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“I was drunk and it was my bachelor party, babe, you can’t hold this against me, can you?” he asked.

“Get out. I don’t want to see you again, asshole. You fucking proposed to me and cheated on me the day before our wedding? Get the fuck out!” I screamed. I hated him. So fucking much. After two years of being ‘faithful’, Joseph decided to cheat on me the night before our wedding.

He sighed and walked out of our house with his car keys, “I love you, Ella.”

I couldn’t say anything as he left. I didn’t want him here anymore, over the course of our relationship, my faith had been tested. I held firm. The night before our wedding, he caved. What more was there to say?

I took out my phone and sent a mass text to everyone that was invited and told them the wedding was off. Maybe I was being harsh by letting everyone, including him, see the text about his infidelity. Maybe I didn’t care anymore.

I got a few texts back rather quickly and after I put out the immediate fires, I responded to one in particular.

Trish: Hey, sorry about dude being a twat waffle. I’m still your bridesmaid, but I’m also your best friend. That being said, can I come over and keep you company?

Me: Yeah. Bring some whiskey. And a pizza. I don’t want to cook.

Trish: With pineapple right? Are you one of those heathens?

Me: Eat my ass. Yeah, Hawaiian pizza.

Trish: Don’t tempt me, you’re single now.

The text made me smile, and while yeah, Trish was pretty hot. She has also been my best friend since I was thirteen. Back when she was a he. Had anyone else made the joke so soon, I would’ve knocked their teeth out. But she got the pass, this time.

An hour later, Trish knocked on my door and I let her in, “Damn girl. You’re sexy as fuck in those panties. You sure you don’t want to throw something else on?”

I looked down to the white bra and panties I wore. Maybe the lace stockings were a little overboard, but I was going to show Joseph a damn good time tonight. Looking at her, she was no slouch herself. Fiery red hair, stunning green eyes, and that same goofy smile I loved, she cut quite a figure.

“Nah, what’s the worst thing that could happen. Your little buddy wakes up and tells me I’m pretty?”

“Seriously, Ella. Chill. I’m trying not to think too much about it.”

“So what, I’m single now, it shouldn’t matter.”

“But you broke up with him because he cheated on you after two years of being engaged and three years total dating. That can’t be easy,” she said.

“You know, Trish. You could have been in his shoes,” I walked to my couch and sat down.

She followed. After she put the pizza and whiskey down, she plopped next to me, “I don’t know about that. We were close, but you never seemed interested after I transitioned.”

“Yeah, I was more terrified that everyone would talk about us. It was bad enough that the video of me groping your boobs got around.”

She laughed and nodded, “That was a crazy party and no one should have taken that seriously.”

“Ugh, that’s how I met Joseph. He defended me and everything seemed so nice for a while. But now I’ve got to question how many other honeypots he dipped his stick in,” I mumbled.

“Hey, don’t worry about it. Take some time, get yourself mentally comfortable and get back out there. This is just a setback. You’re twenty-four. You’ve got a life ahead of you still.”

“What if I don’t want to give it time?” I asked. Not because I particularly wanted to sleep around right now, but I wanted to play devil’s advocate.

“Then don’t? I mean, if you want to find a rebound, that’s cool too. I would rather not hear them pounding you though, so I’d have to ask you to at least wait until after we’ve had our fill of pizza,” Trish opened the box and offered me a slice.

I took it and immediately regretted it, “Fuck that’s hot!”

“So are you,” she grabbed a slice of pizza.

“Nah, I’m average at best.”

“You’ve got blonde hair, blue eyes, a soft chin, perky tits, and god damn I’d kill for hips like yours,” Trish said. Those comments came a little too easy and I looked at her with a puzzled expression.

“Think about me much?” I asked as a joke.

“More than I should, probably. But let’s not go there tonight.”

I took a bite of the pizza and leaned into the couch. I let my legs spread slightly and watched as Trish’s eyes trailed my body and looked at the outline of my pussy.

“Like what you see?”

“Son of a bitch, I’m sorry. I’m really not trying to do this to you, El,” she said.

I smiled and picked my leg up and put my foot in her lap. My panties stretched tight over my slit and she couldn’t take her eyes away. “Enjoy it all you want. I’m single, right?”

Trish groaned and I could feel her cock under my foot. It kept growing, even when I thought it would have been as hard as it could get, “Damn sweetie, you’re really packing down there.”

“Ella, I can’t keep calm if you keep on. I don’t want to take advantage of you. Please don’t do this right now. A week from now. Two. A month, fuck, a year. I’ll wait, but god damn please not right now. I don’t want to be a rebound,” she said.

I cocked my head to the side and shifted my foot down her thigh to let her relax. “You would wait a year for me?” I knew she was interested in me, but that’s a level of devotion I didn’t expect from her. We’ve been good friends for years. The best of friends. But did her feelings really run that deep?

“It’s hard to rush what’s right. I didn’t want to say anything. I really didn’t. You seemed so happy with Joseph, but fuck, I couldn’t stand seeing him touching you. When I’d come over to watch the cooking channel with you and he’d hold you. It was the simplest shit, I don’t even cook all that well. But it was something you liked. So I wanted to be there. But those fucking arms around your waist always made my blood boil,” her hand clenched and she put the pizza down. “I’ve lost my appetite.”

How could I have been so oblivious? From what it sounded like, I’d practically tortured this beautiful woman. Had she said something, I would have stopped inviting her over so much. But, as I thought about it, that would be why she never said anything. She knew me too well.

My foot moved back to her lap and my toes stroked her bulge, “I’m sorry I did that to you. You know I wouldn’t have if I knew, don’t you?”

“You’re a blonde. You get a pass on being a little out of it. Your foot is on my dick again. I really don’t want you to start something I have to finish. Please?” she tried to lighten the mood again.

I kept rubbing her cock, “You’re not going to be the one finishing it. Let me finish this slice of pizza and wash my hands. Trish, I’m not looking for love right now. You know that, don’t you?”

“I’ve already found it, but I’m patient. Things work out when they need to.”

I scarfed down the pizza and got up to wash my hands. On the way to the kitchen, I made a nice showing of swaying my hips for her. Her groan made me smile.

Back in the living room, Trish stood facing away from me. She looked at me when I walked in the room and shook her head, “I can’t let you do anything for me tonight. Look, we can have a drink, but you’re going to your room to sleep and I’m going to take the couch. Tomorrow, if you’re still thinking the same thing I am, we can do something. Okay?”

Being turned away confused me, but I understood her reasoning. I grabbed the bottle of whiskey she brought and uncapped it. Not bothering with a glass, I took a deep swallow from the bottle. “Then have a drink. I know how I feel about you. But I get it. I’m not going to push the matter.”

Trish came and took the bottle and knocked back a swallow. “Tomorrow,” she mumbled.

The bulge in her pants betrayed her clear thinking. She wanted me, and I wanted her. But she didn’t want the guilt of having sex with me the day I broke it off with my fiance. On the other side, I didn’t want the guilt of making her feel like she had to sleep with me.

I offered her a smile and gave her a kiss on the lips before pulling away, “Tomorrow morning, you better be ready to make up for lost time.” Leaving her there, I went to my room and found solace in the form of my fingers.

When I finished abusing my clit, my panties were soaked. I took them off and tossed them to the side and looked up at the ceiling. After my orgasm subsided, nothing felt right. My bed remained empty of another’s warmth. After having someone sleeping beside me for the better part of two years, I could admit that I missed it.

I got out of bed after nearly ten minutes and went into the living room. Trish’s light snores got interrupted as I poked her on the nose, “Trish?”

“Mm?” she grunted.

“Can you sleep in my bed? I don’t want you to do anything, but I can’t fall asleep,” I felt like a child that had a nightmare.

Trish rolled off the couch and her eyes widened when she saw that I wasn’t wearing panties, “Son of a bitch. Ella, no panties?”

I looked down and shrugged, “You wouldn’t take care of me, so I took care of me. I didn’t think to put anything back on, sorry.”

“Don’t be sorry, just… Damn you look good,” she said. I walked back to my room and slid under the warm covers.

Trish got into bed beside me but laid on her side facing away from me.

“Good night,” I whispered.

“The first of many, I hope,” she mumbled.

When the morning came, I reached over to run my hand through Joseph’s hair. The events of the night before ran through my mind. I hurried out of bed and went into the bathroom where my stomach emptied itself. Why the fuck did it hurt so bad that he was gone? After what he did, I should be getting five hundred texts, sixty roses, and probably all the chocolate he could afford.

Trish came into the bathroom and pulled my hair away from my face, “Let it out, El.”

I sighed and looked over at her and she offered a thin smile, “It’s going to be okay. I’m right here for you if you need me.”

“I do need you. But I need to brush my teeth and make breakfast,” I mumbled.

“No, you don’t. We barely touched the pizza from last night. I don’t know if you’ve gone all upper-class on me, but I’m perfectly fine eating cold pizza.”

I brushed my teeth and she took my toothbrush and rinsed it, then used it. Not the first time we’ve shared spit. After last night, I doubted it would be the last. I don’t know why I felt better with her around, but I don’t want her gone.

Making my way into the living room, I took a slice of pizza from the box and enjoyed my breakfast. Trish joined me shortly and after we ate, she put an arm over my shoulders, “You really should get some panties on.”

“You really should take yours off,” I flashed her a smile.

“Trying to fuck the pain away?” she asked.

I sighed. “Do we have to rationalize it? Can’t we just go with the flow? It feels right Trish. I know it shouldn’t. It’s not like Joseph and I were active anyway. He was always busy with work or stressed out. I guess that’s why it hurt so damn much when he told me he slept with someone else. I don’t feel like I’m attractive anymore.”

Trish pulled me tight against her side, “You’re the most amazing woman I’ve ever met. Notice what I didn’t say. Not the curviest. Not the sluttiest. Not the sexiest. The most amazing. El, if he can’t see that, then he shouldn’t have tried to make your life all about him.”

I rested my head on her shoulder and nuzzled into her neck, “I just want something to work out for once. You know my life better than anyone, even better than Joseph. I haven’t had the best run of things.”

“Then start over. The worst thing you can do is fall down and not get back up. You know, I was watching a whole bunch of motivational videos last winter. I took away one line that really stuck with me. Fail forward. It isn’t about how great your successes are. It’s how you handle yourself when you fail. Are you going to let this setback ruin your life? Or are you going to learn from it and move forward?”

I groaned and pulled away from her so I could look into her eyes, “When did you turn into a therapist?”

“I never did. I just care about you,” she said.

I couldn’t break eye contact with her as I moved in for a kiss. Her tongue slipped into my mouth and I let it. As our tongues danced, I shifted to sit on her lap. My hips rocked against her crotch. Trish’s cock rose to greet me and I moaned into the kiss.

Her hands wandered from my shoulders to my lower back before grabbing onto my ass. She broke the kiss and asked, “Are you sure you want to do this?”

“Never been more sure of anything, Trish,” I said.

“Mind getting off my lap so I can get these pants off?”

“Why don’t we get in the shower first? I want to uh, let’s face it. We slept in a warm bed and I don’t want to smell sweat when I make love to you,” I said.

“Make love?”

The words didn’t strike me as strange until she repeated them. Sure, I felt strongly about her, she’s my best friend. But love? I don’t think I’m ready to call it that. “Sorry, poor choice of words,” I said.

I stripped and got in the shower before her and when she got in, I opened my mouth to say something, but the cock between her legs made my jaw drop.

“Everything okay?” she asked.

“Holy fucking shit. That thing is huge,” I couldn’t take my eyes away. Her cock made Joseph’s look tiny in comparison.

She shrugged and lifted my chin to meet her gaze, “It’s not that big. I mean. It’s pretty big, but like, I’m still just Trish. Don’t go calling me Big Dick Chick or something like that. It’s happened before.”

Her words clued me into the amount of sexual pressure I was putting on her. I didn’t mean to do that, but I guess it could be taken that way. My hands moved to her hips and I pulled her closer to me, “You know I wouldn’t call you something like that. You’re Trish. It’s just impressive, I didn’t mean anything by it.”

She smiled at me and slid one of my hands to her cock, “Well, if you want to do this anyway, you might as well start now.”

I sunk to my knees and looked up at her as my lips met the head of her cock. Giving it a quick kiss, I asked, “Is it okay if I do this?”

“I feel a little weird about everything, but I can’t say I don’t want you. I’ve wanted you for years. God, I sound pathetic, don’t I?” she asked.

“Not at all,” I sucked the tip of her cock into my mouth. The velvet head was met with my tongue and I greeted it as I would a lover. My tongue licked along the underside of her head. Her moans rewarded me for my efforts, something I wasn’t used to hearing.

“Oh fuck, Ella, when did you get a tongue ring?” she asked.

I took her cock further into my mouth and winked at her. So she didn’t know everything about me. Then again, if she waited this long to be with me, I can imagine she didn’t want to think about it too much. When her cock finally finished hardening, I was barely getting half of her into my mouth before I started gagging on it.

Pulling away from it, I looked up at her with teary eyes. She reached down and stroked my cheek, “Come back up here. We’ll do more in the bedroom, but don’t worry about taking it all. I believe in you, El, but we both know Joseph was lacking in the cock department.”

I stood and smiled at her, “Yeah, you’re not wrong. But uh, you’re going to feel pretty right.” She might view me as a little less than before. So what, I’m a bit of a cock whore. I’m sure she’ll appreciate that in about five minutes.

Once we finish in the shower and get done drying off, we head to my bed where she pats it and says, “Lay down. I want to explore you a little. I’ve waited long enough. But uh, you fine with putting some stockings back on?”

I shrugged and grabbed a pair of thin black stockings and handed them to her, “If you put them on, I don’t mind.” She took them and I got on the bed.

Her hands rolled over my smooth legs, sliding the stockings up each of my legs. When she finished, she lifted my right foot and kissed it and left a trail of warm kisses up my leg. She stopped at my thigh and I let out a whimper. “Shh, I’m done, El.”

My left leg was lifted and given similar treatment before she let her lips fall just above my burning desire. She had the audacity to kiss above my clit and then continue up my body. I needed her and she was prolonging the agony my lust put me through. Her mouth fell around my nipple and my breath hitched.

Trish’s hands rubbed my leg as she sucked my nipple until I writhed under her. She pulled away from it with a smile and whispered, “I’ve always wanted to drive you wild, El.” She moved closer to my mouth and kissed me again.

My tongue surged forth to meet hers. Her hand slipped between my thighs and I felt her fingers splaying my soaked lips. With how wet I was, the fire of my desire shouldn’t have been possible. I groaned into the kiss as her fingers teased my entrance.

I broke the kiss, “Please put them in me!”

“Ella, you’re being desperate. Shut that pretty mouth and let me take care of you. You’ve got no clue how long I’ve waited for this, so you should try and be a little patient,” her tone commanded authority.

I’ve never seen this side of her. The firm but loving side. Her fingers pull away from my heat and she placed her fingertips on my lips, “Taste yourself.”

I opened my mouth and she slid the fingers inside. My lips closed around them and I sucked her fingers like I wanted to suck her cock. My taste didn’t upset me, her throbbing length against my thigh did cause concern though. As bad as I wanted her, she had a package I wasn’t sure I could store.

She spoke as I sucked her fingers, “Your eyes are giving you away, baby. I’ll take care of you, don’t worry.”

Her words helped, but her length intimidated me no matter how the cake was cut. Trish pulled her fingers out of my mouth and I watched as she made her way down my body. Her warm breath flowed across my lower lips and I couldn’t wait any longer, “Please, Trish, I need you.”

Trish’s lips fell over my clit and I felt the soft suckling mixed with her wet tongue dancing over my bead. I ground my hips into her affectionate mouth and moaned as my hand tugged her further into me.

She stopped all movement when I tried to take control. I moved my hand and she started again. “So you’re in control?” I asked.

She winked at me. The cocky bitch! I wanted to be upset, but I couldn’t, not when she made this about me. It’s not like she was forcing me onto her cock. Yet.

Her tongue dipped lower, lapping along my divide before she put fingers at my entrance. Two fingers wiggled their way into my tightness as her tongue focused on my clit. No longer did she try to tease, her fingers pushed into me rapidly and her tongue lashed my sensitive nub.

I felt the fire burning within me, begging to be released. Trish got no warning as my hips bucked into her. My climax coursed through me and I felt the pressure inside me release as a gush of my juices.

The smell of my sex filled the room, sweet, almost floral in nature. Trish pulled away from my thighs and positioned her cock’s head at my entrance. I reflexively tensed up. Joseph wasn’t the most gentle lover and sadly, my Pavlovian response was to expect pain.

She rubbed the tip of her length along my slit and whispered, “You don’t have to if you don’t want to. You’ve already cum for me, that’s all I could want.”

I forced myself to relax, “No, I want you. Trish, I haven’t wanted someone this bad in years. Please don’t stop. You can… I’ve always wanted to know how you felt.”

The admittance seemed untimely, but I wanted her to know. Ever since high school, after her transition, I could admit I wanted her. She’s beautiful, funny, desirable. But she’s also not perfect, and that makes me want to work harder to make her see how perfect she can be to me.

She smiles at me and the tip of her cock slid into me. The thickness immediately made me yelp in pain and she stopped, “El?”

“N-No, keep going. It’s okay, can’t make an omelet without breaking a few eggs, right?”

Trish’s hips didn’t move, “We’re going to wait right here until you’re comfortable taking more.” Her hand moved to my clit and she started rubbing me slowly.

“Baby, I want it. Just a little more, please?” I begged. She sighed and nodded. Her cock eased further into me and this time I didn’t make a peep. It still stung as I accepted more of her, but I wouldn’t let her know that.

Maybe I would have asked her to stop if I wasn’t so damn wet, but she did more for me than any other lover I ever had. I wanted her to enjoy what she could of me. Yet, the further her cock slipped into me, the more I found myself enjoying it.

“You okay?” she pulled me from my thoughts.

“Yeah, I’m great,” I said breathlessly.

“You’re out of it, El. I’ve been balls deep in you, sweetie,” she gave a nervous laugh.

I looked down and realized that I’d taken her entire cock. How the fuck did that thing fit in me? I didn’t want to complain. Looking into her eyes, I smiled and then spoke, “So are you going to sit there, babe?”

Her hips retracted and then pushed back into me. The pain faded, and in its place was a pleasure beyond comprehension. I wanted to let her know how much I appreciated her. But I couldn’t, all I could think about was how good she felt inside me.

The sound of our passion filled the room and she let out sensual moans while working herself faster into me. I met her eyes with mine and I took a chance, “I love you.”

She leaned down to kiss me and whispered, “I’ve always loved you.”

“I should have known,” I answered.

Her hips slowed and I saw the concern on her face, “It’s okay. I want it inside of me.”

Trish’s pace picked back up and I couldn’t hold back the orgasm that built within me. Another torrent of my juices released itself. As my body tightened around Trish’s cock, she hissed in air and then groaned as she released inside me. I could feel her hot cum pour into my body.

She pulled out of me and rolled off me. Both of us waited a few moments to try and process what happened before she finally spoke, “Did we do something wrong?”

“Fuck no, Trish. I think I finally did something right,” I said.

“You’ve done so damn much right, Trish. But this, this just felt like it was meant to be,” I looked at her and saw burning cheeks. She looked so damn cute when she was embarrassed.

I squirmed closed to her and gave her a kiss on the cheek, “Maybe it was meant to be? Maybe I should have seen the signs earlier. Who knows. But now, if you’re willing to stick around, we can see how long fate has us stay by each other’s sides?”

She flashed her smile I loved so much, “Forever. I’ve already talked to fate, babe. She owed me a favor.”

I smiled and pulled her in for a deep kiss. Sometimes the shittiest situations turn out the best. Maybe Joseph needed to be out of my life. I still have a long way to go before I can say I’m over him, but that journey seems much shorter with Trish guiding me.
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