact that I let my Best Friend call me his Girlfriend and then cum a bucket load inside me.

I woke up to the buzzing alarm and took another shower to get ready to head to work. My day seemed to drag on endlessly and my mind kept going back to the events of the weekend. I soon realized I was getting excited like it was Christmas morning when I used to be little, the difference was instead of getting excited about the presents under the tree, I was thinking and getting excited about that huge bag Adam had sent me back with waiting for me at home and when my day finally ended I dashed back home faster than usual.

Normally I would change into some around-the-house clothes when I get back from work, but today, I went right for the bag. I picked it up hastily and flipped it upside down on my bed and I instantly couldn't believe how much he had left for me this time. There was a whole array of colors of Bras, Panties, Sexy Designer Lingerie Sets, A whole bunch of unopened Silk Stockings, and a dozen different styles of Garters. There were also several absolutely sexy Babydoll Nighties of varying lengths. Then there was a pair of realistic breast forms that perfectly matched my skin tone. Well, that solved my earlier question, at least temporarily, he wanted me to wear these. I picked them up and was genuinely surprised by their weight. There were two transparent side straps attached to them with hooks like a bra that hooks in the front. I looked at their tag and to no surprise they were a 34D, just like all of the Bras in my new ‘collection’. Then it finally hit on me, he had gone out and bought these specially for me. There would be no reason for Ariel to have these, as she had real ones of her own. As reluctant as I was to do this, I realized he had taken all of this quite seriously - maybe this wasn’t all just a game for him.

Since I now had a dedicated Lingerie drawer in my closet, I began folding everything so I could put it away. While picking up one of the Nighties, I noticed something flesh-colored peeking out. In my haste to empty the bag, I missed seeing everything. I lifted the Babydoll to reveal a large life-like dildo, complete with a set of real-looking balls. It looked familiar and felt for some reason and next to it was a small handwritten note.

"Ariel, I wanted to give you some things you could wear around the house during the week. I had a great weekend and can not wait to see you again on Friday. I hope you like the breasts; they should help to fill out your bras and complete your look. As for the dildo, I'm sure you recognize it. We had ordered a kit sometime back and created an exact replica of my cock. I thought you might enjoy playing with it and getting ready for our time together. ~ xoxo Adam."

Holy shit! Did I really just recognize this dildo as being a replica of his dick? It has certainly been inside me enough times that I would be surprised if I did not recognize it. I shook my head and thought about how strange this whole thing was. I have never been attracted to men in my life, and now I have a huge collection of sexy lingerie and a dildo to play with. And I was getting excited by all of this.

I took off my work clothes and went to change into something more casual, but I could not get my mind off the breasts. I attached them in front of my naked hairless body and spun them around like a bra. I looked down at the massive tits hanging from my chest and quickly felt the weight of them on my back. I picked up a pink bra and wrapped it around my chest. When it held them in place, I felt instantly relieved. I found the matching Panties, which were, of course, Thongs, and pulled them up my legs. My cock began to stir in its tiny lace prison, so I reached down to tuck it in. I looked at myself in the mirror and wished I had my makeup and wig on.

I was hungry and was going into the kitchen to make something. I felt underdressed in just my lingerie, so I pulled a Pink Babydoll with Black Lace Trim over my head. It was extremely low-cut and it showed a lot of cleavage. I could not believe it; I had cleavage! Too bad Adam wasn't around to see. I made myself some dinner and when I went to sit down, the Babydoll rode up above my cheeks. I was sitting in a chair on my bare ass, with only a Thong covering my hole. I felt so hot and my cock escaped its tuck and sprung into a throbbing erection in the front of my Panties.

I ate my dinner while wearing my cute lingerie, and for the first time, I felt comfortable in my clothes. After I finished eating I sat on the couch to watch TV as I usually did. In this position, I could clearly see my smooth shaved legs propped up on the coffee table and wished I was wearing my heels. My brain was really starting to change. It made me both excited and scared. I was trying to concentrate on the television when a commercial for a local law firm came on. They were trying to get people to sign up for some class action lawsuit against the city, and at the end, they said, "Make Sure To Call our Practice." And the word "practice" popped into my head. The ‘Adam Dildo’; he wanted me to practice!

I went into my bedroom and saw it sitting on my bed, exactly where I had left it. My asshole was still a bit sore, so that was out. I had blown him twice but had not been able to get him all the way in. Perhaps that was what he meant by practice. I picked up the dildo and stroked it. It was heavier than I had anticipated and felt real. I rubbed it for a while until I felt confident enough to put it in my mouth. I was sitting on my mattress, dressed in lingerie and sucking an exact replica of my new boyfriend's cock. I never imagined myself saying those words. I was getting into it, despite feeling a little silly. I was determined to get it down my throat, but I started gagging. I finally was able to take it all the way when my phone beeped and buzzed loudly.

I picked up the phone, with the dildo still deep in my throat. It was a text from Adam, "Hey Dude, what are you doing tomorrow night? "I thought we could go to Burton's and try to pick up some chicks," he had texted.

I know we agreed to remain 'Best Buds' during the week, but I have his cock in my mouth and he wants Alex to hang out with him. I pulled the dildo out of my mouth and texted, "Sure!"

"Okay, I will pick you up at 6:30," he replied.

I was confused, ashamed, and a little embarrassed. I stripped out of my Ariel clothes and went back to the couch in my T-shirt and Boxers to watch TV until it was time to go to sleep.

***

TUESDAY

I got home from work at 5:45 p.m., giving me 30 minutes before Adam picked me up. I wore a nice button-down shirt and pants to work, so I did not need to change for the bar. We did it all the time. We would have dinner, and drinks, and try to pick up girls. He would be successful about half of the time, while I would continue to bat 0.00. I was starting to get nervous as 6 p.m. approached. We only said a quick goodbye on Sunday and have not spoken since. I did not want things to be weird and awkward.

I was looking out my window and he arrived right on time. He gave his usual honk to let me know he was there, and I went downstairs. He drove a Porsche 911 which put my ratty seven-year-old Accord to shame. I opened the door and got in. He reached out to shake my hand, and for some reason, I closed my eyes and leaned in to kiss him. I stopped myself and shook his hand instead. He didn't say anything and I hoped he didn't notice.

"What's up Dude," he said, "I feel like I haven't seen you in forever."

"Hey, what's up? "How is everything going?" I asked, wondering if he would bring up the weekend.

He acted completely normal and said, "Same old. You’re hungry? I'm starving!"

"Yeah, I could eat," I said, feeling more relaxed.

"Cool," he said, "I know it is a Tuesday night, but I have a feeling we will meet some girls tonight."

Meet some chicks? That was the second time he had said that to me. Maybe he really wants to keep things separate. I was completely calm by now, and everything was as it always was. "Perfect," I said, "Maybe I will finally get lucky."

"Don’t worry, I'll be your wingman," he said.

"Gee, thanks," I said sarcastically.

When we got to the bar, he told me to find a table while he went to get the drinks. This was standard protocol. He would set up the tab, and I would just split the bill with him later. We liked this place because you could just grab a table, order whatever food you wanted at the bar, and have it served to you. It was a cool place, and we always had a good time. What was odd about tonight was that Adam was gone for an unusually long period of time. When he finally came over he wasn't alone.

Adam was carrying three beers and was walking back to the table with a pretty blonde girl. "Alex, this is Alyson," he introduced her.

"You and the letter A," I said and smiled.

"What's that?!" she asked turning to Adam.

Adam gave me a look and said, "Nothing, just an inside joke."

"Ooh, tell me," she giggled.

Covering for my dumb comment I said, "It's not really a joke. It is just that everyone in Adam's life seems to have a name beginning with the letter A; his mom, dad, brother, and best friend."

"Does that mean you're going to want me in your life?" She asked him, with sarcastic puppy eyes, this girl seems really fun.

"We technically just met, but I like what I see so far," he said chuckling, liking that she was being so forward.

She sat down, smiling. Adam handed me my beer and I asked, "So how did you guys meet?"

"She tried to steal the bartender away from me," he explained. "You know how pretty girls try to get away with everything in bars."

"You think I'm pretty?" she asked Adam.

"You are more than just pretty; you are hot!"  I said, not knowing where those words came from because I can never talk to girls like that.

"He's right, you are hot!" Adam said.

"Aw, you guys are so sweet," she said, blushing.

"She tried to steal your bartender, and then what happened?" I asked.

"I got his attention and then she ducked under my arm and tried to order before me. I was tempted to let her go in front of me, but when I saw how lovely she was, I offered to pay for her order if she agreed to join us," he said.

"Your friend indeed has a nice smile," she added. Adam was already being a great wingman.

"We started talking and she seemed cool enough so I invited her over," he said.

"It worked out perfectly," she said, "I usually come in with a bunch of girls on Thursdays - Ladies night you know, but tonight I was simply too bored and decided to come solo."

"She agreed to join us for a beer and a burger," he said, "That's what I got for you, by the way."

"How can a girl turn down an offer for dinner and drinks from such a handsome guy," she said.

"You certainly make the table brighter," he said, "Definitely beats looking at my buddy the whole night!"

"Hey," I said.

"Don't be mean," she said, "He's kinda cute. I have a feeling one of my friends will like him. Why don't you guys meet us here on Thursday?"

My face got red in embarrassment. Here was this pretty girl who thought I was cute and offered to set me up with one of her friends. Meanwhile, my best friend, who wants me to be his girlfriend on weekends, is trying to pick up another girl. What exactly have I gotten myself into? Do I want to finally meet a girl? Or am I just jealous of Alyson possibly hooking up with Adam? I've been silent for way too long and still don't know what to say.

Adam, speaking for me, said, "We would love to meet you ladies on Thursday. My buddy here is just a little shy."

She rubbed my arm, asking, "Oh, do I make you nervous?"

"N-n-no," I managed to get out.

"You are really adorable," she said. "Adam, you need to boost your buddy's confidence. My friends are hot and he can probably get lucky with the one I'm thinking of."

"Speaking of getting lucky," Adam said, winking at Alyson.

"Take it easy, buster," she chuckled. "Let me have my dinner and a few more drinks, and we will see." she winked.

"So you think my buddy can hook up with one of your friends, but to use your own words, Handsome Adam has to work for it?" He asked her with a grin.

"Exactly," she exclaimed, continuing to giggle.

"Challenge accepted!" He replied confidently.

Our food came and the two of them continued to flirt with each other while I pretty much sat there and listened. About an hour into the evening, Alyson got up to go to the lady's room.

Adam leaned in and said, "Listen, I think I'm going to end up taking her home. Do you mind getting an Uber?"

"Yeah, no problem," I said.

"When she comes back just tell her you need to get up early for work and head out," he said.

"Ok," I said.

Alyson came back to the table and I got up. "Leaving already?" she asked me.

"Yeah, unfortunately, I have to go to work early tomorrow," I said, "But I'm leaving you in good hands."

"Oh I'm sure of that," she said. She kissed me on the cheek and said, "See you Thursday, right?"

She caught me by surprise with the kiss. It had been so long since I'd had female contact that even a kiss on the cheek was exciting. I hesitated and finally said, "Sounds good goodnight."

Adam gave me a high five and I took out my phone to book my ride home.

It was only a short ride, but my mind was racing. On one hand, I was thrilled that Alyson was going to introduce me to one of her friends, but on the other, I was slightly envious of her. She was probably heading home with my weekend boyfriend. Of course, he would want her instead of me. She had actual boobs and a real pussy to fuck. I was just a dude who pretended to be a girl for him. Why am I even considering wanting him more over a real girl of my own? I was really starting to think like a girl more and more now. Maybe it was because of all that sperm he had shot inside me already.

***

THURSDAY

The next two days were eventless and passed quietly. I hadn't really heard from Adam except the usual meme sharing on Instagram and I hadn't played with any of my Ariel clothes either. Just post lunch I finally heard from him.

"Yo Dude, we’re still on for Burton's tonight to meet those girls, right?" He texted.

I texted back, "Yeah, If you want to."

"Absolutely! Alyson had to go home soon after you left, so we did not get to do anything. She told me she is off on Fridays, which is why she usually goes out on Thursdays," he added.

I grinned. It made me glad he did not hook up with Alyson. "Okay," I typed. "Pick me up at 6:30?"

"You got it," he texted. "She is coming with that friend for you; maybe we will both be lucky."

I just replied, "Cool," feeling slightly envious of Alyson once again.

Work went by quickly, and I found myself in the same situation. My work clothes were fine to go out in and he picked me up at 6:30 on the dot. We found a table and decided to wait for the girls before ordering anything. Alyson was the first to arrive, greeting Adam with an open-lip kiss and me with a kiss on the cheek. I blushed once again at the contact of her soft lips.

"Hey there fellas, what's up?" she asked.

"Not much," Adam replied. "Just waiting for you."

Alyson had dressed in a short dress that showed her luxurious cleavage, generously. It was not like the blouse and jeans she wore on Tuesday. Thursday was pickup night, and everyone knew it. The entire bar seemed to take their looks up a notch.

"How are you doing, Alex?" she asked. "My friends are on their way and they’ll be here in a bit. I have a feeling you'll really like Ava."

"Hey, another A," Adam said out loud.

We all laughed and Adam and Alyson went to order, leaving me to hold the table. My mind began to race once again as soon as I was alone. Here I was, about to meet a girl who Alyson said would probably fool around with me, and all I could think of was Adam being with Alyson. He is going to take her home and fuck her brains out tonight, and I am jealous?! We were supposed to be two Best Buddies out on the prowl, and while both of us were on the verge of banging chicks, here I am wishing I was the one he would take home at the end of the night. What a turnaround from a few weeks ago. What has he done to me?

Alyson's four friends showed up and she walked over to greet them before bringing them over to meet us. She introduced us to Emily, Mia, Sophie, and Ava. Ava was the most attractive among the four, no doubt about it. Did Alyson really think she would like me? No way! I clammed up and just smiled and nodded. Adam was his usual charming self, mostly speaking for me. The four girls walked to the bar, and Alyson stayed with us.

"So Alex, what do you think?" She asked me.

I stuttered, "Sh- She’s gorgeous."

"I knew you'd like her," she smiled, flashing her bright teeth.

"Yeah, but..." I started to say.

Adam interrupted and said, "Looks like our boy is nervous."

Alyson rubbed my shoulder and said, "Aw, that is adorable. There is no reason to be nervous. Ava is very nice and sweet. She recently broke up with her boyfriend and is just looking for a nice guy to have some fun with."

"Think you can handle that Buddy?" Adam asked, "I plan on taking Alyson home tonight, and you should try to get some action too."

Alyson looked at Adam and said in a seductive tone, "Oh really?"

"Yeah, baby," he said, "You look so good tonight, we might be out of here sooner than you think!"

"Mmmmm," she replied.

"How about you get hold of Ava and bring her over so we can take care of my boy here and then go have our own fun," he smiled.

"I am not sure," I admitted nervously.

"Come on, Dude, grow a pair and speak to the pretty girl. It's not hard," he said to me.

Alyson walked up and grabbed Ava. She, too, was wearing a tiny clubbing dress. I could not talk to a girl like this, even if her best friend was setting us up. I took a swig of my beer and attempted to relax.

"Ava, let me better introduce you to Alex. He's Best Friends with Adam," Alyson said.

Ava put her hand out to shake mine. We exchanged the usual light handshake between a boy and a girl. She smiled and said, "Hi."

I was nervous, so I said "Hi" in a high-pitched voice.

Alyson and Adam laughed, while Ava simply looked at me. "Relax," Adam mouthed to me.

I smiled at her but was speechless.

Adam tried to help me out by saying, "So Ava, I hear you just got out of a relationship and are looking for someone to show you a good time."

Ava turned to Alyson and said, "Babe, You did not have to tell them everything!"

Alyson simply grinned and shrugged.

I still could not come up with anything clever to say and decided I needed a break. I was able to finally ask, "Who is up for another round?"

Everyone agreed, and I got up to get us some more drinks. I took my time by the bar, trying to calm myself down. Then I realized that I could not carry four glasses. I told the bartender, who handed me a tray. I walked back to the table like I was a waiter holding the drinks.

While I was away, Adam had his tongue in Alyson's mouth and they were making out like crazy. Ava was staring at her phone, she was definitely bored. When I placed the drinks on the table, the two paused kissing for a second. They each took a sip and returned to making out.

Ava looked at me and said, "Can you believe these two, making out in the middle of the bar?"

I was staring at them and simply said, "Yeah," without even looking at Ava.

I simply could not take my eyes off them. I think Ava said something, but I could not get my gaze away from them. Here I was being set up with a hot chick that sounded like she was ready to go while I was fantasizing that I was her friend that's being kissed by my Best Friend. I was sooo jealous right now.

When the lovebirds came up for air, Adam said, "We're gonna get out of here. You two will be ok without us, right?"

"Yeah," Ava said.

I nodded, and both of them stood up. Alyson looked at Ava and mouthed, "Text me later." while Adam’s hands were already exploring her body eagerly by now.

Ava nodded, and in a few seconds, we were the only two people in the booth now. "Don’t you think I'm pretty?" Ava just straight out asked me.

I paused awkwardly for a couple of seconds before I was able to say, "No- I mean of course I do. You're very pretty."

"I wasn't sure because you've been staring at Alyson," she said.

She had no idea I was pretending to be Alyson, rather than staring at her.

"I'm sorry," I said, "I guess I didn't realize."

"Listen, I think you are cute, and Alyson thought you would be a sure thing, but I just don’t feel it, honestly. I really need a rebound lay," she said.

"Oh," I said.

"Is that all you got to say? I thought you'd at least try to convince me not to walk away. I was ready to go home with you, but you are obviously not interested," she said.

I was still distracted by Adam taking another woman home, and despite the fact that this hot girl was practically throwing herself at me, I couldn’t find any words. When I said nothing, she got up in a huff and went back to join her friends. I took out my phone and called Uber. I was once again going home alone.

During the cab ride, all I could think about was Adam and Alyson. Why was he with her when he could have been with me instead? My thoughts made me hard, and I started rubbing my crotch in the back of the cab. When I got home, I knew what I wanted to do because I was so horny like I’d never been before. I had resisted wearing Ariel's clothes all week, but it was time to play again.

I stripped naked and stepped into the shower. My body hair had started to grow back, so I shaved everything below my brows. It was nice to feel smooth and silky once more. I dried off and headed to my lingerie drawers. I say drawers in plural because I had so much by now that I needed to add a second drawer.

I put on the breast forms and a Purple Satin Bra and just like that, I had boobs again! I skipped the Panties because I knew I wouldn't be wearing them long anyway. Rifling through my drawers, I chose a skimpy pink sheer babydoll that barely covered my cheeks behind or my leaking cock in the front. I put on the Blonde Wig, then applied makeup and my now signature Bubblegum Pink Lipstick. I was only doing this for myself, but when I looked in the mirror, I was hot. My erection peeked out from beneath the short Nightie. I chuckled to myself, wondering if Ava would still want to fuck me if she saw me now.

I got on my bed and found my prize, my ‘Adam Dildo’.I stroked it up and down while pretending it was actually him. Then I put it in my mouth and gave it a sloppy suck with a lot of saliva, knowing that I had other plans for it. I smiled as I saw the Pink Lipstick marks I had left on the dark surface of the dildo. When it seemed wet enough I pulled it out of my mouth.

I took out a tube of fruity-smelling lube and coated my fingers. I reached down and inserted my index finger into my asshole. It had been nearly a week since Adam fucked me, and I was back to being tight. I got goosebumps as I eased my finger deeper and deeper. One finger wasn't going to do it though. Adam's cock was huge, so was his exact replica here. I worked on two fingers first, then three. I hit my prostate, and even though I considered cumming, I knew I wanted to cum with the dildo deep in my ass.

I raised my knees so that my feet rested flat on the bed. I took a deep breath and pressed the dildo's tip against my rosebud. I had never done this before, and I did not want to hurt myself. Adam pushing his cock into me was one thing because he was in control. Here I was doing it myself but from a different angle. I pressed a little harder and my asshole began to open. Thank goodness I stretched myself out with my fingers first. I was encouraged and pushed it even deeper. It felt so big inside me, and it was not even halfway through. I had already taken the real thing a couple of times, so I was confident I could do it. I put my hand on the base and pushed it all the way inside me in one press. I gasped as the silicone balls near its base rested against my ass.

I waited and took a few deep breaths as my Adam Dildo was completely inside of me. Then I clenched my hole, I could literally feel the veins on the dildo while it was still inside me and it began to slip out a little. I pressed my hand against the base, pushing it back in. I repeated the process, enjoying the sensation of it gradually moving inside me. When I was ready to be more adventurous I pulled it out until the tip and then fucked myself deeply over and over. I was rubbing my prostate as I made these deep thrusts. I was getting those familiar tingles and I was soon ready to cum. I found the right spot and began hammering my prostate hard. I didn't last much longer and I came really hard, shooting my load straight up into the air and soaking my Babydoll.

I actually came so hard that I passed out. When I woke up, it was around 4 a.m., and the dildo was still buried inside me. I slowly pulled it out and felt a sudden sense of emptiness. My asshole was gaping wide once again, just like it was last weekend. I thought about getting up and cleaning myself, but I was too tired and I needed to get up at 7 for work. I fell asleep once again, still in my cum soaked skimpy babydoll and blonde wig, excited about seeing Adam as Ariel again tomorrow.

***

FRIDAY

I woke up to my blaring alarm feeling a little groggy and a little sore. I had fucked myself quite hard last night, and I knew I was in for more over the next three days. I took my shower and got ready for work. I was still feeling envious that Adam had taken Alyson home with him last night, and that fueled something inside me that made me want to prove myself to him. For some reason, as I was looking through my clothes, I opened my lingerie drawer almost reflexively. I picked up a black lace thong and decided to wear it under my work pants. My shirt was always tucked in at work, so I had almost no risk of being discovered. When I pulled the thong into place, I felt excited and knew I had made the right choice. I got dressed and put the matching Bra and my Breasts in a bag, so I would have them ready for when I got to Adam's.

Work dragged on and I had a boner for most of the day. The Thong was shifting and making me horny. Luckily I had my own office and no one could see what I was hiding under my desk. When I finally got the go-ahead to leave, I was both excited and a little nervous. Twice this week, I had hung out with Adam as Alex. He took a girl home and tried to hook me up with one. Now I was driving to his house, about to spend the weekend as his girlfriend. I was wondering if he would mention Alyson or ask if I had hooked up with Ava, or if he would act as if this week had never happened and pick up where we left off last Sunday. I wish these scenarios did not keep popping into my head, but I could not stop them. This was an unusual arrangement and I wasn't as comfortable in it as he seemed to be.

I pulled up to Adam's house and grabbed my bag as well as my/Ariel’s set of his house keys. I let myself in and could hear the TV in the family room. He must be in there. I walked into the guest room, which I guess from now on was my room. As agreed he had moved all of Ariel's stuffs in here. He had painted the room in light pink and added white trim around the moldings. It looked like a little girl's room. The bed was gone and there was a big makeup table along with a couch and some chairs. It had an attached bathroom, which was a nice addition.

I stripped down to my skimpy little black thong and got to work. I wrapped the breasts around my chest and put on the matching lacy black bra. I sat down at the makeup table, where my Blonde Wig was waiting for me. It was on top of a mannequin's head, and I picked it up to put on my own head. There was a large mirror for me to use, and I admired the feminine features on my face that I had never noticed until a week ago. I applied makeup and noticed that I was getting better at it. I finished with my now-signature bubblegum pink lipstick and I looked fantastic. I spotted a big tube of cherry lube on the far side of the table. I had no idea lube came in so many flavors and wondered why. Knowing it could not hurt, I rubbed some on my fingertip. I pulled down my thong and applied some to the outside of my asshole before inserting a finger inside. I opened up easily, which I took as a positive sign. I went back for more and made sure I was sufficiently lubed.

After putting my Thong back into place, I walked into the closet to find the rest of my outfit. He hadn't mentioned going out and I don't think I was ready for that anyway. I still wanted to wear something sexy for him and make him forget about Alyson. I looked through ‘my new closet’ and decided on a sexy black one to match my lingerie. It had spaghetti straps and was low cut to show off my cleavage, and it was completely backless showing off my smooth back up to a few inches above my ass crack, it was so risque and sexy. I smiled as I realized he had not seen me with boobs yet. The dress hugged my upper body and flared out at the bottom. It came halfway down to my knees, and he could easily flip up the skirt if he wanted. Feeling a little more daring, I grabbed a pair of 4" black stilettos. I walked a few laps around the room until I felt comfortable in them.

I made my way down the hall to the Family Room to see Adam, the heels added a little sexy sway to my hips, I’d never felt this sexy before, and I knew I was hot as fuck. He was sitting on the couch and did not notice me immediately. I took a few more steps to ensure he heard my heels, and then he turned around.

"Oh, hey Ella," he said, "Do you mind grabbing me another beer and get whatever you want for yourself. There's wine in the fridge or make a drink at the bar. Maybe you’re in the mood for a Martini or something. Then come join me on the couch."

I turned around and walked back towards the kitchen, confused and a little upset. I had gone all out to look hot for him and I barely got a hello. Just a ‘Grab me a drink.’? What the hell was going on with him? This was not at all what I had expected. Not to mention the wine or martini thing? We always drank beers together for like the last half a decade of knowing him. Is this how he treated all of his girlfriends?

I shrugged it off and reminded myself I was here to have some fun. I looked amazing as Ariel and was ready to do whatever he wanted. I grabbed his beer and popped off the top. I may be wearing a dress, lingerie, and heels, but there's no way I'm drinking Martini! He had a bottle of Pinot noir I liked and I poured myself a glass. I made my way to the couch, carefully walking in heels while holding a drink in each hand. I handed him his beer and placed my wine glass on the coffee table. As I sat down, I smoothed the skirt underneath me. I truly was acting like a girl.

"Hey Daddy," I said.

He said, "Hey Ella, thanks."

I raised my wine glass, and we clinked our drinks together, saying, "Cheers!"

Then we simply sat in silence for some time, sipping our drinks, while I was once more getting upset. This would have been typical behavior for Adam and Alex, but not for Adam and Ariel. It was his idea for me to do this and now he's paying attention to the Lakers game on TV instead of me. Had Alyson so rocked his world last night that he was no longer interested in me? Or was he simply doing this on purpose to tease me? Is he waiting for me to make the first move? Damn, my mind and all of these thoughts.

I waited for a few more minutes before deciding to take the initiative. If he reacted positively, great; otherwise, I was out of here, and this Ariel thing was over. I placed my right hand on his knee. He did not move. I worked it slowly up his thigh until I got to his crotch. I rubbed him through his joggers, feeling his cock come to life. He moaned and I knew he was into it.

"That feels great, Ella," he said. "I missed you so much this week babygirl."

I felt better after hearing his words. I was starting to feel silly being all glammed up like this, but I was once again glad he was still interested. 


"How was your week, Daddy?" I asked, keeping up the bit that I hadn't seen him.

"Pretty good," he replied. "I went out a couple of times, but nothing special happened."

This piqued my interest. I knew what had happened this week, and I was more than aware that he had brought a girl home last night. We agreed not to discuss our time as Best Friends while I was dressed like this, but my jealousy flared up again.

I couldn't help myself and said, "Oh really? I heard on the grapevine that you got lucky with some chick."

"Really?! Who told you that?" He chuckled.

"Just something I heard," I replied.

"You know, we never said we were exclusive. We agreed to only have a relationship on weekends," he said, refusing to give up.

"Yes, I know; I was just curious. I heard that girl was really hot, and you brought her home," I commented.

"That bitch?!" He asked. "If you really want to know, I will tell you. She was interested in me, and I figured we could have some fun. I stripped her clothes and dropped my pants. She saw the size of my dick and got spooked. She left me with blue balls after telling me there’s no way she could handle it."

All I could say to that was "Oh!"

"I was tempted to jerk off and then I remembered you were able to take my big cock so well. So I chose to hold onto my big load for you." He said.

I was searching for the right words to say when a "Wow" came out of my mouth.

I was secretly happy that he didn’t fuck Alyson last night. Even though I was not entirely sure how this arrangement worked, it felt good to know he had waited for me instead of simply jerking off. Last weekend was fantastic, and I had struck out with a hot girl who was literally throwing herself at me last night. Perhaps I really am better off as a girl.

Throughout this brief conversation, one thing remained constant. I kept rubbing his crotch, and his cock was now hard and throbbing in his pants. I placed my glass on the coffee table and pulled his erection out of his pants. I began to stroke him, and he leaned in to kiss me. We were making out while I was jerking him off.

He paused kissing me and asked, "Ella, could you get on your knees?"

"Sure," I said, assuming he was ready for a blowjob.

I dropped to my knees in front of him and pulled his pants down.

"No, not that way; turn around," he smiled.

This was interesting. I had no idea what he was up to, but I obeyed and spun around. I was kneeling, my ass sticking up high and facing the television. He flipped up my skirt and was greeted by the sight of my Black Thong nestled between my cheeks.

"Hmmm, look at that ass," he said. "Has it always looked this good?"

"Um, I guess," I responded.

His hands massaged my ass as he pulled my Thong down. I wiggled my ass at him, which had now become a reflex since he was back there. I was bracing for him to fuck me. Even though I was lubed up and had played with myself last night, I was expecting it to not be smooth or easy when he penetrated me. But instead of his hard cock, I felt something soft and wet. I glanced over my shoulder and saw his head between my cheeks. He was eating me out, holy shit! The cherry lube came to my mind, and I realized why he had left it for me.

Of course, I had never experienced this before, and it was fucking amazing. I had no idea just his tongue could make me feel so good. He was going down on me like I was a girl. His tongue was moving in circles, flicking and teasing my hole like it was actually a pussy. Then he pressed directly on me, with his tongue inside. The sensation made me gasp loud. My cherry-lubed asshole had opened up for him, allowing his tongue to enter. My cock hardened and after a couple of quick jabs from his tongue, I started to cum in streams.

"Oh my God!" I screamed.

I was having a hands-free orgasm, from my boyfriend's tongue in my ass. How was this all even happening? How did I end up in this situation? Either way, it was fantastic. I had exploded all over the inside of the skirt part of my dress and I was breathing heavily.

"I guess you liked that?" He asked, chuckling.

"Yessss," I moaned still descending from the high.

He did not give me time to catch my breath before pressing his rock-hard cock against my entrance and thrusting deep in one motion. I groaned so loudly again because I felt him completely inside me. He remained still, and my whole body began to shake.

I panted, "Ah, Ahh, Ahhh." and I came once again and I passed out there.

When I came to after a few seconds he was rubbing my face and asked me, "You ok baby?"

"Oh yeah!" I moaned, realizing I was still on my knees with his cock buried to the hilt.

"I'm gonna fuck you now," he said, "Is that ok?!"

"Pleassse," I moaned.

Then he pulled back to the tip and thrusted right back in one swift motion. He repeated this over and over, fucking me hard. I already had cum twice, and he wanted his. As he pounded me, I pushed my hips back against him. He screamed out and began cumming. I felt spasm after spasm inside me as his warm cum flooded me. I could not believe how much he was cumming, and then I remembered he said he was saving this load just for me.

He eventually stopped shooting and limply fell out of me. He pulled my thong up and pulled my dress back down.

I stood up and told him, "Daddy, I think I need to go clean up and change my clothes."

"No problem, babygirl," he said. "Find something casual, I'll order some dinner. Oh, and if you need them, there are tampons in the bathroom."

I took off my heels and went to my bedroom. It giggled because it looked like I was taking a walk of shame. I was completely covered in sperm, both his and my own. The front of my dress was soaked from my two orgasms, and I could feel him beginning to ooze out of my back passage because of how much he left inside. I went to my room and took off my clothes. I looked in the mirror and noticed that, aside from needing some minor touch-ups, my makeup and wig were still in good shape, and my breasts were still in place. When I reached for my asshole, I realized I was completely soaked back there. Now I knew why he mentioned the tampons. I definitely didn't want to be leaking throughout dinner and the rest of the night.

I went into the bathroom and found the tampon box. Taking one out, I realized I had no idea what to do with them. I had never seen one in person before. Fortunately, there were instructions on the box. I was able to easily insert it because Adam had busted open my asshole again. My hole sucked it up like a vacuum, leaving just a string hanging down. It was nice to have something inside me again.

I considered showering, but I did not think I had time. I also had the feeling we were not yet done for the night. I found a washcloth and soaked it in warm water. I cleaned up my stomach and crotch as best I could before drying off. I went back to the closet and looked for a new outfit. Adam said casual, but there was nothing here I would consider to be that style. Either Ariel never wore pants or he threw them all out. Everything hanging up was either a dress or a skirt. Going through the closet I saw a few dresses that looked loose and a little longer. I guess that's what he meant. Since I just wore all Black I thought I would mix it up a little and pick a color. There was a cute Pink Dress with a White floral design on it. I found a set of VS shine strap Pink Bra and matching satin Brazillian Panties and got dressed.

I looked in the mirror and agreed that this could be considered casual. I looked good, so I am sure he would not mind. This dress didn't show off the top of my boobs, but they were still prominently sticking out through the light fabric. The skirt of the dress was loose and fell just below my knees. He could lift it again if he wanted to. I was done with heels for the evening and found a pair of open-toed sandals with a 2" heel that worked. As I looked down, I imagined how nice my toes would look with nail polish on them. Wow, he is truly molding my mind to think like a girl!

I found him in the kitchen, and he had ordered pizza. Perfect, nice, and simple. He knew what I liked because we had eaten thousands of pies together over the years. He took out the bottle of wine I was drinking earlier while he continued drinking beer. I was craving a beer right now but wanted to keep up the act.

"I was thinking we would watch a movie and relax on the couch after dinner. "Then we can go to the bedroom whenever you are ready," he said.

"That sounds good to me," I said.

"Do you mind if we watch the new John Wick movie? Or would you rather watch a Rom-Com?" He asked.

Rom-Com What was he talking about? I wondered. We have never seen a Rom-Com before. Oh right, I'm a girl so I must like those movies. "John Wick is fine. I haven't seen the new one yet," I said.

"That is great; I will make some popcorn and we can snuggle on the couch."

We finished dinner and went back to the Family Room. He made a large bucket of popcorn for us to share. The movie was quite good, and I enjoyed the screenplay and the action obviously.

A little more than halfway through the movie I blindly reached for some more popcorn. I had not realized he had placed the bucket next to him and lowered his pants. My hand landed on his cock, and I grabbed it before realizing what was going on. He moaned, and I went with it, rubbing him into a full erection. There were no words spoken, and I felt his hand move behind my head, pushing me towards his crotch. I took the hint and moved down.

I had practiced with the lifelike replica and hoped to take him fully into my throat for the first time. That would certainly make him happy. I kissed his head and licked away the drop of precum that had formed on the tip. He took a deep breath. I licked up and down the sides before opening my mouth to take him in. I did not want to rush and take him all the way down quickly. I knew from my experiments this week that I needed to get used to his size first. I lowered my head slowly while swirling my tongue around his throbbing shaft. I bobbed my head up and down, applying some pressure while sucking, I could feel his pulsing veins on my tongue, this was so much better than the rubber one back at my place. When I felt ready, I plunged all the way down, feeling him enter my throat. I smiled as he gasped at the sensation. Well, as much as one can smile while having such a big cock in your mouth! I deepthroated him for a while until he began to swell. I quickly felt him throb, and before I realized he was cumming directly into my stomach. It was a strange sensation, but I did not want to move until he was fully finished.

He rubbed the back of my head smiling and said, "That was fantastic, babygirl, but I am a little sensitive right now. Do you mind?"

I raised my head, and the sound of his still-hard cock exiting my mouth caused a popping sound. I looked up at him, and both of us laughed. That was definitely different and I was glad he enjoyed it. As I sat back up, I noticed the end credits scrolling on the screen. I was disappointed that I had missed the end of the movie, but I suppose this is what happens when you are the Girlfriend instead of the Buddy.

"How are you feeling, Ella?" He asked.

"Great, you?" I asked.

"So you're not tired?" He asked.

"Nope, I'm good," I said.

"I believe I have one more in me if you are in the mood," he said.

"If that is what you want," I replied shyly.

"How about I carry you to our bed and make love to you until you start screaming my name?" He offered.

I started getting hard in my panties just thinking about him giving me more orgasms tonight. "I am all yours," I exclaimed, excitedly.

He wasted no time in picking me up from the couch. I never realized how strong he was. He carried me into the bedroom like a bride on her wedding night and gently dropped me onto the bed. He walked into the bathroom and told me to get comfortable. I pulled my dress over my head and returned to bed in just my bra and panties.

He jumped on me after coming out of the bathroom completely naked. In a split second, his tongue was in my mouth. We made out as his hands were all over my lingerie-clad hairless body. He reached behind me and unclasped my bra, being careful to avoid the hooks for my breasts. This was his first time seeing them.

"You look good with big tits," he said. "Maybe we will get you a pair of real ones."

My cheeks turned red. That was among the things I was concerned about. Did he actually want me to get breast implants? That would mean the end of Alex for good. Did I want them? My nagging brain was once again getting in the way. I didn't say anything and just looked at him.

"Think about it baby," he said. "If you had real ones, I could suck on your nipples and drive you even more crazier."

Not wanting to respond to him I just said, "Daddy, would you just fuck me please!"

"Nope," he replied.

"What? Whyyy?!" I whined in disappointment.

"I told you I would make love to you," he said, smiling. "I want you to look into my eyes while I make you cum again!"

I whimpered in impatience, "Pleaseee."

He pulled off my Thong and threw it on the floor. He slid his hands under my hips and lifted me up slightly. He pulled the string on my tampon, and it easily slid out. The empty feeling was short-lived because he quickly inserted a finger inside me.

"Wonderful! You are still soaking wet!" He said smiling.

He lined himself up and wrapped my legs around his waist. He put his tongue in my mouth and he was kissing me as he pushed his dick inside me again. My hands were behind his head, pulling him into the kiss as he was entering me. Just like he said, this was going to be a slow lovemaking session and I was all for it. When his balls touched mine I moaned into his mouth. He pulled back ever so slowly and inched back in even slower. I loved it when he fucked me hard, but I think I liked this even better. The gradual movements in and out plus the constant making out was making my body feel amazing. On top of all of this, I wasn't even hard. I don't know how that could be. My excitement level was off the charts and when I looked down I saw my limp dick lying there.

He had been making love to me for longer than he ever had. I wasn't looking at the clock or anything, but I didn't care. He changed his angle ever so slightly and he was making contact with my magic spot.

"Right there," I gasped.

"Yeah Babygirl, you like that?" He asked.

"Ohhh Yeah Daddy!" I moaned.

"Are you gonna cum again baby?" He asked.

"I think so, but I am not even hard," I replied.

"That is okay; just let yourself go babygirl," he said.

He started jabbing in the right spot, and I thrusted back at him in rhythm. And just like that, soon my body began to shake, and I got goosebumps all over once again.

"Oh My God Adam! Adam! Adam! Yesssss!" I screamed as I came hands-free.

It was an orgasm like I'd never experienced before. My limp cock was shooting a constant stream all over my stomach. His cock felt like it was getting thicker and my asshole was holding it tightly. He pulled back and with a big plunge, thrusted back in and came inside me for the second time tonight. He kissed me hard through his orgasm until he slipped out and rolled over next to me.

He had a big smile on his face, I asked smiling still not down from the high of the whole experience, "What?!"

"I told you I was going to make you scream my name!" He said chuckling.

"You were right again," I replied giggling.

He got up and said, "Will be right back."

I was lying on my back breathing heavily. I’d had three massive orgasms already and it's still only Friday. I can only imagine what he has in store for the next two days. He came back with a warm washcloth and a small black satin string pouch in his hand.

He handed me the washcloth saying, "Here, clean up a little while I put this in,"

"What's that?" I asked.

He opened the pouch and pulled out a black matte-finished rubber object and said "A butt plug, It's so you don't leak all over the mattress while we sleep. It's better than the tampon overnight because it won't absorb everything. That way, when I want to fuck you in the morning, you will be ready."

And that immediately made my limp cock twitch, he smiled and pushed the plug inside me as I was processing what he had just said. It felt like it locked in place and I almost wished it was as big as his black cock.

"You okay?" He asked.

"Yeah, feels nice," I said.

"What do you want to do tomorrow?" I was thinking of taking you out to dinner." He asked.

He caught me off guard, and I switched back into Alex mode. "Dude, I am not sure I am ready for that," I said nervously.

He pretended not to notice it and said, "Sweetie, if you want, I can take you to a salon where they can get you ready. You will look even more beautiful!"

Going back into character I said, "Daddy, can we talk about it in the morning? I'm kinda tired."

"Sure babygirl," he said and gave me a deep wet kiss. "Goodnight."

"Goodnight," I said.

He rolled over, and my brain kicked in again. Going out to a restaurant? Wearing a dress? Salon? This was moving so quickly. Then again he's cum inside me so many times already, of course, he expects things to progress. I guess it can't hurt to try. That seems to be my motto for the last couple of weeks. What is the worst thing that could happen? I rolled over and closed my eyes. Tomorrow's a new day.

***
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