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BOOK 6 of THE SISSY TROPHY WIFE & HER BLACK BILLIONAIRE HUSBAND

 By S(issy) Joey


DISCLAIMER:

All the characters involved in this fiction are above the legal age of 18 and the story involves only consenting adults. This story contains the concepts Sissification, Feminization, Gentle Domination, Old/Young Relationships, Swinging, Lingerie Fetish, and Group Play, among other kinks & fetishes associated with the ones listed.

~

Checkout my other works here; in this link

.

Sign up for my weekly newsletter to stay updated about my newest releases and get a free ebook as a signing up Thank You and. I promise, there’ll be no spam!

…


Author’s Note:

This Book directly continues from the previous part. If not read before, I’d kindly suggest you read it first to get a better understanding of the story that takes place here. And if you’ve already read the previous books, thank you so much for your support.

And do please keep giving your love.

Thank you :)

◆◆◆


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.

◆◆◆



































BOOK 7 of THE SISSY TROPHY WIFE & HER BLACK BILLIONAIRE HUSBAND 

By S(issy) Joey


DISCLAIMER:

All the characters involved in this fiction are above the legal age of 18 and the story involves only consenting adults. This story contains the concepts Sissification, Feminization, Gentle Domination, Old/Young Relationship, Swinging, Lingerie Fetish, Group Play, among other kinks & fetishes associated with the ones listed.

~

Checkout my other works here; in this link

.

Sign up for my weekly newsletter to stay updated about my newest releases and to also get a free ebook as a thank you! I promise, there’ll be no spam!

…




Author’s Note

Dear Reader, Whishing you a Very Happy New Year, Thank you for your continuous support, it’s been six months since I’ve started publishing, The love and support I have been receiving makes me genuinely grateful. I love writing and I promise to keep writing even more in this Year. I love reading your emails and reviews, please do keep them coming. If you haven’t yet subscribed to my personal newsletter, please do subscribe here, you’ll receive a free steamy sissy erotica as a welcome gift, and more than that, you’ll be the first to know whenever a new one drops, I also am planning to do multiple free giveaways this year for all my subscribers. So make sure to sign up to know when it happens, it’s absolutely free :)  

This particular chapter hits close home and I couldn’t keep me from touching myself even while writing it, That’s the reason for the slight delay ;) 

I hope you enjoy this story as much as I did writing it! 

◆◆◆


I entered the closet for the first time. It was mostly Ariel's clothing. I investigated by opening each drawer. She had bras and panties in every color imaginable, as well as a drawer devoted to garter belts and stockings. She must have had a hundred different styles of dresses. I can not believe she left all of this behind. I chose a Pink Sundress with a Black Floral design that seemed appropriate for an outdoor barbecue. I pulled out a matching VS Pink Bra with a Black Trim and a sexy chic Thong. I got dressed quickly and put on the wig.

I sat down at her makeup table and had no idea what to do, so I Googled 'Quick Makeup Tricks.' I have always liked girls with long eyelashes, so I was glad to see she had fake ones. I put them on and brushed my eyelids and face. I finished by selecting a lipstick tube. It was pink, so I figured it was fine. I did not do too badly for a rookie, and I knew Adam would not mind. He would just be happy for the companionship. I walked out to the backyard after finding a pair of white sandals that fit. He had put a t-shirt back on and was finishing by the grill.

"Oh my goodness, Ariel!" He said. "You look gorgeous!"

"Thanks, Daddy," I said, playing along.

"Excellent job on the makeup!" he exclaimed as he pulled me into a kiss. "Are you sure you have not done this before?"

"God Bless the internet!" I said.

"But seriously," he said, "You were made for this. You are going to love being my new Ariel."

"Take it easy, Dude!" I said seriously, "I have to admit I like the clothes, but I'm still in a dilemma over the other stuff."

"Do not worry, Baby," he joked, "I am going to make you feel so good, you will be begging for more!"

"'Kay, Daddy," I said, getting back into character. "But remember, we agreed to stop if I do not like it."

"Of course, Ella," he said, "but trust me, that is not going to happen."

We sat down and ate dinner. Once again it was no different from any of our other meals. We were having one of our usual conversations, except I was dressed up, wearing makeup, and a wig. He had prepared steaks, grilled vegetables, and baked potatoes. We switched from beer to wine and had a delicious meal. I had almost forgotten what I was wearing until he reached across the table and began to stroke my hand.

"Ella, darling, what do you think about returning the favor from the pool?" He asked.

"Now?!" I asked.

"Well, why not? You can have some pre-dessert before we have the ice cream," he smiled.

"But I have never done that before," I explained.

"Yeah, and neither did I when I did you in the pool," he admitted.

"All right," I said reluctantly.

He stood up and lowered down his shorts and boxers. I got my first look at his cock that was not underwater. From this angle, it appeared even larger. "It is your first time, so don’t overthink it," he said as he sat down again. "Just do what you think would make me feel good."

I stood up, and he moved his chair away from the table. I got down on my knees and kissed the tip. He moaned and a drop of precum came out. I licked it off instinctively. I opened my mouth and took him in my mouth. He was encouraging me, but I stopped and began to pull my head back because he was so big in my mouth.

"Do not worry about taking me all the way in," he said, grabbing the back of my head. "You will figure it out eventually. Just suck me as best you can and use a lot of tongue."

I ignored his 'eventually' remark and began working on the massive cock in my mouth. The faster I could get him off, the better. I bobbed my head and tried to copy what he did to me in the pool. I was moving my tongue, and when I put pressure on his head, he moaned the loudest. His dick began to throb, and I knew what was about to happen. He announced he was about to cum and I pulled my head back again. I was not sure if I wanted him in my mouth, and I was even more unsure about swallowing. He made my decision for me and held my head still while ejaculating. I swallowed the first shot, but it kept coming until I swallowed every drop. I stood up and returned to my chair. I wiped my mouth and took a swig of wine.

"Ariel, that was incredible!" He said. "You sure that was your first time?"

I replied, "Yes, Baby."

"How did you find it?" He asked.

"I think I prefer receiving one to giving one," I admitted.

"Do not worry," he said, "you will get used to it."

"Oh really?" I exclaimed jokingly.

"I promise you, Ella, I am going to give you so much pleasure that you will want to do that for me as a thank you," he said.

"Well that hasn't happened yet," I said.

"It is on its way," he said, "are you ready now, or would you like some dessert first?"

"I could go for some ice cream," I said, wanting to cleanse my palate.

"No problem, Babe," he said, "but it is getting a little windy out here. Let us go inside and have that on the couch."

I assisted him in clearing the table, and he was correct about the breeze. My dress was blowing around like crazy. I could not decide whether I should hang on to the plates or avoid flashing Adam. It's wild that my mind went there, it's like putting on a dress sent me into full girl mode.

While he scooped the ice cream, I sat on the couch. He brought the two bowls over and put on a football game. We finished our dessert while watching the game. I placed my empty bowl on the coffee table and tried to focus on the game. He finished as well and moved closer to me until our hips were touching. He wrapped his arm around me as we continued to watch the game. He began to rub the back of my neck for a few minutes, and when he removed his arm, I whimpered almost involuntarily. I did not want him to stop touching me. I had a feeling there was more to come as he moved his focus to my thigh.

Here I am sitting on my best friend's couch, watching a football game for like the thousandth time, except this time I am dressed in a cute little dress and he is massaging me to get me ready for sex. We've already traded blowjobs and it was almost time for the main event. I was nervous, but I knew deep down that he would never hurt me. His hand crept up my dress, and by the time he reached my panties, he could tell I was becoming hard.

"Feeling good, Ella?!" He asked, already knowing the answer.

"Yeah, Daddy, this is nice," I said, not knowing what else to respond to that.

He reached under my legs and drew them across his lap. "Lean back, I am going to get you ready."

I had no idea what exaclty 'ready' meant, but I listened to him. I was sitting with my back to the sofa arm and my legs straight across his thighs. "Like this?" I asked.

"Perfect," he exclaimed.

He reached under my dress and dragged my panties down to my ankles. He reached for my mouth with his right index finger and pressed it against my pink lipstick-covered smile.

"Get it nice and wet. I want you to enjoy this whole experience," he said.

I was confused, but I agreed on wanting to enjoy everything, so I got to work on his finger. He pulled it out and slid it back underneath my dress after a few sucks. In the back of my mind, I knew what was about to happen, but I still gave him a look as if to say 'Really?' He interpreted my look and cooed in my ear asking me to relax. I felt the wet tip of his finger press against my asshole and pop inside.

"Ohhhh," I gasped.

"Just relax and keep breathing," he said, "I am opening you up so you are ready for me."

That word'ready' came up again. As he continued to press his finger deeper, my breathing became heavy.

"I don't think I can do this," I said, "Your dick is so much bigger than your index finger. How do you expect me to..."

He quickly moved his finger over a spot, causing me to yell before I could finish my sentence.

"What the heck was that?" I asked, barely able to speak.

"That is your prostate," he explained, "and if a fingertip can do that, imagine how you will feel when my big cock massages it."

"Can you do it again?" I asked, pleading.

"Oh no, that is not for fingering, that is for fucking," he said. "Let me finish and we'll go inside."

"All right," I said, disappointed.

I sat back and let him prepare my asshole for fucking. When he realized I could handle it, he added a second finger, and then a third. I moved my hips along with him, and he grinned. I appreciated how much time and effort he put into making me feel at ease. With a real girl our age, she was pretty much ready to go.

To an audible groan from me, he pulled his fingers out. My feeling of being full had vanished, and my asshole was open. He moved my legs to the floor and stood up. Then he reached down to grab my hand and help me up.

"Ready to go to the bedroom?" He asked.

"As ready as I will ever be," I admitted reluctantly.

I walked with him hand in hand to his bedroom, knowing that shortly my anal cherry would be popped. I took him at his word that I would enjoy it and went in with that attitude. He sat me down on the bed and kissed me on the lips. He went into the bathroom and said he would be right back.

I was worried and nervous. I was worried that it would hurt, but more worried that I would let Adam down. I kept telling myself that everything would be fine. Then he emerged from the bathroom, buck naked and clutching a tube of lube. I started to hyperventilate.

He approached me and took my hands in his. He helped me to my feet and asked, "You ok Ella?"

"I am just nervous," I explained.

"All you have to do is stay calm and breathe." I'm telling you you're gonna love it," he said.

"OK," I replied.

He pulled my dress over my head, revealing my bra and skimpy thong. "Nice choice, cute while also sexy with some pink to match your lips. If you do not mind, I would like you to keep your lingerie on."

"Certainly," I replied.

"Now why don't you lie on your back and I'll try to help you relax," he said.

I sat in the middle of the bed, my head resting on one of his pillows. I felt like I was lying there for an eternity, but it was only a few seconds. Suddenly, he was on top of me, his tongue in my mouth. I felt his hard cock brush against my stomach while we were making out. At the same time, my erection was about to pop out of the top of my thong.

He stopped kissing my lips and began kissing down my body. He sucked on my neck before moving down to lick my nipples through the lace front of my bra. The sensation of his lips against my smooth body was incredible. He kissed his way down my body until he reached my panties. He pulled the strap out of my crack and moved it to the side. He gave my cock a kiss through my panties and then gave a slow long lick to my asshole. I yelped in anticipation.

I heard the cap of the lube open and he coated his finger and pressed it inside of me. I jumped at the cold sensation, but it quickly warmed up. I felt him apply more to me, and then I noticed him rubbing it up and down his cock. He was back on top of me in an instant, his tongue in my mouth.

He moved his hand between us and reached for his cock. He instructed me to spread my legs and lift my ass slightly. This was it, the moment of truth. As his bulging mushroom tip pierced my sphincter, he began kissing me once more. I screamed in pain from the intrusion, but nothing came out because we were kissing. He knew I was in pain, so he kissed me even more passionately. I tried to concentrate on the kiss rather than the massive object that was pushing into my ass. It actually worked. I moved my hands up to hold his cheeks and kissed him back. He pushed in a little more as I felt myself loosening. We kept kissing and he kept inching until he was balls deep inside of me.

He stopped kissing me, looked me in the eyes, and said, "Good girl Ella, you took me all!" How does it feel?"

I was panting heavily as I struggled to find the right words. "You are so big!" was all I could say. "I am so full!"

He pulled back a couple of inches and slammed back all the way. He said, "How about now?"

"Oh My God, so good!" I screamed.

"That is what I like to hear," he said, "and now I am going to fuck you, okay?"

Confused I said, "Isn't that what we're doing already?"

"Oh no, we are about to see how many times I can make you cum before I cum once!" He said.

With that, he drew back to his tip and thrust all the way back inside of me in one fluid motion. He continued as I moaned loudly. He was deep fucking me, and I was fucking him back with my hips. The in-and-out motion felt fantastic. I don’t know for how long he was going at it, but I knew for sure that he had already surpassed the amount of time I have fucked a girl on bed ever, and I already knew this was way better. He slowed down and asked me to wrap my legs around his waist. He hit my prostate and I groaned. Now he was fucking me with shorter strokes, focusing on my special spot deep inside. My whole body had chills.

"Oh My God! What are you doing to me!" I yelled out.

"Feeling good, huh Ella?" he said.

"Right there, right there," I was moaning and panting.

"Yeah, you like that baby, you like my cock in your ass?" He asked, teasing me.

"Oh my God, I have never felt like this before. I'm going to explode!" I said.

"Go for it," he said, "Cum for me, cum with my huge cock in your ass!"

My entire body convulsed, and I reached my arms behind his back to hold on. My hips were unintentionally thrusting against him, and my cock inside it’s lacy prison began to twitch. I could not believe how much I shot into the front of my panties. I laid back until my orgasm subsided and he held still all the way inside of me.

"That was the most amazing thing ever!" I said.

"See, I promised you I would make you feel good." He said.

"Thank you," I said as I leaned down to kiss him.

"My pleasure, Ella," he said.

Still balls deep in me he put his arms behind my back. He gripped me tightly and rolled me over without letting go. I was on top now, but in our current position, he was slipping out a little. When I leaned back to take him all the way in, I found myself sitting straight up on him.

"Perfect," he exclaimed.

"What?" I asked.

"I feel like we have mastered missionary, and I need a little break now. I think it is time you try cowgirl and ride me," he said.

"Let us go!" I said.

I pressed down on his thighs to lift myself up until only his tip was inside of me. I screamed and sank all the way back down.

"You ok there, Baby?" He asked when I was all down on him, he sounded genuinely concerned.

"Oh yeah, your cock is magical," I said.

I started riding him. Having never done this before from either side I tried different methods. I would take him deep several times, then only a few inches at a time. I eventually arrived at a spot that gave me chills once more. When I looked down, he was laying on a pillow with his hands behind his head, while I was doing all the work. He would make a noise now and then, but it was all for my enjoyment. I got into a rhythm where he was hitting my prostate and I didn't stop.

"Oh my God, it is happening again!!!" I yelled.

"Yes, Ella, cum for me once more!" He said.

"How is this possible?" I asked. "How can I be cumming again so soon?"

"Must be magic!" he said, repeating my earlier comment to me.

I started shaking again and concentrated on that one spot that was doing the trick. I yelled out and came into my panties again. I sank back down his cock completely uncontrollably as I was climaxing. I closed my eyes and sat still, taking it all in. He was smiling at me when I finally opened them.

"I can't believe how hard you came," he said.

"Me either," I said.

"Do you think you have one more in you?" He asked.

"More?" I questioned

"Yeah, I have not cum yet," he said.

"How is that possible?" I asked, knowing that he hadn't.

"That is the benefit of that fantastic blowjob you gave me earlier by the pool. I will last a lot longer the second time," he said.

"I am kind of tired," I admitted.

"No problem, I am recharged, I can do all the work," he said.

"All right," I said as I got ready for what was coming next.

"Lift yourself off of me and get down on your hands and knees," he instructed. "Time for your first doggy!"

I pushed down on his thighs, and he slowly came out of me. I paused, enjoying the sensation as he slid against my prostate. He popped out of me, leaving me with a huge feeling of emptiness. I quickly got down on my hands and knees, facing the headboard of the bed. I am not sure why, but I wiggled my ass to tempt him.

"Someone is ready," he exclaimed enthusiastically.

He pulled my cum soaked thong down my legs and threw it on the floor. It felt good not to have my cock pressed up against the waistband. His hands spread my cheeks.

"Wow, your hole looks so cute! I really busted you wide open," he said.

"What does that mean?" I worriedly asked.

"Do not worry," he said, "it just means it will be easier for me to enter you again." He pressed his waist against my ass and did not stop until his waist was pressed against my ass. "See?"

"Ooooh," I moaned. "Yeah!"

He pulled back and thrusted into me hard. I yelped and he did it again.

"Sooooo deep!" I screamed.

"Oh yeah," he said, "that is what doggy's good for!"

"This is amazing!" I groaned.

"Glad you are enjoying it," he said, "but hold on tight because I am about to fuck you hard until I blast your insides with a huge load!"

"Oh My God, Yes," I screamed.

He did not let me down and was fucking me harder than he had all night. When I looked down, I saw my limp cock swinging back and forth. I had been hard all night and both times when I came from him fucking me. Between the earlier blowjob and these two, my cock must’ve been done for the night. I put that out of my mind and concentrated on his massive cock sawing in and out of my ass. He had made me feel good, and now it was his turn.

I wanted him to get there so I kept fucking back and we got into a rhythm like we've been doing this for years. Then the goosebumps began once again. No fucking way, I said to myself. Could this really be happening again? I found the right spot again and tried to focus on him hitting it.

"Ah!" I groaned, "You're not gonna believe this Daddy, I think you're gonna make me cum again!"

"Oh, I believe it," he said, "you are a natural the way you are working your ass right now!"

I did not respond because I did not want to admit to myself that I was good at receiving anal sex. I concentrated on fucking him back and having my third fantastic orgasm in a row. I was panting heavily and getting shivers up and down my spine. I checked my cock to make sure I was not being hard. I saw it jerk, and cum began spraying out in a steady stream. My asshole contracted as a result of my orgasm, and I screamed, being as full as I had been all night.

"Oh yeah!" He screamed. "Squeeze my cock baby! I'm gonna blow!"

"Cum inside me! Fill me up with your babies!" I screamed, not knowing where those words had come from.

He pounded into me balls deep and stopped. He grabbed my hips to make me stop moving as well. My insides felt a warm splash as he let out a loud groan. He pulled back just a bit and thrust back in. He was done after six cum shots. He remained inside me until he became limp and slipped out. He rolled over on his back and I did the same.

"Did I convince you?" he asked as he kissed me on the lips.

"Holy Shit, Daddy, how much did you cum in me?" I asked, ignoring his question.

"I cum a lot," he admitted, adding, "you will get used to it."

"You keep telling me I will get used to it, you must be very confident in yourself," I remarked.

"Come on, you know we are going to do this all the time, don’t you?" He asked.

"I am still not sure," I admitted. I already knew my answer but I didn't want to tell him right away.

"Yeah right," he said, "I can guarantee you've never cum three times in a row that hard before."

"Can we talk about this in the morning?" I asked. "I'm really tired."

"Of course darling," he said and kissed me.

I fell asleep pretty quickly because I really was tired. The sex marathon totally wore me out and it had been quiet a long day.

***

I was the first to open my eyes. There was no reason to be awake at six a.m. on a Sunday, let alone get out of bed. Yesterday's events came flying back into my mind. The blowjobs, the three different sex positions, my orgasms and Adam finally finishing deep inside my ass. I enjoyed sleeping in the wet spot after his cum had leaked out of me. My sleep was filled of sex dreams, all of them were Adam fucking me. I wondered if he would ever let me fuck him and thought it would be something we could discuss in the future.

Sometime during that second orgasm, I had made up my mind. This is exactly what I want. If he is going to make me feel this good, he can dress me up in sexy lingerie and dresses. Plus, when we are not fucking, we will still be best friends. He was right, this was the perfect setup.

I turned to face him and watched him sleep. He looked so peaceful. I was eager to tell him I had made my decision, but I also wanted to thank him for last night. I pulled back the sheet to reveal his naked body. His cock began to harden as I gradually took it in my comparatively smaller palm. I bent forward and placed my lips on his shaft. He was fully hard now, and I remained still. I wanted him to sleep for as long as possible. I backed up slightly and my second blowjob ever was off to a good start. He began to breathe heavily, and I looked up into his eyes as he awoke. I was staring at him with his full hard cock in my mouth, and he was smiling broadly.

"Yes!" I exclaimed as I took his cock out of my mouth.

"Yes, but what?" He asked me, still groggy from just waking up.

"Yes, you convinced me!" I said.

I sucked him back into my mouth and continued his first of many morning blowjobs.

I woke up once again and looked at the clock. This time, it was nine in the morning. My head felt hot and my body ached. I brushed some hair out of my eyes and felt something wrapped around my chest. I noticed I was still sporting the sexy short Blonde Wig. I threw the sheets off me and looked down. The first thing I noticed was that I was wearing a Bra, and when I looked down, I noticed my morning hardon was at full mast. My body felt a little sticky and wet. My memories came flooding back into my brain and I smiled.

"Holy Shit, it wasn't a dream!" I said out loud to myself.

I said to myself because I was alone in Adam's bed. Once with his mouth and three times with his dick up my ass, he had made me cum. I made him cum three times, once with my mouth and then he blew a huge load inside my ass last night. Then, this morning, I woke him up with a blowjob and he came down my throat again, during which I agreed to be his girlfriend. Following his orgasm this morning, he commented that it was far too early to be awake and that we should both go back to sleep. Apparently, I took his advice better than he did, because here I am, two hours later, waking up alone.

I agreed to be his girl, but what now? The sex was incredible, and I have never felt so good in my life. I asked myself last night if I was interested in this idea, and I told him 'Yes' this morning, but now I am having second thoughts.

"Where is he?" I said to myself once again. I need to speak with him about this.

The door was closed and the sun was peeking through the blinds. I got out of bed and removed my wig and bra. I am pretty sure girls do not sleep with bras on, and now I believe I know why. There were red marks all over my chest where the Bra had pressed into me. I looked around the room for my guy clothes, but they were nowhere to be found. I kept looking and realized there was only one thing I needed first… a shower!

I stepped into the shower after warming it up. The warm water felt wonderful on my sore body. I paused and let the water run down my body before reaching for a bottle of body wash and lathering up. Rubbing the liquid soap over my hairless body was an unusual sensation, it felt strange and good at the same time. When I got to my asshole, my finger slid right in with no resistance. Adam had really done a number on me, but then again, his cock was, an easy word it would be, porn size! My finger felt wet and sticky from the remaining cum that had not leaked out onto his sheets during the night. I tried everything I could to wash it away, but what really was the point? I finished my shower and dried off.

I walked back into the bedroom naked and tried to come up with a plan. The door was still shut, and despite the fact that he had seen me naked before, I did not want to walk out that way. I went into the closet to think about my options. Nothing he wore would ever fit me, and he expected me to be in full Ariel mode anyway. I was starving and wanted to put something on quickly so we could eat breakfast and talk. I hoped he was in the kitchen waiting for me.

I went through her clothes looking for a T-shirt. The best I could find were Tank Tops. Most of them were short and the longest one I could find was in Bright Pink. I pulled it over my head and it just about covered my belly button. I managed to find a pair of White Shorts that fit. The only thing was they were going to barely cover my butt. I decided the outfit was fine because I was starving at this point. I simply grabbed the first pair of panties — a pink thong that coincidentally matched the tank top — at the top of the drawer because I did not want to go commando in these shorts. It did not really matter, since this whole drawer was filled only with Thongs. After getting dressed, I moved towards the door to head downstairs. I realized I should wear the blonde wig to finish my look at the last minute when I saw it on the bed.

Adam was enjoying a cup of coffee while seated at the kitchen island. He had gone out for bagels. Carbs and coffee were the ideal combination for recuperating from the previous day.

"Good Morning, Ariel," he said as he got up to kiss me on the lips.

I got back into character and said, "Good Morning, Daddy."

He said, "I did not want to wake you because you looked so cute sleeping with your blonde hair on the pillow."

I said, "Yeah, I was wondering what happened after I woke up by myself."

"I am sorry about that, I wanted to get us some breakfast, figured you’d be hungry when you wake up" he explained, "but it looks like you cleaned up nicely."

"Thank you," I said, "I was actually looking for Alex's clothes."

"Why would you want to do that?" he wondered.

"Because…" I started to say before being interrupted.

"I know you had a great time last night, and you told me this morning that I convinced you," he said.

"Yes, but I could have said that in the heat of the moment. You are right, those orgasms you gave me last night were fantastic, but I am not sure I am ready to live as a girl 24/7," I said.

He just looked at me, and said, "Oh." I have known him for years, I knew he was disappointed now.

"You are upset," I said.

"I woke up all excited because I was so happy to have found a Girlfriend so quickly," he explained. "Let us talk about it. What are you concerned about?"

"To begin with, I have a family and a job where people know me as Alex. I do not think I can leave those things behind so quickly," I admitted.

"OK, anything else you're worried about?" He asked.

"Also, I am not gay," I added, "maybe Bi after last night, but I still plan on marrying a girl and maybe starting a family sometime in the future."

"I understand the family and the work stuff. I don't think you should worry about labels. If we have a relationship I would be a guy and you would be my girl. As for marrying a woman, you have never had a relationship that lasted more than 5 minutes," he said.

"Come on now, Don't be a dick," I said, "We're talking about some serious life-changing stuff here."

"Sorry," he said, "What else do you want me to say? "I thought this would be a great setup, Best Buds and Boyfriend and Girlfriend."

"What are you proposing?" I asked.

"What about this?" He made the suggestion. "From Monday to Friday, you will be Alex." You go to work and continue to live your life as you have been. Fridays after work you come straight here. I'll give you a key and you can get into your Ariel mode. We'll spend the weekend together doing boyfriend and Girlfriend stuff. Sunday after dinner you can change back and go home."

"Interesting," I said, "keep going."

"I will move all of Ariel's clothes and makeup into the spare room. That is going to be your dressing room. Of course, you will be sleeping in my bed on Friday and Saturday nights. If there is anything else you want or need, I have a credit card that I got just for Ariel, I’ll give that to you. You can order anything online you like and have it delivered here," he explained.

"So you really want me to be your 'Girlfriend' every weekend?" I asked. "What about Alex and Adam? What if either of them finds a girl they want to be with?"

"I want you to be comfortable. Let us start with the weekends and see how things go. If we want it to be more than just weekends, we will talk about it. As for Alex and Adam, if we want to hang out as just Best Friends during the week, let us do it. We won't even discuss Adam and Ariel during the week. To answer your last question, if either of us finds someone we would rather be with, we will talk about it and decide where to go from there," he said.

"Wow, you really have thought this through, haven’t you?" I said.

"Yeah, I think it would be fantastic for both of us," he said.

"Can I think about it a little more?" I asked.

"Of course," he replied, "no pressure, but I will tell you something. I have some work to do, I’ll be in the home office for a while. Alex's things are in the guest room and you know where Ariel's things are. Take your time and decide what clothes you want to wear when you come to see me. We will either spend the rest of the day as Adam and Alex or as Adam and Ariel. Come get me when you're ready."

"All right," I said. 

Adam kissed me on the forehead and exited the room. He had persuaded me yet again when he suggested a part-time arrangement. I just did not want to tell him right away because I wanted to surprise him.

I returned to the Master Bedroom and stripped down to my Pink Thong. I quickly found the matching Bra and wrapped it around my chest. It cupped the small man boobs I had but mostly hung loose due to my lack of real breasts. Oh no, Breasts! I was thinking to myself. Is he going to expect me to get some if this relationship continues? It could be fun and increase my sexual pleasure, but it would cause problems at work and with my family. I started to breathe heavily but then relaxed myself because it would be a problem for the future. For right now I had to pick an outfit to blow him away and let him know I'd be happy to be his Girlfriend on the weekends.

I started looking through the dresses but decided to save them for another day. I assumed we would just be hanging out around the house and wanted to find something comfortable and chic. Then a tight Black Satin mini-skirt caught my eye. If I saw a girl wearing that I would definitely check her out. I did not see any zippers or buttons on it, so I pulled it up my legs like a pair of shorts. The only difference was that there was no fabric in the middle and my hairless legs were rubbing against each other. I pulled up the pink thong under the skirt, Next, I found a Beige Satin Blouse, that looked gold in the right light. I buttoned it up, leaving the top two buttons open to show off my Pink Lace Bra. The skirt was shorter than I thought, barely reaching the middle of my thigh. I never realized how feminine my face and body were. Even without makeup, I could almost pass as a girl. This worried me a little, but I also got a chill up and down my spine.

I sat at the makeup table and tried to copy what I did yesterday. I made sure to put on Pink Lipstick to match my Lingerie. I thought it would be a nice touch. I was almost ready to leave to see Adam when I realized I was not wearing any shoes. My feet were always small and dainty, so it came as no surprise that Ariel's shoes and clothes fit me perfectly. I chose a short pair of Black Heels to test out. Of course, I had never worn anything like this before, so I took a few laps around the room.

I walked down the hallway to the sound of my heels made me giggle. I have always loved the click-click of heels, but I never imagined it coming from my feet. As I approached Adam's office doorway, I paused and posed for him. I don't think he saw me so I cleared my throat to get his attention.

"Hey, I will just be a second," he said.

"No problem, Daddy," I replied back in my best girly voice.

"Holy Shit!" he exclaimed as he turned to face me. "You look abso-fuckin-lutely gorgeous, Ariel!"

"I figured you would like it," I explained.

"Those clothes were made for you," he said, "look at your legs in that Mini Skirt! Give me a spin and let me see the whole present." 

I blushed and gave him a slow spin, stopping with my back to him so he could check out my ass in the tight skirt. Once I was facing him again for some reason I said, "Ta-da!"

When I looked down, I noticed he was rubbing his crotch. He said, "I can't believe you look so good. We are going to have so much fun together. You have me so hard right now."

"Oh," I said, surprised.

"I have to have you right now," he said as he stood up. "Are you ready to feel good again?"

"Um, I guess so," I replied.

He approached me and his tongue was in my mouth in an instant. We made out in the doorway to his office and his hands were all over my body. While we kissed, he began to walk forward, and I backed up slowly in my heels. He spun me around when we got to the kitchen island.

"Stick that ass out and put your hands on the counter!" He told me.

I leaned over and wiggled my ass at him while spreading my legs. "How's that, Daddy?" I asked.

"So hot," he said.

He reached around me to rub my little boobies through my Blouse and Bra while he was kissing my neck. He then placed his hands over my ass and started to feel it. He lifted my skirt up, revealing my Pink Thong.

"Mmmmm," he said, "my favorite color for my girl to wear, and your crack is just swallowing up that Thong!" I almost feel bad taking it out of there, but I am going to replace it with something nice and hard!"

I moaned as he pulled my Thong down to around my ankles. When he pulled my cheeks apart, I felt something moist on my asshole. He must have had this planned and had lube ready for me.

"Ready, Baby?" He asked.

"Yeah, just go slow, you gave me quite a workout last night," I said.

"Don't you worry," he said, "You're still wide open!"

I blushed again, happy that he couldn't see me. Then I panicked, was my asshole supposed to still be open? I am hoping he did not cause any permanent damage to my body. Perhaps this was not such a good idea. My thoughts were interrupted when I felt the head of his massive dick make contact with the edge of my hole, followed by a single thrust into me. His groin was pressed against me and he was balls deep inside of me.

"Oh My God," I moaned loudly from the bottom of my lungs.

"Yeah, Ella!" He screamed back.

He held himself deep inside of me and waited. Neither of us said anything and I felt like he hadn't moved in forever. I started to wiggle my ass to entice him and he still didn't react.

"Daddy, would you please fuck me!" I begged.

"I thought you'd never ask," he said.

Slowly, he pulled back until only his tip was inside of me. I wiggled my ass again while he stood still. Suddenly I felt him slap my ass hard and plunge back inside of me.

"Ohhhhhhhh," I moaned.

The slap stung, but it was the hottest thing that had ever happened to me.

"Do you like that, Ella?" he asked.

"Yeahhhhh," I exclaimed, "do whatever you want, spank me, fuck me hard, your cock feels incredible!"

That was all the motivation he needed. He spanked my other cheek to even things out before fucking me like crazy. I was holding on tight to the counter to make sure I didn't fall over. His hands were on my hips, and I thrust my ass at him until we found a comfortable rhythm. When I looked down, I noticed my heels and hard cock peeking out from beneath my skirt. Was this going to be my life every weekend from now on? I was getting close to cumming and I reached for my dick to stroke it. When Adam noticed what I was doing, he grabbed my hand and put it behind my back.

"Oh no," he exclaimed, "Cum from my cock up your ass, not from jerking off!"

"Awww," I moaned in disappointment. But I knew he was right. Last night's orgasms he fucked out of me were ten times better than simply jerking off.

He started fucking me faster and faster, and we were both moaning. After several thrusts directly on my prostate, I came in first place once more. I sprayed my load all over the kitchen tile. My orgasm made my asshole spasm and I felt his dick grow even harder. He held himself deep inside of me and came too. He put both hands on my hips and pulled me forward and back, using the motions to complete his ejaculations. He spun me around and kissed me when he slipped out of me.

"That was incredible," he exclaimed, adding, "I am going to look forward to that every weekend."

I looked at him, still unsure of what I had agreed to, except that my body felt so good from my orgasm that I still had tingles up and down my body. "Yeah, it was nice," I said.

"What are you thinking about doing for the rest of the day?" He asked.

"To be honest, I have been here all weekend and I am a little tired. Do you mind if I go home? I have to get to work early tomorrow," I explained.

"Of course, Ariel, I will see you again on Friday," he said, kissing my lips. If you think Alex should be the one walking into his apartment, remember that his clothes are in the spare room."

"Thank you, Daddy," I said as I began walking towards the bedroom.

I took my T-shirt and shorts from the guest room and entered the Master Bedroom. I removed my wig and washed away my makeup. I threw the Blouse and Miniskirt in the hamper and went to remove my Bra and Panties. Then I remembered I came over wearing a Bikini under my regular clothes and did not bring any boxers with me. I did not want to go out without underwear, so I wore my Alex clothes over the Pink Lingerie.

I walked back to the living room, where Adam was sitting on the couch, watching TV. He stood up when he saw me and gave me a guy handshake.

"Take it easy Buddy," he said, "Maybe we'll do dinner one night this week."

I was shocked at how fast he could act like things were normal again, but then again he wasn't the one getting fucked in the ass. "Yeah, Bro," I said, "I'll talk to you later."

When I got to my car, I noticed there was a bag on the front seat. Adam had left Ariel with a few more stuffs. I drove home without looking inside the bag. I had enough Ariel time this weekend and I wanted to enjoy some Alex time. I noticed the bag was heavier than usual as I carried it inside, and I decided to check it out tomorrow after work.
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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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SATURDAY

I was having the most amazing dream. I was on vacation with Adam in Las Vegas as Boyfriend and Girlfriend. We would walk around the casino, with me wearing one of those skimpy, barely-there dresses you see girls wearing in Vegas. We hung out in a suite next to the private pool with me in my micro bikini. Then we spent the night fucking on the balcony of our room. I started moaning in my sleep and was startled awake by a pinch in my lower back.

I opened my eyes to see Adam staring into my eyes. I was holding his morning wood in my hand and had just been stroking him in sleep for God knows how long.

"Good morning baby girl," he said.

"Good Mor- Oh My God!" I groaned as he moved down and plunged himself all the way into me. Thankfully the butt plug I had slept in after our mind-blowing lovemaking last night kept me ready. He was well prepared and was waiting for me to wake up, the popping sound my plug made when it got pulled out made me feel absolutely slutty, and the feeling of the cold fresh lube and his hard throbbing cock entering me back to back without a gap after that took me to a high that I didn’t know I could experience. The plug had stretched me good and by this time, I was already pretty used to his hot and throbbing cock, but Fuck, it was sooo good, especially when it is the first thing you feel after waking up.

He started to fuck me hard with deep strokes. I was still groggy so I let him do all the work, I felt like an absolute pillow princess, and I chuckled at it. I felt even more slutty and feminine with my shaved legs up in the air above his shoulder, and in this position, he was hitting me in all the right places. I started to moan while quietly chanting, "Yes, Yes, Yes," as I was still coming out of my sleepy groggy head. My breathing quickened, and he began fucking me faster. I was getting close, but then he yelled out and came inside me, painting my inner walls with his fresh morning load.

He pulled out and rolled over next to me. We were both still breathing heavily as he asked, "How was that?!"

"What a way to wake up on a Saturday!" I said. "But..."

He looked down to see my rock-hard erection sticking straight up. "Oh, I'm sorry, you didn't get to cum."

"That's alright, I guess it's just a part of being the girl," I said.

"No no, it's not," he said, "In this relationship, I want you to be as happy and as satisfied as I am Ella!"

"Thanks," I said all of a sudden feeling warm.

"How about this?!" He began. "Why don't we take a shower together, and I will finish taking care of you in there. I might need some help getting started again with that talented mouth of yours, though." He winked at me.

For some reason, I licked my lips in anticipation. Did he really think I had a talented mouth? Is that the kind of skill I really want? "Alright," I replied smiling, "I was having the most amazing dream and could really use a release."

"With the way you were stroking me, I guess the dream was about me?" he asked, suggestively as he nuzzled and kissed my neck, while his hands wandered over my satin and lace-clad body.

"Mm-hmm," I agreed.

He grabbed my hand to pull me off the bed and said, "That's so hot. Come on, tell me all about it in the shower."

He turned on the rain shower to warm it up. I had already gotten naked except for the Breast Forms. I unhooked them and took them off. They were okay to wear in water, but I needed to wash my entire body. We got in the shower and just enjoyed the hot water and steam for a minute. I looked down at his cock and it was still pretty soft. I dropped to my knees and gobbled it up, feeling him slowly grow inside my mouth. He let out a happy groan. The point of this was not to suck him and get him off, but to get him hard enough to fuck my cum out of me. I bobbed my head up and down really quickly and that did the trick. When he was hard enough, I pulled my mouth off and kissed the bulging tip.

I got up from my knees while leaving small kisses all over his body as I stood up in front of him, and then he kissed me with his tongue, not caring that my lips were just wrapped around his cock. We made out for a while, and he pushed me against the wall. He lifted me up by the waist and pressed me against the wall. He was so strong that I was not afraid he was going to drop me. I went to wrap my legs around his hips, but he paused for a second to line up his cock with my pussy which was still dripping out his first load from a few minutes ago.

"Ready?" He asked.

"Oh yeah Daddy," I whimpered in anticipation and excitement, softly.

He pressed against my opening and pushed in. I wrapped my legs around him as he buried himself slowly in me.

I was quickly exhaling as I relished my first shower fuck. I was impressed that he could hold me off the ground while still thrusting back and forth his entire length so easily.

"Feeling good baby girl?" He asked.

"Your cock feels so good. It feels so big Daddy!" I said.

"Maybe we should do it like this more often," he smiled.

"I'm your Girlfriend on the weekends and you can fuck me any way you want Daddy," I replied, moaning like the wanton slut I was at the moment.

"Tell me about your dream muffin," he whispered into my ears while still continuing to slowly fuck me in and out.

"We were in Vegas," I began but stopped to catch my breath.

He thrusted into me hard and asked, "And were you Alex or Ariel?"

I couldn't believe he mentioned the name Alex with his cock all the way up my ass. Breathing heavily I said, "Ariel."

"What were we doing?" He asked as he nibbled on my ears and neck.

"I was wearing a tiny dress around the Casino, then I was wearing a bikini in our private pool, and then you fucked me on the balcony of our suite," I said.

He pulled out his cock just till the tip and thrusted back in hard. I screamed when he said, "That's awesome. Is that something you want me to do?! Take Ariel to Vegas?"

"Yesss Daddy," I said as he started to fuck me faster. I was not sure if I was agreeing to his question or to the mindblowing pleasure I was receiving.

"That might need more than a weekend," he said.

"Mmmmm," I moaned, getting close to my first orgasm for the day.

My entire body was tingling with goosebumps, as I tightened my grip on his waist with my legs. He knew what was coming so he focused on the spot inside me he's gotten to know so well. I exploded all over his chest, finally getting the orgasm I had missed out on from my wakeup fuck.

He put me down and I was still tingling. "Thank you, that was great," I said, softly, still coming down from cumming so hard. Then I looked down and he was still hard. "Oh no, you didn’t get to cum this time."

"That's ok," he said.

"No, it's not. In this relationship I want you to be as happy and as satisfied as me," I smiled as I wrapped my comparatively small hands on his large pulsing cock.

"I love it when you use my words!" He grinned. "So what are you going to do to address this issue?"

I dropped back to my knees and took him in my mouth again, not caring that it had just been inside my ass again. I sucked him deep, knowing this wouldn't take long. I took him in my throat and that sent him over the edge. He unloaded for the second time this morning, right down my gullet. I stood up and we washed each other.

We toweled off and he asked, "So what do you think about tonight?"

"What about it?!" I asked.

"Remember last night I said I wanted to take you out to dinner," he said.

"Oh right," I said, "I don't know Daddy."

"Come on it will be fun. We can spend the afternoon here, and then I will take you to the salon. I have a friend from work whose wife owns one. She'll take good care of you and get you ready," he said.

"Are you sure?!" I asked. "I'd be nervous that everyone would be staring at me."

"They should be staring at my beautiful Girlfriend," he said, winking.

"Can I think about it a little more?" I asked.

"Sure it's only 11. Why don't I make the appointment for 4 and dinner for 7? We can always cancel," he said.

"Alright," I said.

He pulled on a t-shirt and a pair of boxers and said, "Why don't you get yourself ready and I'll make some breakfast."

I was slightly envious of how quickly he could get dressed. Being a girl took getting ready to a whole new level.

"What should I wear?" I asked.

"How about a bikini?! We can eat breakfast on the patio before relaxing in the Jacuzzi and the pool for a while," he explained.

"Sounds good," I said.

He kissed me on the lips and left the room. I picked up my breasts and wig and walked into my room where all my clothes and makeup were. I opened one of the drawers to look for a Bikini. Yes, there were so many Bikini options that there was an entire separate drawer dedicated just for them.

There was a full assortment of styles, materials, and colors, but before I even opened the drawer I knew what I was looking for. I pulled out a Neon Pink Bikini that matched my favorite lipstick.

I hooked the breasts around my chest and put the Bikini top on over them. Both times I had worn one, I only had my little man boobs to fill it out. Now I had the real things, or at least what was closest to the real things, to enhance myself. I was completely limp down below and did my best to tuck myself. My ass cheeks swallowed up the back of the bottoms, which were essentially just a Thong. I checked myself out in the mirror doing my best to see behind me. He was indeed right, I did have an amazing ass!

I sat down at my makeup table and put my wig on. As I looked at myself in the mirror I wondered what they would do to me at a Salon. I had gotten pretty good at doing my own makeup by now, but I am sure a professional would do it better. Perhaps she could teach me a few tricks. Did I really want to learn more about putting on makeup from a pro? This is only supposed to be a weekend thing, right? No matter how much I felt hesitant about this now, I know he's gonna talk me into going out to dinner with him tonight and I’d be hard as fuck all throughout it, so I might as well just embrace it.

I brushed my cheeks to get a bit of a pinkish hue. I didn't bother with fake eyelashes, because I figured I was going to get my face wet in the pool anyway. I applied my Electric Pink Lipstick and was ready for some breakfast. I found a pair of Pink two-inch cork Sandals that matched my outfit closely enough and I went to meet Adam in the private backyard.

While I was getting ready he had made waffles. He was fantastic at cooking breakfast and barbecuing. His other cooking skills were lacking, but I guess that would be his Girlfriend's job. Large carafes of coffee and orange juice adorned the table, along with a vase of fresh pink roses in the center. He certainly was good at presentation. I sat down and poured myself some coffee and juice.

I tasted the waffles and exclaimed, "Wow, these are delicious."

"Glad you like them," he replied.

We were both hungry so we ate and weren't talking much.

"Oh," he broke the silence, "I spoke to Amelia and she said 3 pm at the Salon is perfect. It would just be her and her assistant, she’ll make sure you are comfortable throughout it. Then I made a reservation at Ambrosia's for 5:30 pm for an early dinner. I have a feeling you'll like that place."

Like that place?! He knows that's my favorite restaurant on the planet! This was his way of convincing me and it's working.

Deciding to keep up the act since Ariel has never been there I said, "Yeah, I heard they have an awesome Rissotto, and their short ribs are off the charts!"

"Sounds like you want to go," he said, "So that works for you? 3 pm Salon and 5:30 pm Ambrosia"

"Alright," I said.

"Great, I'm so excited baby," he said.

"Me too," I said. I was more excited about dinner than whatever was going to happen at the Salon, but I knew it was a package deal. "Wait, did you say her name is Amelia?"

"I know, another A," he said, laughing, "But this time it's just a coincidence."

We finished eating and spent some time in the hot tub and pool. By the time we were done, it was only 12 in the noon, so Adam suggested we get changed and watch some basketball until it was time to leave. We showered in our own bathrooms and I was faced with getting ready again. I wasn't just getting dressed to hang out in the house, but to leave the house in girl's clothing for the first time ever.

I went with something simple, a white lace bra and thong, and a simple yet sexy yellow top. The dress had normal-sized shoulder straps and showed off a little cleavage, but not too much. It had a purple satin strip around the waist that mimicked a belt and a flowing purple skirt that reached my mid-thighs. I applied the same basic makeup and put on a pair of white Mary Jane heels.

When I got to the living room, Adam was sitting on the couch drinking a beer and watching the game already. I felt like I hadn’t had a beer in a long time, so I decided to get one for myself. I slipped in next to him and he neither commented about my choice of wardrobe nor my choice of drink. He was focused on the game and made occasional comments to me about what was going on. He treated me like a buddy while I was wearing this really cute dress for him. It was kind of nice to be hanging out with him like this though.

The game ended and it was getting close to my appointment time.

"You ready to go baby?" he smiled.

"Yeah," I replied, "Oh wait… don't I need to bring a change of clothes for tonight?!"

"Nope, you're good, Amelia will have everything you’ll need, don’t worry," he said.

"Really?!" I asked in surprise.

"Yup, I gave her all your measurements, she's going to take really good care of you," he said as he gave a small peck on my lips.

As had been my pattern, I hesitantly agreed while my mind was racing like a car on a track, and I just went with it. I could already taste Ambrosia's dinner and I knew that whatever was about to happen in the next two hours would be totally worth it.

Adam drove us to the Salon a little outside of town and parked in front. He walked me in and introduced me to Amelia and her assistant Alice.

"Okay, Ella, these wonderful ladies will take care of you, and I’ll pick you up at ten to five for dinner," he explained.

"You're not staying?!" I asked, now kinda nervous.

"No, let them do their magic," he said, "I have to go home and get dressed anyway."

He pecked me once again on the lips and walked out.

"Alright, let's get started," Amelia smiled warmly, "Adam told us about your, um, situation. We get girls like you all the time, so don’t worry. There is nothing to be nervous or embarrassed about."

"Thanks," I said.

"Why don't you take off your dress and we can see what we're working with," Amelia said.

I pulled the dress over my head to reveal my White Bra and Panties.

"Wow Ariel, you’ve got a great body," Alice exclaimed."How long have you been wearing women's clothing?"

"Only for a couple of weeks now, this is my first time out of the house," I said.

"No way," Amelia said genuinely surprised, "Your body is so feminine."

"What exactly did Adam say about our relationship?" I asked.

"He told me he had a new girlfriend with a little something extra, and she wanted to be made over for dinner at a fancy restaurant tonight," Amelia explained.

"So he did not tell you that this was only a weekend arrangement?" I asked. "I am a guy named Alex during the week."

"Oh, that is a shame; with your body and such a pretty face, you should have been a girl all along," Amelia said in disappointment which was clearly evident in her voice. "Perhaps once we are done here, we can convince you to be Ariel all the time." she smiled once again, almost a motherly warm smile.

"I don't know about that, the weekend gig is so far working pretty well for me," I said.

"Alright," Amelia said, "Adam wanted us to give you the full package for tonight."

"Whatever he wants is fine," I said, trusting his judgment.

"I see that you've shaved but there's some hair starting to grow back," Amelia said.

"Yeah, it's kind of a pain in the ass to do every weekend," I said.

"That's convenient because the first step is going to be a full body waxing," Amelia said.

"I'll go get everything set up," Alice said.

"That sounds painful," I said to Amelia.

"It won't be too bad Ella, trust me, especially since you don't have much body hair right now," Amelia said.

"Okay," I said.

"Get undressed and I'll take you in the back," Amelia said.

I took off my Bra, Breast forms, and Panties. I had my dick tucked back, but when I took my Thong off it sprung into a mini erection. My face got flushed in red as I meekly said, "Sorry."

"Don't be shy, it's just us girls," Amelia smiled. "I see you have some little boobies going there. Have you thought about getting them enhanced? Then you won't have to worry about those Breast Forms, they can get sweaty and uncomfortable often."

"Remember, this is just a weekend thing for me," I said, "I still need to be able to go to work and face my family during the week."

"Oh, yeah, right," she said, not believing me.

I walked into the back and Alice told me to lie down on the table. The warm wax felt kind of nice, but when she pulled the first strip off I yelped. She told me to relax and I would get used to it. She was right, as she continued to go down my body it didn't hurt as it did during the first time. She waxed my pubic area and lifted my legs to do my ass.

"Oh," she said when she spread my cheeks.

"What?" I asked, panicked.

"Someone's been naughty," she said, giggling.

My face turned beet red from the embarrassment. I stuttered like I've never stuttered before, "It's… I mean… I… don't…"

"Relax sweetie, we've all done it. Adam is a big guy so I'm sure he's big where it counts. You should be honored he picked you to do that with," Alice said.

"Yeah, I guess," finally stringing together some words. "Can you just finish, please? I'm getting a little uncomfortable in this position."

"No problem dear," she said.

She finished waxing me and then coated my entire body in a fruity-smelling lotion. The cold cream felt amazing on my newly bare skin. She handed me a satin robe and directed me to sit in a chair.

"I can see from your lips that you are a fan of Pink. Let's go with that," Alice said.

"For what?" I asked.

"Your nails, silly," Alice said. "The next step is a manicure and a pedicure."

"But I have to go to work Monday," I said, panicked.

"Don't worry, we'll send you home with a bottle of Nail Polish Remover. You can take it off whenever you want to," Alice said.

"Alright I guess," I said.

Alice then painted my fingernails and toenails in a bright shade of hot pink. My fingers looked strange as if they were not mine. She had me sit still while everything dried and then she escorted me back to the front to see Amelia.

I sat in a new chair and Amelia said, "Why don't you take your wig off so I can see your natural hair?"

I agreed and once it was off I said, "I don't think there's much you can do. I probably need it or else I'll look silly."

"Nonsense, I'm an expert with these things," Amelia said. "What do you think about being a brunette instead of a blonde?"

"I have had brown hair all my life, so it is fine with me," I said. "But Adam may have expected me to be blonde." 

"He told me to do whatever I felt was necessary, so I wouldn't worry about him," Amelia said.

"Ok, as long as he won't be disappointed," I said.

Amelia took a brush and styled my hair a bit. "Is it ok if I cut it a bit?" Amelia asked.

"Not really, I can't look too different for work on Monday," I said.

"Alright then, I'll figure it out. Is gel and hairspray ok?" Amelia asked.

"Yes, of course," I replied.

"Spin your chair around and let me work my magic sweetie," Amelia said.

She walked away and came back with what looked to be a bunch of fake hair.

"Um, What's that?" I asked.

"Hair extensions," Amelia said, "They clip in and look amazing. Then you can take them off as you please."

"That should be ok," I said.

Amelia held some up to my head until she found some that matched my natural color. The next process took a while. She would attach some hair, brush it, and repeat. I was facing away from the mirror so I couldn't really see what she was doing. She had a blow dryer going and I felt gel being rubbed into my scalp. I could tell she was a perfectionist which wasn't the worst thing. When she finally spun me around I was shocked.

My new hair was about the same length as my wig, which was fine with me. I could feel it on my ears and it just about reached my shoulders. There was hair on my forehead as she had given me bangs. Amelia said this style was called a Bob.

"What do you think?" She asked.

"It looks b… bea… beautiful," I stammered.

"Glad you're happy with it dear," she exclaimed.

"B… But how can I get it back to normal for work?" I asked nervously.

"Darling would you stop worrying about work, and focus on how good you look for tonight," she said.

"Alright," I said reluctantly.

"The extensions will come right out and the gel and hairspray can be washed out in the shower. I'll even give you my number and if you have trouble, I'll come over and take care of it for you. Sounds good?" She asked.

I exhaled and said, "Thanks."

"Now let's work on your makeup. You look cute with the way you did it on your own, but I'm going to make you look hot! Spin around away from the mirror, I want to see you surprised when I'm done," she said.

"Do you mind telling me what you're doing as you're doing it so I can learn?" I asked.

"Of course," she said, "Your man’s lucky to have gotten such a good girl!"

I simply blushed, my face must’ve looked as bright as a fire hydrant I’m sure.

She started brushing my cheeks with a blush and then moved up to my eyes. She attached some false eyelashes, longer than the ones I had been using for the last few weeks. She told me these would make my eyes pop and would send me with some to take home. She brushed my eyelids with mascara and showed me how to do it correctly.

"I see you like Pink Lipstick, but I was thinking we'd try something different to go with your dress," she said.

"You're the boss," I said.

She opened a tube of bright, deep-rich colored Red Lipstick and applied it to my lips. She spun me around and I got the first glimpse of myself with my makeup done by a professional. She was right, I looked hot and elegant at the same time! Much better than the way I was doing it myself. My cheeks, my eyes, all the way down to my lips, all looked perfect. She was correct that this color lipstick looked great on me. I haven't seen my dress yet, but if it matches my lips, Adam is going to be one very happy man tonight.

"You look gorgeous," she said, "But something's still missing. Do you mind if I try something?"

"Alright," I said.

She spun me back around and told me to close my eyes. I felt something cold and metal near my eyebrows. Before I could connect the dots, she had tweezed them.

She spun me back around and said, "You're perfect now!"

My eyebrows did look way better, but I panicked, "How can I go to work with my eyebrows like this?"

"I only shaped them a bit. Don't worry about it, a lot of men get their eyebrows done. Once you take off the makeup you will barely notice. I'm sure no one at work has memorized your eyebrows so much that they'd see the difference," she said.

"Ok, I guess," I said.

She looked down at her list from Adam and said, "There's just one more thing Adam requested before we get you dressed. Spin around and close your eyes again, this won’t take long."

I listened and sat with my eyes closed. I felt a pinch in my ear lobe and as I opened my eyes to look, she had pierced my other ear too.

"What was that?!" I said out loudly.

"I put in the diamond studs Adam wanted me to buy for you," she said.

"But I told you I have to go to work on Monday," I said excitedly.

"Yes, I know, you've said it a dozen times," she said still without losing that warmth in her voice, she’s a very patient woman, "Just take them out when you want. The holes are really small and will close up and we'll have to do this again, but if you're not comfortable wearing them to work, just take them off."

Feeling defeated I just said, "Alright."

"Now stand up and drop your robe," she said to me.

"Alice, can you bring the rest of Ariel's clothes in while I help her with her lingerie," she yelled into the back.

"You want me to put on my Breasts now?" I asked.

"No, I'll do it. You’ve been booked for a full service," she said with a smile.

She wrapped the Breast Forms around my chest and commented that they were a very expensive pair. She showed me in the mirror that they almost matched my skin tone, but needed to do something to blend them in. She picked up one of her magic makeup brushes and a few seconds later it looked like the false breasts were a part of me. Alice had brought in a pile of Black Lace and a tiny satin Black Dress on a hanger. She asked Amelia if she was done for the night and her boss said she could leave. Alice remarked how beautiful I looked and told me to have fun tonight. I was distracted because I was staring at the dress.

"What is that?!" I asked, sounding a little shocked.

"That's your dress for tonight, sweetie," Amelia said.

"That tiny thing? Where are the shoulder straps? That's barely going to cover my ass!" I said, upset now.

"Darling, you're going to look amazing," she said, "Don't you trust me? I wouldn't ruin my reputation by letting you walk out of here unless you look perfect."

Totally defeated now, I decided to just embrace it and said, "Alright, can you please show me how to put all this stuff on."

"Of course, doll," she said.

The first thing was a Strapless Underwired Lace Black Bra. She wrapped it around my chest and it eased my back pain from the weight of the Breast Forms. She bent down and lifted my left foot off the floor. She slid a Black Stocking up my leg and the feeling of the smooth nylon going up my freshly waxed skin felt divine. She repeated the action on my right leg, giving me the same feeling. She wrapped a Lacy Black Garter Belt around my waist and attached the clips. She told me that my Panties should always go on last, so I would have easier access when I needed it. She asked me to bend forward slightly and I felt her finger with some cool gel on it rubbing it around my asshole and pushing some inside. She said a girl should always be prepared when she is going out with her man. Then she pulled up the matching Black Thong, tucking me back.

Next was the Little Black Dress. She brought it over to me and unzipped the small zipper in the back. I stepped into it and she zipped it up. It was tight and clung to my body. I had never worn strapless before and she made sure it was high enough on my body that it covered my bra, but made sure I showed off plenty of cleavage. Just as I thought the dress was tiny. It was shorter than anything I had worn before and it just covered the tops of my stockings. I looked beautiful. Amelia had outdone herself. Maybe I truly would be better off as a girl.

She walked over to the counter and handed me a box that said Jimmy Choo.

"What's this?" I asked, already knowing the answer.

"You can't go to dinner barefoot, silly," she said.

She opened the box and there were a pair of huge black heels with a gold bottom. "How tall are these?" I asked.

"Six inches, these’re stilettos. The kids call them Come-Fuck-Me Heels," she said giggling.

The heels were almost as tall as Adam’s cock but these were dangerously thin and they definitely looked and felt expensive, "Aren't these like a grand?" I asked.

"More like $750, but don't worry, Adam took care of them," she smiled.

I can't believe he bought me $750 heels. That's a big purchase for a weekend arrangement. He must be really hoping it will develop into something more often.

She slipped my foot inside and I couldn't believe how tall they made me feel. The biggest I had worn was four inches at max and those took me some time to get used to. She told me to take a few laps around the Salon. Believe it or not, they weren't that bad and I got the hang of them pretty quickly. She remarked that they made my legs and my ass look so much better and I agreed.

"It's getting close to time for Adam to pick you up and there's one last thing," she said.

"What's that?" I asked.

"Every girl needs her purse." She handed me a saffron-colored box with Louis Vitton on it. "I put all the essentials in there, the makeup I used, a mirror, your cell phone, and some other things you might need."

"I've never carried a purse before," I said.

"Just like everything else, you'll get used to it," she said, "You would look out of place without one."

"Isn't LV an expensive brand? How much was this anyway?" I asked.

"Not too bad, only $2400," she said.

"He bought me a $2400 purse?" I asked, surprised.

"He said his Girlfriend deserves the best and to spare no expense," she said.

"Wow," was all I could say. And just then we hear the bell on the door chime and Adam walks in.

"Oh My," he exclaimed with a big wide smile, "Ariel you look amazing. I love you as a brunette!"

He kissed me on the cheek as I said "Thanks," while blushing.

"She wanted to stick with her natural color and I had the perfect hair extensions to put in," Amelia chirped.

"So that's your hair? No more wig?" He asked.

"To a point, but yes! No more wig," Amelia said.

"You picked out a great dress for her, and those shoes, wow! We are finally eye to eye!" He said.

"I'm happy you're pleased," she said.

"You're an artist, Amelia, I'm glad I called you." he smiled.

"Anytime," she said, "Have fun you two." She handed Adam a box and a bag to put in his trunk.

Adam led me to his car and opened the door. I sat down in the car, making sure to keep my legs together, and swung them inside. My dress was so short that in a sitting position, the tops of my stockings were deliciously peaking out. Adam saw them and looked at me and smiled.

It was a short drive to the restaurant and he was rubbing my stockings the entire ride. I was starting to get hot and tried to distract myself. A boner would not look very good in this tight dress. We arrived at Ambrosia's and Adam sped by the Valet Parking sign into the back of the lot.

"What are you doing?" I asked. "They'll park it for you."

"Yeah, but they always mess up my seat and mirror settings. Plus I want to try something," he said.

He pulled into the last spot in the lot. The closest car was 20 spots away.

"Close enough for you," I said sarcastically.

He leaned over and kissed me deeply.

"I want you right now," he said.

"Before dinner? How?" I asked.

He came around and helped me out of the car before spinning me around. The door was still open and I had my hands on the top of the car. He put his hands on my waist and gave me a nudge. I knew what he wanted so I bent over the seat. He slid up the skirt of my Tight Red Dress and was met with the sight of my ass framed by my Black Garters and Thong.

"Are you wet?" he asked as he pulled my Thong to the side.

"Yes, Amelia lubed me up before I got dressed," I said very excitedly. I was looking forward to dinner at my favorite restaurant, but the way he was rubbing me in the car made me so horny.

I heard his pants unzip and I felt his huge head slide into my crack, searching for his prize, as I tottered on my heels. Adam's left hand gripped my waist and held me still as his right hand helped his cock find the target and he pushed into me fully. Needing to keep quiet I covered my mouth with my hand.

"FUCK!" I screamed muffled.

"Shhh, yes baby," He said as he pumped into me.

Making sure the coast was clear, both of his hands grabbed my waist and he began to really slam into me. This was going to be a fast hard fuck. In a parking lot, where anyone could walk by, I felt like a total slut. At the same time, the whole thing was very erotic and exciting. It was another first, being fucked in public.

Adam's cock was magnificent as usual. By now I was used to having it inside me and he really knew how to make me squirm. My hole was gripping him as I met every thrust and then relaxed as he withdrew, waiting to be filled again. I was moaning while still covering my mouth, so as to not draw attention to us.

"Fuck yes," Adam whispered to me.

"Please baby," I whispered in reply.

Adam was really slamming into me now and I knew he was getting close. My asshole spasmed around him, but I didn't cum. I refocused on squeezing him as he pushed into me one final time.

"Yes Ariel!" he whispered, pumping into me as he exploded. I felt the pulse as he filled me with his load.

"That was so good," I said as he withdrew. I remained bent over as he used a towel to wipe himself off and then me before he zipped up.

"Did you cum too?" He asked.

"No, but that's ok, we shouldn't miss our reservation," I said. Here I was, freshly fucked with my Boyfriend's cum deep inside me in a parking lot, and I was worried about missing dinner.

"I guess I owe you one later," he said. "Here, I have something for you."

He handed me the butt plug we had used in bed. No other words were said. I certainly didn't need to be leaking in this Smoking Hot Little Black Dress inside my favorite restaurant. I bent over slightly again and Adam pressed it into my now open asshole. He watched the tip of the plug enter me until my body sucked it in and clamped down on the base. He moved the thong back in place and smoothed my dress back down. I checked the front of my dress and the front was clear. I opened my purse to grab the mirror and check my makeup. Luckily our quick car tryst hadn't disturbed Amelia's perfect job.

I took the first few steps to the restaurant with the plug inside me. I had only worn it in bed and the way it shifted inside me was exciting, especially in these huge stilettos. With every step in my heels, my hips rolled and I felt the plug move against my spot. I wasn't sure how I would make it to the door. I grabbed Adam's hand to hold me steady as we walked inside.

We had a wonderful dinner as Boyfriend and Girlfriend. It was like one of our normal dinners, and I almost forgot I was dressed as a bombshell with a butt plug inside me. He was so sweet, commenting that every guy in here was checking me out and every girl was jealous of me. I doubt that was true, but it was still nice of him to say. We ordered the Seafood Platter which I was craving. A lot of it had to be eaten by hand and it felt so weird to see my pink-polished fingernails picking up the shellfish and putting it in my mouth. Either way, it was delicious. Our fillet steaks were excellent too. We were both so full we waived off dessert.

We had a quick drive back to Adam's house and decided to chill and watch a movie on the couch while we digested. He brought out a bottle of Kahlúa and two glasses and ice so we could have an after-dinner drink while we watched TV. He was flipping through the channels and Goodfellas was about halfway through. This was one of Alex and Adam's favorite movies.

"Is this ok? I know it started already," he said.

Having seen the movie hundreds of times, it was of course fine. Under normal circumstances, he wouldn't even have to ask. "Yeah, sure!" I said.

We watched the movie together and he continued playing with my stocking tops like he did in the car. I tilted my head to rest it on his shoulder as he rubbed me. I was getting excited and I felt my cock slip out of my thighs. I looked down to see I had a visible bulge on my tiny black thong. Not wanting to ruin the effect, I took a pillow and put it on my lap. I lied, saying I was a little chilly, and he continued to massage my thighs.

The movie ended and he put his finger on my chin to pull me in for a kiss. We were making out on the couch and then he suggested we take it to the bedroom. He unzipped my dress and told me to keep my barely-there lingerie on. He made love to me while I was on my back, making me cum twice before he finally exploded inside me. We were now even for the parking lot! He put the plug inside me again and we fell asleep.

***

SUNDAY

I woke up first and Adam was still fast asleep. He was naked and I was still wearing my lingerie. I had a smile on my face from the lovely time we had last night. His morning erection looked like it was waiting to be sucked and I obliged. I gave him a long slow blowjob until he woke up by emptying his load into my mouth.

He told me we were going out to Sunday Brunch. I was still reluctant to leave the house as Ariel, but he reminded me that after last night I should feel confident about going anywhere. He told me Amelia had bought me a brunch outfit and gave him all the makeup she used on me. He had taken it out of the trunk and put it in my room last night. I hadn't gone in there yet since we went right to his room last night. I opened the bag and added all the makeup to my table. She had left me the nail polish remover and instructions on how to remove the hair extensions.

I got undressed and put my lingerie in the hamper. I pulled out the plug and took a shower. My hair still looked good, so I made sure not to mess with it too much. I brushed it lightly until it was perfect. I put on some subtle makeup like she taught me. She had left me a cute Pastel Pink Sundress and a new pair of Miu Miu Heels, this time in White and only 4 inches high. I was happy to see the shorter heels but also surprised he spent another $1000 on heels for me, especially since I had so many in my closet already. I attached my breasts and found a Lace White Bra and Thong that had Pink Lace Lining on it. I pulled the sundress over my head and put on my heels.

He took me to a fancy brunch place I had never been to before. I was always a fan of Brunches but never had anyone to go with. It was really a couple's activity. Now that I was part of a couple, at least on weekends, I could enjoy it. We had a great meal and our typical great conversation.

It was early afternoon when we got home and decided to spend the rest of our time together in the pool. I put on a White Bikini and we enjoyed the warm water. When it was getting later in the day and I needed to head back home, he asked me if it would be okay to fuck me in the pool before I left. Of course, I agreed and we both came together while only our heads were above water.

I took a shower and went to change back into Alex to head back home. I used the nail polish remover and took off my earrings. I left my toenails alone. No one would see them anyway, and they would be a nice reminder every time I looked down during the week. The hair extensions came out easily too and I was happy this process was so simple. I had Friday's work clothes but had forgotten to bring boxers again. I was so used to wearing Thongs anyway that I grabbed the first one I saw, which was a Powder Blue one. I pulled it up my smooth legs, and put on my pants and button-down shirt.

Adam was watching TV as usual. We told each other goodbye, as if I was there as Alex all along, and said we would talk to each other during the week. I got home and watched some TV of my own before going to sleep.

◆◆◆












































Femboy Yearns & Earns Attention 

By S(issy) Joey


DISCLAIMER:

All the characters involved in this fiction are above the legal age of 18 and the story involves only consenting adults. This story contains the concepts Sissification, Feminization, Gentle Domination, Old/Young Relationships, Swinging, Lingerie Fetish, and Group Play, among other kinks & fetishes associated with the ones listed.

~

Checkout my other works here; in this link

.

Sign up for my weekly newsletter to stay updated about my newest releases. I promise, there’ll be no spam!

◆◆◆


Quinn let out a heavy sigh and reached for the remote, his fingers fumbling over the buttons as he scrolled through the endless channels on the television in their bedroom. He had already watched everything worth watching, leaving him with a feeling of deep boredom and restlessness. Michael was at work, leaving Quinn to fend for himself in terms of entertainment. But after exhausting all of his usual options, he was at a loss for what to do next. The thought of starting a new show seemed daunting—once he got hooked, there would be no stopping until it was finished. And with Michael finally taking a break and being home for a few days, it didn't feel like the right time to dive into a new series.

The only problem was, Michael was still working. Despite the late hour, he was hunched over his computer in his home office, his eyes glued to the screen as he frantically typed away. Quinn could hear the rhythmic click-clack of his keyboard mixed with the faint sound of music playing in the background. They had a last-minute important client, and Michael had taken the lead on the project from home in order to meet their deadline. Quinn had been fine with that initially, as Michael usually wasn't heavily involved in projects despite being the head of their team. But this time it was different. Michael had been holed up in his office all day, muttering about color schemes and design concepts that sounded like a train wreck to Quinn's ears. Purple leopard print, lilies, flamingos, bows, and glitter? Who the hell was this important client, and why were they willing to spend money on something that sounded so atrocious?

Quinn's aversion to flamingos was ingrained in him from a young age. The sudden, shrill vocalizations of the pink birds sent shivers down his spine and made him cringe. Even as a child, his pediatrician's office had been adorned with whimsical flamingo art, but he couldn't bring himself to appreciate it. And now, as an adult, he would never dream of spending precious client money on a piece of art featuring both flamingos and leopard print - it seemed gaudy and overwhelming like a chaotic nightmare come to life. He couldn't complain about Liam working, because he did it to take care of him, but he was worried.

Since Wednesday, Michael has been consumed by this project. Quinn could see the toll it was taking on him, even before he came home from work that afternoon. It seemed like he was working twice as hard because of the client, whoever they were. They kept rejecting all of their design proposals, causing Michael to overexert himself. Quinn didn't know how to help or offer advice without overstepping his boundaries; after all, Michael was older and had more responsibilities. Even though they were both young adults, they were in different stages of life. Quinn couldn't fathom the pressure Michael must be under to please this ‘important’ client, especially since he didn't even know who they were. The thought of a negative outcome weighed heavily on both of their minds.

Michael's face was etched with deep lines of stress and exhaustion, his eyes heavy and drooping. Quinn could see the weight of responsibility weighing heavily on his shoulders, and he wanted to help him in any way he could. With a resigned sigh, Quinn clicked off the television and stood up, deciding that a shower would be a better use of his time than aimlessly flipping through channels. Quinn sighed a little as he looked through his drawers for something to put on. Quinn settled in after a few minutes on a silky pajama tank top and short shorts set that Michael had bought him. It was pastel pink, and it was very lacy, and it made him feel… honestly, kind of beautiful. Michael keeps buying him so many outfits—stuff for every single occasion imaginable—and to Quinn's absolute delight, Michael always managed to pick out stuff that accentuated the parts of him that he liked without drowning out the parts he didn't like. His face was by far his best feature, probably; but he really liked his legs, waist, and hips.

Quinn wanted to look pretty and feminine, and those parts of his body that gave him that were the parts of it, that he was absolutely proud of. His hands were on the smaller side, which he was a bit self-conscious about. His hands were a lot smaller than Michael's, and something about that made butterflies race in his stomach. Quinn walked into the bathroom and turned the knob on the wall up all the way so the bathroom was bright, and he walked forward to the walk-in shower and turned it on, letting the water heat up as he undressed himself and put everything into the hamper.

Once he was finished with that, he hopped into the shower and grabbed his loofah, pouring some of his body wash onto it before he started washing himself. The warm water cascading over his body brought a sense of calm and relaxation, washing away the tension that had built up in his muscles from worrying about Michael's well-being. He washed off quickly and then grabbed his rose-infused shaving cream, spread it liberally onto his legs, and gave his legs and ass a thorough clean shave. Once he was satisfied with that result, he ran his fingers through the hair at the base of his cock with a grump. Michael liked to shave him, and he'd done so, in so many different ways. He enjoyed creating designs in the hair at the base of his cock. One time, he'd shaved everything but a heart, sometimes they were more intricate and took much more time, but he didn't do those frequently, because Quinn would have to grow his hair out long and dense enough for him to do it, and Michael liked the neatly groomed look, and having that area neat was important for Quinn to accentuate his femininity. So Michael seemed to settle on something more convenient lately—just a neat little strip about an inch and a half up and across trimmed just at a quarter inch. It did actually look pretty good, and he liked running his fingers through it. Now Quinn didn't want to let it get too long, so he trimmed it up a bit and cleaned out the edges.

Once he was sufficiently clean and hairless everywhere but just the top of the base of his cock, he got out and stopped in front of the large mirror on the wall and brushed his fingers through his wet hair. His clear skin was still tinted pink from the temperature of the water, and he quickly pulled on his snug, pink satin thongs and then the pajama set over it. After a once-over, he confirmed that he looked pretty enough now. He giggled a little and grabbed his shimmer moisturizer, sitting down on the edge of the clawfoot tub to apply it, once again liberally.

After finishing up and getting dressed in the pastel pink short shorts pajama set, he stepped out of the bathroom and noticed that Michael was still missing from their bed. Concerned, he checked the time; it was well past midnight. He quickly grabbed his mid-thigh length satin robe and wrapped it around his body before exiting the bedroom and making his way through the hallway toward the stairs. Reaching the middle floor, where the living room and kitchen were located, he headed towards the stairway that led up to Michael's office.

He tapped on the door before cautiously peering inside when he received no answer. His eyes fell upon Michael, slumped over his desk in an exhausted state. One arm lay folded over his keyboard, while the other stretched out with a pen still held between his fingers. The two big monitors have already gone into screen-saver mode. Quinn would have been agitated if he couldn't see the steady rise and fall of Michael's back as he breathed. He didn’t exactly know for how long Michael’s been out. "Daddy," Quinn said softly, entering the room and gently placing his hand on Michael's shoulder.

Michael's body jolted awake, his head snapping up with such force that his slightly crooked glasses flew off his face and landed with a clatter on the keyboard of his computer. "Quinn, baby, what’re you doing still up?" Michael asked, his deep voice still rough from sleep. Quinn leaned forward, tucking a loose strand of hair behind her ear as she smiled down at him.

With a gentle smile, Quinn reached out to softly brush Michael's hair away from his eyes. He let out a tired sigh and fumbled for his glasses, which had fallen askew during his nap. As Quinn picked them up and carefully placed them back on his face, he couldn't help but giggle at Michael’s disheveled state. "Why were you sleeping at your desk?" His voice was filled with worry as he took in the scene before him. Michael shook his mouse and pulled up the mood boards and plans he had been working on before dozing off, the dim light of the computer screen casting shadows across the room. The intricate designs on the glowing screen took a few seconds for Quinn to adjust to as he leaned in closer to get a better look.

Quinn's initial thoughts about the piece of the commission were correct—it looked as atrocious as it sounded. The glitter and pink leopard print were cringe-y enough; why did they have to make it so specific? "I can't get a design that the bastard will accept," Michael said tightly, his eyebrow twitching in annoyance. "We typically handle pieces for businesses, celebrities, and sophisticated pieces of artwork that thousands of hours go into, and I swear to fucking god I've never had such a hard time getting approval for a piece in the last decade I’ve been doing this."

Quinn cocked his head to one side, his eyebrows furrowing in confusion, as he gazed at the garish display before him. "That's because the whole idea is pretty terrible," he said with a bemused tone. "Who actually likes pink leopard print, and why would they pair it with a fucking flamingo?"

Michael let out a frustrated sigh, shrugging his shoulders as if to say who knows and then turning to Quinn. Without hesitation, he reached out and clasped Quinn's wrist in his hand, pulling him forward between his legs. Michael buried his face in Quinn's stomach, letting out a deep sigh as he wrapped his arms tightly around his waist. Quinn couldn't help but laugh at the unexpected affection. "What are you doing?" he asked playfully, running his fingers through Michael's hair.

"I need a refuel," Michael replied, his voice muffled by Quinn's cool satin robe. Quinn nodded understandingly and continued to comb his fingers through Michael's hair, knowing how much it soothed him. After a few minutes of silence, Michael spoke up again. "I don't think I can do this piece," he confessed with a heavy sigh. "I can't make a flamingo not look stupid and cheap on a pink and black background. He wants it realistic but colorful. Glittery, but not cheap?!" Michael vented his frustrations. "The whole idea sounds like something a four-year-old would come up with. How is it so fucking difficult?"

"Have you tried looking at it from a different angle?" Quinn asked, and Michael peered up at him. "Try doing layers. Do the leopard print as the background, and then put lace over it. It'll muffle and mute the bright peppiness of the pink and black, it should help in making it look less gaudy. Over the lace, do a layer of sequin instead of glitter, and smooth out everything with a layer of resin. Maybe you can add that glitter requirement to the resin instead on the actual background." Quinn suggested, and Michael hummed a bit. "Once the layer dries, you can put on a white separation layer that's smaller than the background, and paint a watercolor flamingo outlined in black instead of doing it all in oil colors. That way, its outline is obvious, but the colors don't have to be contained. And, then you can put that flowers in the resin on the same layer; then sand it down so the edges are rounded, and finish it all up by putting a giant black bow on top of it."

"You have a good point. Something like that might work, actually." Michael said, his hand reaching around him to scribble the idea down on a piece of paper on his desk. Quinn slid over out of the way so he could see. "Was something wrong, beautiful?" Michael asked, and Quinn shook his head and stepped forward, putting his hands on Michael's shoulders.

"Nothing." Quinn's response was barely above a whisper, causing Michael to pause and lift his head. He adjusted his glasses and studied Quinn with deep, inquisitive eyes. A slight flush crept up Quinn's cheeks as he averted his gaze, nervously biting his bottom lip. Acting on impulse, Michael rose from his seat and gently placed his hands on Quinn's hips, sending a jolt through Quinn's body as his heart began to race. The warmth of Michael's touch enveloped him, igniting a fire within him that he couldn't deny.

"Am I neglecting my baby, leaving him feeling lonely?" Michael guessed, his brow furrowed in concern. Quinn hesitated, caught between admitting the truth and protecting Michael's feelings. He knew he was a bit of an attention whore, always craving Michael's affections and doting gaze. If Michael stayed home and showered him with attention, Quinn would probably never want to leave the house again. But deep down, he knew that Michael had responsibilities and couldn't always be there for him. A momentary pang of loneliness passed through Quinn's heart, but he quickly pushed it aside. After all, Michael hardly ever made him feel lonely anyway. It was just a passing thought, nothing to worry about. Besides, he understood how important work was for Michael, he was a passionate man, both in life and in bed. And Quinn would never expect Michael to sacrifice it all for him, his passion was one of the things he absolutely loved about Michael.

Quinn denied adamantly, his gaze flicking up at Michael through thick lashes as he nervously nibbled on his lower lip. A hint of an eyebrow raised in response as Michael's hand found its way to the small of Quinn's back, pulling him closer until their chests were pressed together. Quinn's breath caught in his throat and he looked up at Michael with shy admiration.

"My little sweetie," Michael murmured, his tone soft and inquiring. There was a hint of skepticism hidden in the gentle words. Quinn pouted slightly, poking out his bottom lip like a boy. But then Michael's smile softened and he reached out to tenderly stroke Quinn's cheek with his thumb. "I'm sorry for burying myself in work and neglecting you," he confessed softly, sincerity ringing through every word. A surge of warmth flooded through Quinn's body, his heart beating faster at Michael's heartfelt words.

"I'm not upset, I just was worried about you, honestly," Quinn said softly, and Michael pulled away a little to look down into his eyes and brushed his hair out of his eyes. Quinn sucked in a deep breath, arousal beginning to seep through him at the proximity. Michael's eyes were finally focused on him; his attention centered fully on him, and it had Quinn’s heart racing in his chest and arousal flooding through him. His face heated up more, and he felt his shaved cock stiffening inside his satin panties.

"Still. Would you like me to make it up to you, my love?" Michael asked, wrapping his arm tighter around him. Quinn couldn't help but let out a soft, helpless moan when his cock brushed against Michael's hard chest, and he wrapped his arms around Michael's neck and lifted himself up on his tiptoes so that he was a little taller.

"Well," Quinn said breathlessly, biting into his lip for a moment. "I suppose it wouldn't hurt for you to take a break, right?" Quinn asked, and Michael nodded, leaning down to press his lips against Quinn's cheek, and he carefully brushed kisses along his skin, tingles, and warmth trailing into him. Quinn bit his lip and nodded. "Okay, but you're not making anything up to me, got it?" Quinn said sassily, and Michael chuckled, gripped his waist, and lifted him up.

Quinn let out a delighted giggle and pressed his face into the comforting warmth of Michael's neck. He wrapped his arms tightly around Michael's body, feeling safe and at home in his embrace. As they moved, Michael's arm slid down and hooked under Quinn's bottom, effortlessly carrying him through the office and down into the living room. Quinn could feel his cheeks flush with embarrassment as he looked up at Michael through shy eyes, still holding on to his neck for dear life. "You're absolutely adorable, little one," Michael whispered affectionately, before ascending another set of stairs that led to their bedroom. The familiar scent of fresh linen and vanilla filled the air as they entered their private sanctuary.

As Quinn spoke the words, "I love you, Daddy," he leaned forward and pressed a tender kiss to Michael's ear. A soft chuckle escaped Michael's lips as he carried him towards the bed. Setting him down gently, Michael's eyes roamed hungrily over Quinn's body, his deep brown gaze filled with desire. Flushed with a mix of emotions, Quinn sucked in a deep breath as Michael reached for the tie on his robe, pulling it slowly until it came undone. With gentle fingers, he then pushed the satin garment off of Quinn's shoulders, his touch sending shivers down his spine and leaving a trail of tingling sensations on his skin.

Quinn's breath caught in his throat, and he shivered a little, tingles trailing behind his fingertips. The look in Michael's eyes had Quinn's stomach doing somersaults, lust beginning to take over him. The look in Michael's eyes was so full of desire and longing that it made Quinn feel a little lightheaded and warm. Michael's warm hand landed on the back of his neck, slipping into his hair as he used the slight grip to gently lead his head back. Anticipation raced through Quinn as Michael leaned down over him, hyperaware and focused on their close proximity.

"You're so fucking beautiful, Quinn," Michael praised him in an amazed tone as his eyes roamed over him like it was the first time he'd ever seen him. Quinn let out a shaky breath as Michael's lips met his and fire raced through him, an electric current that made him shiver a bit traveling through him as his skin began tingling. Their lips moved together, dizzied breaths escaping Quinn's lips each time they parted for a half-second. He could feel Michael's warmth wrapping around him, lust fogging his mind over as he tangled his fingers into Michael's hair. It was soft and smooth between his fingers, and his heart was hammering in his chest, the sound of his blood rushing in his ears.

Michael felt like gravity, everything in him was drawn towards him, his warm hand sliding around to the small of his back, fingertips slipping beneath the back of his shirt and slowly sliding up his back. Quinn let out a soft moan, unable to help his body trembling slightly beneath his warm and steady hands, his cock twitching in his panties as he clung onto Michael and pulled him closer to him.

His heart was racing, his body yearning for more as he pulled Michael closer, desperate to feel nothing but their bodies intertwined. The intensity of his desire clouded his mind as he broke away from the kiss and whimpered, his fingers tugging on Michael's hair in a plea for more. "Please," he breathed, his legs parting even further as he tried to bring them closer together. The air around them was charged with electricity, each touch igniting sparks that only fueled their desire for one another.

Michael's deep voice purred seductively into his ear, causing shivers to run down his spine. He watched in anticipation as Michael pulled back and swiftly removed Quinn’s satin pajama top, revealing a toned and well-defined chest. Suddenly, he found himself being lifted up and carefully tossed onto the plush bed, his body bouncing slightly upon impact. Gasping in surprise, he propped himself up on his elbows and met Michael's intense gaze. The fabric of his shirt strained against Michael's muscles as he tugged at his tie, the movement becoming more urgent as he discarded the tie onto the bed. In a flurry of movements, Michael began unbuttoning his shirt, revealing more of his chiseled physique beneath.

Once he was shirtless too, he crawled onto the bed and laid down beside him, drawing him into his arms and capturing his lips again, his hand catching the small of his back to hold him closer to him, leading his lips in a kiss as Michael's hand laced through one of his and pressed it down against the bed over his head. For a moment, Michael was only kissing him, his hand clasped in his gently. It was all so gentle, it made his mind fog and his breath race. Anticipation crept through him for when Michael's fingers would eventually touch him harder. Quinn whimpered when Michael's fingers pulled from his, he wanted to clasp his hand back around his but half a heartbeat later, Michael's fingertips pressed against his fingertips. It made Quinn's breath catch, his lips moving more fervently against Michael's. He couldn't stand the thought of pulling away to ask what he was doing, but he didn't really seem to need to when he could steal little gasps of breath in between them.

A shiver ran down Quinn's spine as Michael's warm, gentle fingers traced a path across his palm and down to his wrist. The sensation sent electric sparks through his body, and he could feel the racing beat of his heart in his chest. As Michael continued to explore with his fingertips, tracing up the center of Quinn's forearm, over his shoulder, and along his collarbone, Quinn couldn't help but let out a soft gasp. His body was on fire with anticipation as Michael's touch moved down his breastbone, teasingly grazing over the waistband of his small satin shorts. Every nerve in Quinn's body seemed to be humming with excitement as Michael slipped his hand into his short shorts and lifted him up, gently removing them from his still-trembling form.

Quinn's hands moved down his thighs as Michael removed his own pants, causing him to feel a rush of excitement and heat. The atmosphere between them was intense, almost hazy, and warm. A flush of excitement crept up his neck and spread across his cheeks as he released a shuddery breath when Michael's gaze landed on Quinn's throbbing outline encased in the satin of his panties, causing him to blush even more when Michael's eyes trailed down to it. He could feel the wetness forming in front of the thong against the tip of his cock, but he couldn't recall how he had gotten so aroused under Michael's gentle touch. It was unlike anything he had experienced before. He couldn't recall ever feeling this way before, overwhelmed by pleasure and desire in such a unique way.

Michael teased him, but this felt different somehow, more intimate. It was different, Quinn could tell that just by the look in Michael's eyes, but how? Why did it suddenly feel so hard to breathe? The air was thick and heavy, pressing against his lungs with each breath. Yet, it wasn't unpleasant. In fact, there was a certain comfort in the weight of it, like being wrapped in a warm blanket on a cold night. He felt so shy under his gaze like Michael was looking through him but still somehow at him. He'd never felt so naked in his life, and he wasn't fully undressed yet even.

"You're perfect, baby," Michael murmured as he slotted himself between his legs and caged him down to the bed, his elbows on either side of his head. "I love you so much, muffin," The words seemed so much louder to him than they really were, they jumped out to his lust-fogged brain and captured his attention. A shiver ran through his body as Michael's lips began following the same path his fingers had taken--starting with gentle kisses on the tips of his fingers, then trailing along his palm, up his forearm and shoulder, and finally reaching his collarbone. Each touch ignited a fiery sensation, sending bolts of pleasure coursing through his veins. The heat between them intensified with every brush of skin against skin, creating an intoxicating physical connection that he couldn't get enough of.

It was intoxicating, and Quinn had no idea how to handle it. He was filled with desire, his entire body begging for more. "I-I need you," Quinn gasped softly, his eyes staring up at Michael pleadingly, weakly. He was so aroused that his body felt heavy, and Michael's eyes were like fire as they roamed over his face, and a hand came up to brush his hair out of his eyes as Michael looked down at him.

"You're mesmerizing, Quinn," Michael said, and Quinn let out a little whimper as he pulled away, but he quickly shut up when he felt Michael's fingers slipping into the legs of his snug thong panties and tugging them down over his hips, tossing them over out of the way before his fingers worked the fastenings of his pants and pulled off his pants and boxers. Quinn could've cried from sheer joy when Michael returned, those deep hazel eyes roaming over him hungrily. "Flawless in your beauty and grace," Michael whispered into his ear as he wrapped his arms around him and rolled him slightly so that he was on his side, Michael's hand landing on his lower back before skimming down over the swell of his ass. "I love you, baby," Michael whispered softly into his ear.

"I love you too," Quinn breathed, looking up at him with hooded, arousal-darkened eyes as he felt Michael's thick erection brushing against his hip. Quinn couldn't help but shiver a little, excitement coursing through him. He felt so needy, he hadn't been this close to cumming without even penetration in so long, Every nerve ending in his body was screaming at him for Michael's length immediately inside him. "I need you, Daddy," Quinn whispered, and Michael's eyes darkened as he swallowed and nodded, his fingers brushing against Quinn's hole.

Quinn let out a desperate noise, his body aching with desire, his ‘please please please’ echoing through his head on repeat as he pushed back into Michael's fingers waiting for him. "I'm ready," Quinn said, and Michael chuckled a little as he trailed kisses over his forehead.

"So soon already, beautiful?" Michael asked, and Quinn nodded his head. At this point, he rarely required being fingered--Michael kept toys in him as much as possible, and he fucked him enough that he was nearly always stretched enough to accommodate his size. Quinn nodded and sucked in a deep breath, wrapping his arms around Michael's neck. "Okay baby," Michael murmured and rolled him back onto his back, his hands gripping into his thighs as Quinn hooked his legs over his hips, and watched on bated breath as Michael grabbed the lube off the bedside table and lubricated himself up.

Michael's voice was dripping with lust as he whispered, "So soon, beautiful?" Quinn nodded eagerly, his body already aching for Michael's touch. He no longer needed to be fingered, thanks to the constant use of toys and Michael's skilled fucking that had stretched him to his limits. As Michael rolled him onto his back, Quinn's heart raced in anticipation, his arms wrapping tightly around Michael's neck. With a commanding grip on Quinn's thighs, Michael grabbed the lube off the bedside table, lubricated himself up, and positioned himself between Quinn's legs. Quinn gasped in excitement as he watched Michael prepare to claim him once again.

"Please, I-I wanna feel you inside of me!" Quinn pleaded when he felt the head of Michael's cock pushing against his hole. It caught on the rim for a second as Michael leaned down and pressed their lips together again, tangling their tongues as he slowly started pushing inside of him. Quinn moaned into the kiss, fighting against the urge to push back into his length as he felt his insides slowly stretching around Michael's length. Warmth was quickly filling him up, pleasure seeping through him as Michael pushed in deeper. More and more, until Quinn was trembling and moaning softly as Michael's hips pressed against his ass. "D-Daddy," Quinn stammered, and Michael smiled softly down at him.

"Hmm?" Michael hummed softly, his hands reaching up to unwrap Quinn's arms from his neck, pushing them down against the bed as he laced their fingers together, using the grip as leverage to thrust into him.

"Daddy… fuck," Quinn gasped, his breath hitched as a wave of ecstasy crashed over his body, his back arching in pleasure. Wrapped in Michael's embrace, every inch of his skin was on fire with longing. He needed him, craved him with an unrelenting hunger that consumed his entire being. "Please," he begged, his fingers digging into the flesh on the backs of Michael's hands. "I need you to move, take me completely Daddy." His voice was hoarse with desperation and desire as he surrendered himself fully to this intoxicating moment.

"Of course, sweetheart," Michael's voice was like honey dripping into Quinn's ear, sending shivers down his spine as his teeth sank into the soft flesh of Quinn's neck as he started to grind his hips against him. His hips rolled in a slow, steady rhythm, mimicking the seductive words he spoke. "How do you want it tonight, my love? Slow and sensual?" He asked, his pace matching the words as Quinn whimpered, his hips pushing back into the thrusts. Michael's breath tickled Quinn's neck as he whispered. "Or would you rather I ravish you like the beautiful little doll that you are?" Michael continued, speeding up his movements until he was thrusting into him. Michael unleashed his full force, pounding into Quinn until he was nothing but a moaning mess in his arms, completely lost in waves of intense pleasure. Quinn's eyes rolled back as he let out a loud moan, his fingernails scratching into the back of Michael's head as a wave of pleasure knocked him breathless.

"The s-second please," Quinn pleaded, trying to clear the haze from his mind but it wasn't happening. He loved the way it felt to have Michael inside of him, his body molded to Michael's shape. Liam's length made him feel full, and the way his eyes looked over him had his body burning beneath him. Michael's thrusts were perfectly aimed and timed, each one was sending shockwaves of pleasure through him, and he could barely wade through it. He just wanted to sink into it and let himself float.

Michael's words drip with sinful promise as he growls, "Your wish is my command, honeybun," sending a shiver of anticipation through Quinn's body. With every powerful thrust, Quinn's moans turn into desperate pleas for more as Michael takes him to new heights of ecstasy. Their bodies move in perfect synchronization, fueled by the unbreakable connection between them. As Michael's gaze burns into him, Quinn's heart races, and his skin tingles with desire, unable to resist the primal pull that draws them closer. Each calculated movement drives Quinn wild with pleasure, igniting a fiery explosion of stars behind his closed eyes. Lost in the overwhelming sensations, all Quinn can do is surrender to the consuming passion that consumes them both. Each precisely aimed thrust of Michael's hips had his cock ramming into his prostate, and it had stars dancing behind his eyes. He couldn't think with Michael's eyes on him, all he could focus on was Michael's eyes on his skin, the feeling of Michael inside of him, and the sensations coursing through his body.

Quinn's mind screamed for Michael's attention, his desperate plea echoing through his head. He was consumed by a burning desire to be the sole focus of Michael's gaze, now and for eternity. The thought alone made Quinn's lust-fried mind quiver with anticipation. He craved the feeling of Michael moving inside him, igniting every nerve and filling him with a sense of confidence and power. With each touch, Michael stoked the fire within Quinn, setting his desires ablaze and leaving him consumed by an insatiable hunger.

As Michael's hands stayed locked with his, Quinn felt himself being moved and consumed by waves of intense pleasure. Each thrust sent jolts of electricity pulsing through him, igniting a fire within that he never knew existed. The warmth emanating from their locked bodies was all-encompassing, grounding Quinn in the moment. But it wasn't just physical sensation that had him feeling so overcome. Michael's strength and grip on him sent a surge of heat coursing through his insides. And yet, amidst all the intensity, there was a gentleness to his movements, a controlled power that somehow still managed to teeter on the edge of primal desire. Liam wasn't just fuel for the fire, he was the fire itself--wild, untamable, and irresistible. But in his touch, Quinn found safety and protection, like a warm blanket wrapped around him. He couldn't help but feel warm and fuzzy beneath Liam's passionate embrace.

"F-Fuck," Quinn gasped when Michael changed his angle just a bit, and pleasure burst through his veins and made him feel as if he were floating. "H-Harder, please, Daddy," Quinn pleaded, and Michael smirked down at him, those deep brown eyes so full of desire as they roamed over his face, and fuck he was trembling under his gaze. The appreciation in his eyes made Quinn's heart pound and pride swell in his chest.

"You look so beautiful when you're desperate for me," Michael's voice dripped with raw desire as he leaned back, his hands releasing their tight grip on Quinn. With a carnal hunger in his eyes, Michael shifted his position, hooking his knees over his shoulders and thrusting deeper inside Quinn. The force of it made Quinn moan uncontrollably, feeling like he could choke on the overwhelming pleasure coursing through him. Each movement sent sparks of electricity through his body, igniting a fire that threatened to consume him entirely.

"Holy shit," Quinn cried out, he couldn't contain his surprise, a gasp escaping his lips as Michael's hips surged forward. Waves of pleasure shot through his body, causing him to shudder and tremble. His fingers instinctively gripped onto Michael's broad shoulders, his back arching in response to the increasing speed of the thrusts. His whole being was consumed by intense pleasure, every muscle in his body quivered with delight, and his thighs trembled uncontrollably while his feet dangled over Michael's shoulders like limp ribbons.

Quinn's body trembled with pleasure as he desperately tried to keep up with the movements of his daddy. Moans escaped from his lips uncontrollably, echoing around them and filling the room with a symphony of ecstasy. The headboard violently banged against the wall in sync with their passionate rhythm, but even that was overshadowed by the intensity of Quinn's cries of pleasure. He gasped for air, completely consumed by the mind-numbingly fantastic sensations taking over his body, unable to tear his gaze away from the electrifying experience unfolding before him.

He was powerless, soaring on a wave of pleasure that threatened to consume him. "D-Daddy," Quinn pleaded, his body tensing around Michael as he lost himself in a wave of an orgasm. It ripped through him with a blinding force, obliterating his senses and leaving him gasping for breath. With every shuddering pulse, he clung to Michael desperately, his fingernails digging deep into his flesh. "M-More," Quinn begged, his back arching off the bed in delirious ecstasy, offering himself up to the relentless pounding of Michael's cock. Michael growled and thrust into him with savage force, relentlessly seeking out every nerve ending inside him. As Michael's cock repeatedly struck his prostate from different angles, Quinn was sent spiraling into a dizzying euphoria that left him trembling and speechless.

He was powerless, soaring on a wave of pleasure that threatened to consume him. "D-Daddy," Quinn pleaded, his body tensing around Michael as he lost himself in a wave of an orgasm. It ripped through him with a blinding force, obliterating his senses and leaving him gasping for breath. With every shuddering pulse, he clung to Michael desperately, his fingernails digging deep into his flesh. "M-More," Quinn begged, his back arching off the bed in delirious ecstasy, offering himself up to the relentless pounding of Michael's cock. Michael growled and thrust into him with savage force, relentlessly seeking out every nerve ending inside him. As Michael's cock repeatedly struck his prostate from different angles, Quinn was sent spiraling into a dizzying euphoria that left him trembling and speechless.

The sensation of his cock rubbing between his thighs with each powerful thrust sent waves of pleasure coursing through his body. The slickness of his own cum acted as a lubricant, intensifying the sensation and driving him to push up against Michael's muscular abdomen in a desperate attempt for more friction. Even after reaching climax, he remained achingly hard, craving more attention, and praise, from his daddy and anything else from him that would satisfy his insatiable desire. He wanted more, more everything, anything.

"The way your eyes get darker when you get aroused, it drives me wild baby," Michael said huskily into his ear, and Quinn whimpered in response, his body tensing a bit as he tried to pull Michael closer to him. The position didn't really allow it, despite it feeling good, and Quinn whined softly. "Don't worry, I'll give you all the attention you crave, my little sunshine," Michael said.

Warmth spread through Quinn, and he whimpered. "C-Closer," Quinn pleaded, and Michael smiled softly down at him and leaned up off of him, letting his legs fall down off of his shoulders. Quinn cried out when Michael pulled out of him, his arms reaching out for him. "Nooo," whined Quinn.

"Shh, I've got you, baby," Michael said, lifting him up off of the bed. He turned the both of them towards the mirror on the wall, he then pulled Quinn up into his lap and made him turn so that his back was against his chest. As Michael’s big hands slowly grazed over Quinn’s soft femme body, he couldn't help the blush that trailed up his cheeks as he looked over himself in the mirror. The distance between the bed and the mirror gave him a pretty wide view of himself and every reaction he had, but it also meant he could see Michael.

Quinn whimpered when he felt the head of Michael's cock pushing against the rim of his hole, and then he lowered him onto it. "W-Whoa," Quinn gasped, tingles spreading through him, his entire body feeling fuzzy as pleasure knocked into him. He was so full, Michael was hitting his prostate differently, or... something... because it felt so good. It was different, he knew that--he just didn't know how. But it felt amazing. Michael's hand landed on his abdomen and then he was rocking his hips. Quinn moaned, his head falling back against Michael's chest as he started rocking his hips back toward Michael's.

Michael's lips hovered just inches from Quinn's ear, his breath hot and heavy as he whispered, "Close enough?" before sinking his teeth into the sensitive skin of his neck. As Michael's thrusts became more forceful, Quinn could feel every inch of him dragging along his insides, sending waves of intense pleasure through his body. He gripped the sheets tightly as Michael's hands held him in place, one on his chest and the other firmly planted on his lower abdomen, effortlessly lifting and dropping him with powerful ease. Unable to control himself any longer, Quinn lifted his legs and squeezed them together, intending to stimulate his own arousal but instead triggering a fierce orgasm as Michael's length slammed deep inside him.

His body convulsed in a violent release, his orgasm hitting him like a freight train and blinding him with white-hot pleasure. His muscles tensed and his eyes rolled back into his head as he emptied himself onto his thighs and abdomen, the hot liquid coating his skin. Michael's grip on him tightened, his soft whispers a stark contrast to the intense physical sensations coursing through his body. As Michael's hand roamed up his chest, flicking over one of his sensitive nipples, he felt like he was being consumed by an inferno of pure desire. He couldn't help but let out a guttural cry, lost in the overwhelming intensity of the moment. The air around them felt thick with heat, their voices deep and raw with primal need, their touches urgent and insistent as they gave into their most carnal personal desires.

He wasn't even looking directly at Michael anymore, by all rights this should've felt less intimate, but Michael's hands ran over his skin so gently. He could feel Michael's chest against his back, his arm around him, and his hand moving over his nipple. Again and again, pleasure washed over him in waves that made his mind lag out on him. "Daddy," Quinn whimpered softly, meeting his eyes in the mirror.

"Those beautiful little noises are driving me crazy muffin," Michael groaned, biting down into his shoulder a bit as he bounced him on his cock. Quinn couldn't respond, not with each movement of Michael's length inside of him making pleasure course through his body. His movements were driving Quinn to the edge of sanity. The sounds he made were a symphony of agony and ecstasy, each thrust bringing him closer to the brink. Michael's length was pulsing inside of him, his fingers as they started tugging on his nipple and rolling it, the way his dark hair fell into those dark eyes and--fuck, he felt like he was going to explode. "I love that, you're so incredible. You feel so good around me, honeybun." The praise, oh, it was turning him to mush, a frenzy, his mind and body consumed by the desire for this man who had claimed him in every way possible.

He melted back into Michael's chest, resting his head on his shoulder as he watched their bodies moving together in the mirror on bated breath. Every touch felt elevated, his body felt warmer than usual, arousal washing through him in waves, comingling with the pleasure already overflowing out of his body. Everything was simmering just below his skin, his body heating up and his mind blanking out a bit.

"F-Feels sooooo fucking good Daddy," Quinn moaned and groaned, his hands gripping down into the sheets on either side of them, just for something to hold on to. He didn't know where to put his hands, but he didn't want them in his way, seeing what Michael was doing to him.

"Spread your legs, baby boy," Michael directed, his voice deepening from arousal and sending shivers down his spine. Quinn whimpered in confusion, unsure how to position himself, and Michael's hands left him only to grip the backs of his thighs, down by his knees, and he watched with his heart racing in his chest as Michael spread his legs, managing to effortlessly position him up onto his knees with Michael's legs beneath him, and fuck. Fuck. These were positions he'd never tried before, and the sensations kept slightly changing--but only just enough for him to detect the change, not to pinpoint it.

Michael's hands settled on his hips, and Quinn's breath caught in his chest as he lifted him and dropped him back down--and then he was basically being bounced on Michael's length. He was being held into place, he could see his own face as he was being fucked, his eyes watering and his body trembling. His cock was bouncing too, hitting against his abdomen with each movement that sent pleasure echoing through him. Everything faded away except the pleasure—the wonderful pleasure that he was drowning in. He was tingling and hyperaware of each brush of their bodies together; he couldn't think--it was so, so fantastic.

After a few days of being left to his own devices, this was a much-needed recess from his own mind. "Y-You spoil me Daddy," Quinn murmured in a daze as Michael chuckled behind him and pressed a kiss to the back of his neck, his movements barely stalling. Quinn moaned as he met Michael's eyes in the mirror, so much love and admiration in them that it made him feel so warm. Michael was a total softy, he had a way with words that would probably make most people swoon, and in those eyes, Quinn could see the emotions swirling through his eyes even with the pleasure clouding his mind.

"You deserve to be spoiled, baby," Michael said, the gentleness of the tone lulling him, and Quinn whimpered, his thighs trembling. Quinn couldn't understand how Michael managed to keep his tone so steady when he was moving him, when Quinn was pleasured, his voice just failed on him and he stammered and slurred. He was a mess, but Michael was perfect. "Your body deserves to be treated with tenderness," The words made his face heat up, unable to help the moan that fell off his lips.

Michael's intense gaze burned into Quinn's skin, igniting a fire within him that threatened to consume his entire being. His words whispered hotly against Quinn's ear, left a trail of electricity and desire in their wake, searing themselves permanently into his mind. As Michael's hand guided his head back and tilted it to the side, their lips collided in a passionate kiss that sent shivers down Quinn's spine. The overwhelming mix of pleasure and need made Quinn whimper uncontrollably as their tongues danced together in a frenzy of lust. Despite the intensity of the moment, Michael's grip on his hip remained firm, driving Quinn to the edge with each movement and causing his toes to curl in ecstasy as his prostate was repeatedly hit.

All that Quinn cared about as ecstasy flowed through him was Michael's length inside of him, moving and battering his prostate. Michael was warm behind him, he was surrounded by the warmth, and it resonated through him and made him feel so soft and floaty. His erection was throbbing between his legs, and he didn't even think about touching it. The sensations coursing through him had him moaning into the kiss, his lungs burning a little in search of oxygen. Michael pulled back from the kiss and brushed his lips along his cheeks. Quinn's face deepened in color as Michael's dark eyes staring into his made his heart thump. There was something so sensual and pleasurable about the way they seemed to stare right into him. It made his entire body shake, desperation crawling through him. It was mind-boggling to him how Michael could just look at him and turn him into a squirming, desperate mess.

"Y-you make me feel so, sooo good Daddy..." Quinn managed to get out between soft moans and breathless gasps, his head falling back onto Michael's shoulder. He could feel his orgasm getting closer, he was dangling just on the edge. "I'm so close," Quinn whimpered, and Michael leaned down and pressed his forehead to Quinn's.

"You want to cum again for me, beautiful?" honeybun, beautiful, sweetie, baby boy, each name that rolled off of Michael's tongue had him sinking. Quinn nodded his head breathlessly. "Go ahead, make a mess for me, baby." Quinn let out a moan, his eyes rolling back into his head. Michael was touching every inch of him, stretching him, and filling him to the brim. With each rise and drop of his body, Michael's cock was dragging against everything that made Quinn's body quiver. Coupled with the pleasure, were the soft words, the gentle caresses, and the way his eyes never left his – it was all so intimate and warm that he felt a little intoxicated by it.

"Such a good boy, Quinn, Open your legs a little wider, my precious doll," Quinn moaned in response. The pleased tone in Michael's voice resonated through him, and he complied easily, sliding his knees farther apart on the bed.

"S-So big," Quinn panted in a daze as he tried to stifle the moan of pleasure that escaped him when Michael rolled his hips up into him, he trailed his hand up his abdomen and chest, up to his neck, and wrapped his hand around it, squeezing lightly. Quinn gasped, his eyes rolling back as he shuddered in his arms, his mind fogging over. He was sinking into an abyss of pleasure, everything crashing down over him.

"What was that, my sweetie?" Michael asked huskily in his ear, a breathy chuckle leaving his lips as he started bouncing him up and down a little harder. Quinn sank back against his chest, crying out loudly, his body arching back into Michael's as he shuddered. Every thrust jolted him, his body just melting into Michael's touch as he felt the circulation being cut off to his head.

"C-Cumming," Quinn choked, his orgasm crashing down over him as Michael's length bashed into his prostate and sent a tsunami of pleasure washing over him. Michael groaned behind him and thrust up into him deeply, his hands clenching on his hips as warmth flooded through him. He convulsed in Michael's arms, his mind blanking out entirely as the world disappeared around him. The only thing holding him to earth was Michael—he was Quinn's gravity in the moment, and he was floating on cloud nine.

"You look so beautiful as you cum for me, baby," Michael hummed into his ear as he pulled out of him, and Quinn whined when he felt a little bit of cum trickling out of him. As soon as he was lying on the bed, he thoughtlessly rolled himself over onto his stomach and shakily pulled himself up onto his knees, his fingers immediately going to find his hole in an attempt to fill himself. He could feel it, hot and warm inside of him, and he wanted it to stay.

"Shh, honeybun," Michael purred in his ear as he led his fingers away from his hole. Quinn whimpered in a complaint, but Michael shushed him. Quinn relaxed when he felt Michael's fingers running up beneath the cum and led it back up to his hole, pushing it back inside of him before he felt the cool metal tip of a plug pushing inside of him. When it settled into place, Quinn sank down onto the bed, his eyes hooded as he felt aftershocks of pleasure vibrating beneath his skin. He looked up at Michael and smiled up at him in a daze before his eyes fluttered closed.

Michael pulling away from him made him whine, but he was too tired to do much more than just somewhat vocalize his disapproval. He didn't want Michael to move, he felt so close and connected to him, and he did not like the distance even a little. A few seconds, or a few minutes later, Quinn couldn't really tell, he felt himself being lifted up off of the bed. He couldn't hold back the soft sigh that left his lips as he cuddled up to Michael's neck, his scent washing over his senses. Oh, he was so warm.

As he nestled into the warmth of his daddy’s embrace, a soft, cottony sensation washed over his mind. He held on even tighter, savoring the feeling of safety and comfort that enveloped him. The lines between reality and fantasy blurred as he surrendered to his touch, every sensation merging into one beautiful moment.

◆◆◆
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