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Summer Dress

 



by Amanda Mann

 



Chapter 1

 


 I don't know why but I always liked looking at her summer
dresses. Not her, this was before I knew her. No, I enjoyed looking
at them in the window of her shop as I waited for the bus. Only
when I was the only one waiting, of course. I didn't want to have
to explain myself.

 


"You've got the body for it," said the
sultry voice, catching me off-guard. I turned toward the sound and
there she was.

 


She was stunning, well-dressed. She
was 5'10", give or take. Blonde, fit. A killer smile and the bluest
blue eyes I had ever seen. She wore a red dress that hugged her
body just right, showing off her deep and bountiful cleavage, her
curvy yet svelte hips, and her long, lean, shapely legs that went
all the way down until they tapered into a beautiful pair of heels.
My manhood twitched a bit as I took her in.

 


"Of course," she continued, "I always
thought it would look better with someone with long hair." I don't
know why but I was enraptured on her every word, sticking around
though I knew I should be turning back and waiting for the bus.
"You know, you wear it up because it's hot out but at the right
time..." She pantomimed along with her next words. "You slip out
the pin and shake your hair out. It's very sexy."

 


I smiled, nervously. It
wasn't just that she was so beautiful but that she had caught me
doing what no one else had, that is looking at the dresses,
longingly. "I, uh..." The words got stuck in my throat, so I
cleared it. "I was just thinking how my girlfriend would look in
one of these," I lied. "We're, uh, coming up on our second
anniversary and summer's just around the corner."
Shut up, I told myself,
so I did.

 


"Of course," she said with a smile,
though I don't necessarily think she was sincere about it. Then she
slipped back into the store. I turned and waited until my bus came,
then rode to work in silence. All I could do, though, was think of
her.

 


She was out of my league and I knew
it. I knew her to be her height because I was an inch shorter. And
slight of frame. I'm a nice guy but in a world of alpha males, I
don't rank very high. I'm alone most of the time, at least where
romantic female companionship is concerned. I have plenty of female
friends, just none who want to date me. They all tell me I'm sweet
and how much they love me but I'm forever in the friend
zone.

 


I think I have a pretty good sense of
humor. I'm the kind of guy who, when a girl asks me to watch her
purse while she goes to the ladies room, will sit and stare at it
until she comes back, just for the laugh. If she notices. I don't
care how long it takes, either. The beautiful blonde's crack about
my hair length sort of stuck with me. I was due for a haircut but
decided not to go. I would grow my hair out, I figured, for a
couple of months and then surprise her. She'd appreciate my sense
of humor and that's when I'd ask her out. I had checked but didn't
see a ring on her finger.

 


It took a few months, my hair grows
pretty fast, though. In the meantime, I stayed away, catching the
bus down the street. I knew it would totally be worth it, in the
long run. Sometimes, I missed the store and would visit it late at
night to check out the dress. Usually after a date or hanging out
with the girls. I wasn't much for hanging out with guys. All they
ever talked about was girls, anyway. I figured I was going right to
the source.

 



Chapter 2

 


 My hair was down just past my shoulders when I returned to my
old bus stop and the dress shop by it. Every chance I got, I stood
outside, admiring the sun dresses, especially the short white one
with red and yellow flowers on it. I liked that one the best.
Problem was, she didn't come out. I knew she was in there because I
saw her in the back part of the store but she never looked my way.
I threw caution to the wind and started going over to look, even
though someone else was at the stop. The second time I did that,
some big, older guy called me a faggot. "I'm looking for my
girlfriend," I mumbled in response. That made him laugh.

 


Midway through the second week,
though, I had had enough of her not seeing me. I went down early so
I could loiter in front of the store even longer but she still
didn't notice. I saw that she didn't have any customers, so I went
inside.

 


She greeted me warmly and
I... froze. As her expectant smile waned, I slowly pointed to my
head. "I... uh..." Come on, boy! Out with
it! I gathered all of my chutzpah. "I grew
my hair long like you suggested." I smiled, expectantly. All I got
from her was a confused look. "I, uh... A couple of months ago, I
was outside, looking at the dress in the window and you joked that
it would look better on a girl with long hair, so she could...
shake... it..." I didn't even finish. It was clear that she didn't
remember. At all.

 


Internally, I
sighed. Now, what? I wondered if I could save this at all. The one thing I did
know was that I needed more time. "Do you have a dress like the one
in the window?" I described which one to her.

 


"Of course," she replied. "What size?"
Boy, I was stuck there. What did I know of women's
clothes?

 


"My... my size. Um, well, just a
little bit bigger than me. My, uh, girlfriend is a little taller
than me. More like your size." She smiled.

 


"Heels," she said. Now I was confused.
"I am wearing three-inch heels," she continued. "Without them, I'd
be an inch or two shorter than you." I chuckled
nervously.

 


"Of course," I said, nodding.
"Heels..."

 


She found the dress in the size I had
told her. I was hoping she would hold it in front of her so I could
see what she would look like in it. I had fantasized about taking
her to dinner by the pier, making her laugh, and wooing her with my
charm. Instead, she held it up in front of me, facing toward
herself as she looked me over. I was a little embarrassed by it but
her face suddenly lit up. "Wait!" she said. "I do remember you."
She laughed. "Don't tell me you grew your hair like that, just for
me." I blushed.

 


"I thought you would find it funny," I
replied.

 


"Well, that's very sweet of
you." My heart was beating like a drum. She remembered! Better yet, she found
it funny, which was the point. Now, if I could only turn this
around.

 


"It does look fabulous,"
she said, bringing my mind back to the moment. "Look, see." And
with that, she came around behind me, but still held the dress in
front of me. I looked up to see my reflection in the mirror and
gasped. I do look kind of cute in
it. That wasn't exactly where I wanted to
go, though. I was about to say something defensive when she flipped
my long hair up. "Of course, you still need to do something with
this. It needs some shape." I laughed and made a joke and she
laughed at that. Her large breasts pressed against my back and they
felt so good. It gave me just the jolt that I needed.

 


"Can I take you to dinner, this
Saturday night?" I blurted it out. Her nipples got hard, I swear,
pressed into my back, for a half-second before her smile died and
she pulled the dress away, stepping back.

 


"What about your girlfriend?" she
snapped.

 


I turned, grinning sheepishly. "I,
uh... I don't have a girlfriend. But I think you know that
already."

 


"You don't want this, trust me," she
said. I assured her I did. "You say that but you don't know me. You
don't really know me at all."

 


"That's why I'm asking, so I can." I
was dying but I was damned if I was going down without a fight. "I
just want to get to know you a little better, you know? To see if I
want to go out with you a second and third time." She
laughed.

 


"I don't get a say in this?" she
asked. I realized how it came out.

 


"I... I didn't mean it that way," I
said, sheepishly. "I just... I just feel a connection
here."

 


"What if it doesn't work?" she asked.
"Are you going to stalk me by standing outside my shop every day,
looking in?" I assured her I wouldn't.

 


"I didn't come by for three months
while I grew my hair out," I said. "I can walk the extra couple of
blocks if I screw it up." She seemed to be contemplating it. "I
promise," I said. "I swear."

 


She thought it over for a good long
time. Eternity, or so it seemed. Probably the smartest thing I've
ever done was kept my mouth shut. Finally, she agreed. "You can
pick me up here, though. I don't need you knowing where I live,
too. And you promise to keep your promise." I told her I
would.

 


I had a date!

 



Chapter 3

 


 She was surprised that I had a car. "I like to take public
transportation when I can," I told her. I try to live green and use
it only for special occasions, even though it's a hybrid. She
looked amazing, let me tell you. Her outfit for the evening was a
short black dress that left even less to the imagination than her
work dresses had. It was distracting but I did my best to keep from
staring, like a gentleman should. I opened the doors for her,
pulled her chair out, the whole nine yards.

 


I was dressed nicely, too. I had left
my hair long, at her request, though I had it trimmed just a bit to
give it some shape. She commented on it so that made me feel
good.

 


Dinner went very well. The food, the
atmosphere... everything. She complimented me on my choice of
restaurant. We went for a walk along the beach, after, talking. I
was delighted when she leaned into me and when I was bold enough to
take her hand, she didn't try to pull it away.

 


"I'm having just the best time," I
told her. "But it is getting late." I didn't want her to tire of me
or to get cold. I wanted to end the date on a high note.

 


"Can you take me back to my
apartment?" she asked. I was jumping for joy, internally. Outside,
I was struggling to keep my calm demeanor. "It's not far from the
shop."

 


I walked her upstairs, inside her
building, to say goodbye at her door. We chatted in hushed tones
for a bit, then I started to feel like she wanted me to kiss her. I
resisted, thinking that was just me but it became obvious that she
did, so I kissed her. Thankfully, she kissed me back.

 


The next thing I knew, I was inside of
her apartment. I couldn't believe that it was happening but it was.
We were kissing and groping, rubbing our hands all over each
other's bodies, starting to strip each other. Suddenly, she pulled
back. "Wait, wait," she said, both of us gasping for breath. "I...
I don't..." It was nice to see someone else lost for words for
once. "I don't think we should sleep together on the first
date."

 


I was horny as hell but I could see
her point. Still, I knew if I could make her cum, she would want
more. I had to think fast. "What if I make it just about you?" I
countered. She asked me what I meant. "I'll go down on you. No
reciprocation. I won't try to fuck you or anything. You can even
blindfold me, if you want. I want you to know I'm
sincere."

 


Hallelujah, she said yes!

 


"You don't need to wear a blindfold,"
she said. We kissed and made out a little more then, in a bold move
that I don't know where it came from, I pushed her back onto her
large, plush sofa. She landed with an oof and I knelt before
her.

 


My heart was pounding so loud, I
thought it would burst out of my chest. Nervously, I slipped my
hands up under her skirt and took hold of the waistband of her
thong. She lifted her backside off the cushion to let me pull them
down around her ankles. Even there, I could smell her wonderful
aroma and felt my already hard cock pulse in response.

 


I stroked her thighs, warming her and
urging her to slowly spread her legs. I had read enough books and
watched enough instructional videos to give good head. The couple
of girlfriends that I had had in the past stuck with me as long as
they did because they told me I made them cum. Quickly and lots, at
least orally. She scootched to the edge of the sofa and opened up
before me, her womanly scent filling my nostrils, delighting my
senses.

 


I went down on her, nosing around,
breathing my hot breath on her, making her shudder. I teased her
with the tip of my nose, then pressed her open a bit more with my
thumbs, causing her hard clit to come forward from her hood. Again
a hot breath, then a flick of the tongue, ever so lightly across
the top. Feeling her shudder, I dove in. I enveloped her hard,
fleshy pearl with my lips and flicked and swirled my tongue around
the rim. Gasping, she ran her fingers through my hair and pulled me
onto her slick sex. Moments later, she wrapped her legs around me,
pulling me even tighter against her. She rubbed her drenched,
engorged lips and throbbing clit against me, panting loudly. I held
on for dear life, ever teasing and pleasing. She lifted herself off
the sofa, pulling me with her, humping my face, then came. Her hot,
sticky nectar gushed into my mouth and all over my chin. She
slammed down, trying to buck me off, but I held on, licking and
sucking her into submission. Only when she rested, did I ease back,
kissing her shaved mound and feeling her shudder each time I did.
After a minute or so, I went back in, bringing her to a second and
even a third orgasm, each one more intense than the one before. My
dick was straining, wanting his turn but I denied myself, knowing
it would all be worth it in the long run. I wrapped my lips around
her clit again, going for a fourth. She kicked me away.
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