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Good Little Bitch Pt. 01

Chapter 1: Halloween



"Seriously!" my girlfriend Claire declared, "Nothing faggy or anything like that, just yoga outfits and a little makeup, y'all will be so cute!" 



It was Halloween night in Austin, always a major event down on Sixth Street with ten thousand people bar hopping and mingling in the street even when it fell on a weeknight. Today was Friday and it was sure to be a major bash down there and my roommate Jake and I had yet to decide on our costumes. 



"I'll dress the same as y'all. You can be my sorority sisters. C'mon, it'll be a riot!" she added in an attempt to close the deal, although it sounded more like an order the way she said it. 



"Sounds like crossdressing to me" I replied weakly. 



"Pants and a tank top are hardly crossdressing kiddo." I hated when she called me that, so demeaning. But she did have a point. Well, except for the makeup. 



"Okay, I'm at a loss for other options, I'm in" Jake replied. 



"Yay!" Claire cheered as she dashed to our closet to get the outfits. Funny, I thought, I didn't say yes. But then, that's how it went in our relationship, she definitely wore the pants, yoga or otherwise. 



Jake and I were both around 5'8" tall, same height as Claire and nearly the same build, pieces parts excepted of course. And sure enough, the pants fit fine. 



"Ooh, y'all look sexy already!" she said excitedly as she practically danced around us checking the fit. Still bare-chested, she pulled a couple of her padded bras out from her drawers. Claire was an 'A' cup, so she was rather fond of the padded ones (although she claimed they were to hide her large and "always" super erect nipples). She helped us put the bras on then handed us each a pair of tank tops, black and red for me, black and deep blue for Jake. "Black goes on first" she instructed. 



After tucking my bra strap, she checked us both out. "Perfect!" Next, she went to work on the makeup. "Not too much, don't want y'all looking like the whores you both are" she teased. She was giddy as she applied eye liner, a bit of rouge, and lipstick to me first. She then gave me a deep passionate kiss. "Does that kiss make me bi?" she asked rhetorically as she shooed me out and Jake in for his makeover. 



"Isn't Chris, I mean Chrissy, sexy?" she asked Jake as he walked by me. He looked me up and down as he walked by. "I could totally bust a nut between those sweet lips" he said fucking with me. Funny guy. Dick. 



"That's not a very feminine thing to say you know" Claire scolded mildly. "But I have to say, I never noticed how lovely his lips are." Nice save, babe I thought. "I just wish I had a cock to enjoy them with" she said giggling. Seriously?



When she was done with Jake, he checked himself out in the full length closet door mirror, practicing shifting his weight from leg to leg to make his hips sway. "Dude, I'm so fucking hot. I'd do me!" Narcissist much? 



On the way to the car, Claire kept copping feels and pinching our butts. "So fucking hot, you two. I could go full lesbo with a couple of girls like you!" Her attentions were appreciated and helped the awkwardness of wearing our costumes melt away. 



Down on Sixth Street we had a great time. Normally I'm pretty shy in big crowds, an introvert I guess, but the revelers had great fun with us. Not the guys, thankfully, but the girls. Super attractive women of all sorts gleefully complimented us, groped us, and whispered sexual offers as they passed. 



A few times a drunk guy would point one of us out to his friends saying something like "she's hot!" only to get ribbed and embarrassed by his buddies who invariably pointed out our bulging packages. Mine was particularly obvious as the silk undies Claire made me wear under the yoga pants were gently massaging my cock as I walked, keeping me in a state of fairly solid arousal the entire time. 



All in all, we had a blast. Especially Jake who'd managed to pick up a pair of redhead twins (seriously!) who were taking turns fellating him in the back seat on the thankfully short ride home. 



Back at the condo, and still in our outfits, we did a couple rounds of shots before Jake and his belles retired to his room for some "hot girl on girl on girl lesbian action". 



"Dressing him up like a Yoga girl seems to have doubled his pleasure" Claire noted after their door closed and giggles started. "Are you bummed you only get one girl for your first lesbian adventure?" 



"I couldn't be happier" I said, cock rock hard from the combination of Claire's natural allure and the silk panties caressing my less than feminine and completely shaved bits. 



In the bedroom, Claire kept up the fantasy. "That's it, you hot little bitch, suck my titties!" 



After working her up, she pulled her yoga pants off, climbed on top of me and started grinding her pussy on my face. "That's it bitch, lick that pussy. Mmmm, nobody can lick cunt quite like a woman! Oh fuck yeah!" 



While she was naked, I was still in the full yoga outfit and pouring precum into the soft silkies. 



"Oh that's fucking good, fuck yeah. God I'm close!" She was squeezing my head with her thighs and I was in heaven. "Fuck yeah, fuck yeah, oh fuck I need a cock to come, I need a cock bad baby." Thank god! 



She then leapt off me and dashed to the closet. Where are you going? She came out holding a big and very realistic dildo. "There you are" she said to it, licking the tip. Hey now, what about me? And where did THAT come from? She climbed back on top of me and began working the big dildo into her sopping wet hot cunny. "Lick my clitty Bitch, lick my clitty while I get fucked!" Kinky, but I'm in!



She slid the massive cock all the way inside her, with me licking her clitty like a man possessed, as she began to shake and moan. "Oh fuck yeah! Oh fuck yeah!" she began repeating, louder and louder as she approached climax, her voice joining the chorus from the very vocal twins in the room down the hall. 



Her body began convulsing with pleasure, easily the most powerful orgasm I'd ever seen her or any other woman have. Her pussy was flooding with pleasure juices as she came, making fantastic and raunchy noises as she plunged the dildo in and out of her hot cunt. 



"Fuck! Fuck! Fuck!" she screamed. 



At long last, she came down, still shuddering with the cock buried balls deep inside her. She slowly pulled the dildo out of her, pinned my hands down and centered my mouth on her now gaping fuck hole. "Suck that cum out of me, my beautiful little bitch!" I licked her juices and pretend cum as commanded. She tasted fantastic. 



"Oh, yes, that's it, drink all of that hot sperm!" Just pussy juice, but whatever. While I went to town on her sex, she was clearly winding back up again. Thank the gods because I was now in desperate need of relief!



She gently rolled off me and began flicking her tongue across the tip of the soaking lifelike dildo. She sat up on her knees, legs spread and pussy dripping as she continued 'teasing' that big cock. "Sit up, my little bitch, and watch how it's done" she commanded. I complied and as I did so my cock poked out from the top of the yoga pants. "Mmm" she said as she swirled her tongue around the tip. "Tastes like sweet juicy pussy."



I reflexively licked my lips at the thought of her sweet juices. Uh oh. She'd seen my reaction and misunderstood. Or did she? I was so worked up at this point that all bets were off. 



"You want some too?" she asked. "Does my little bitch want some hot pussy drenched cock?" Before I could protest she'd shoved the tip into my mouth. I love the taste of her pussy! was my first thought, surprisingly. "That's it, my little lesbo bitch. Cock isn't so bad for a lesbo so long as it tastes like pussy is it?" Clearly not. 



"Ooh, what's going on down there?" she asked, spying my cock peeking out from my yoga pants as she slid the pussy soaked dildo deeper into my mouth. I realized I'd begun rubbing the exposed tip of my cock. "My oh my, what a big clitty you have, little bitch! Keep rubbing it baby, that's it! Rub that clitty while my little lesbian tastes her first pussy flavored cock." She began to more forcefully plunge the dildo into my now willing mouth. I was so desperate for relief I was actually playing along!



"That clitty's so big, we need to take your hot pants off so you can get at all of it, don't we my little bitch." 



I moaned affirmatively. 



Holding the cock firmly in my mouth, Claire shifted and began pulling the pants off my butt one handed. She wasn't getting very far, the tight yoga pants weren't complying. 



"Your cute bubble butt just won't let go of these hot pants, will they?" she asked as she began massaging my partially exposed butt cheek. "Here, give me a hand" she directed as she placed my hand on the dildo and instructed me to keep pumping it into my now clearly willing mouth. 



Now with both hands, Claire pulled my pants down to my knees, exposing my cock. "There you go little bitch, now you can reach all of that gorgeous big clitty!" 



I began stroking my cock as she shifted back to her knees and looked me lustfully in the eyes. She reached out and wrapped her hand around mine holding the pussy flavored dildo. "That's it baby, show it a good time." She pushed it in half way, artfully close but not past the point of gag inducing depth. 



"For a lesbian, you sure do like cock!" she said as she pumped the cock into my mouth, my hand now furiously pumping my member. She began kissing my cheek as she continued. 



"That's it, little bitch, pleasure that cock! You pleasured me so very very well, now pleasure that cock!" she began kissing my cheek as she cooed encouragement. "But don't be greedy, little bitch, you can share" she said as she pulled the cock all the way out of my mouth and began lashing the tip with her tongue, inviting me to join her. 



We lashed tongues and licked the play cock furiously as I approached orgasm. Her hand still covering mine on the dildo, she began alternating thrusts into her mouth, then mine. 



"Earn it, earn that pleasure juice little bitch!" she coached. I sucked and pumped my member with abandon. 



"You're getting greedy again!" she barked as she pulled the cock from my mouth, I couldn't help but resist at this point, so close to cumming now. She plunged the big cock balls deep down her throat. I nearly lost it at the pure carnal sight of it! 



"It's ready, little bitch. It's ready" she said as she slid the cock back between my hungry lips. "Take the pleasure from it, drink up that pleasure juice, you've earned it!" Claire pulled my hand off the dildo and placed both of hers on it. My now free hand joined my other pleasuring my own cock, within seconds I was peaking. 



"You're such a good little bitch, you've earned your reward! Drink that cum, little bitch!" Claire pumped and jerked the shaft of the dildo like a porn star blowing his load. "Drink it up, baby!" I exploded in the most intense orgasm of my life. I saw stars as jets of cum blasted against Claire's titties, neck and tummy. 



"Holy fuck that's hot!" said a female voice at the door as I continued cumming and Claire continued pistoning the dildo into my mouth. I glanced over, delirious with pleasure, and saw a topless redhead standing at the door, mouth agape. 



As I came down, she continued. "Sorry, thought this was the bathroom. Fucking hot though. Totally fucking hot!" as she closed the door. 



"Yes, my little bitch, quite a show you put on there" Claire complemented as she rubbed the dildo in the cum spattered across her titties, neck and belly. "But a good little bitch cleans up, doesn't she?" 



I didn't catch her meaning fast enough, in my post-orgasmic haze. Before I could make the connection, the cum covered dildo was plunging between my lips. 



"Lick it clean, baby, be a good girl." 



I can't really explain why I complied. I'd never tasted my own cum before. But regardless, my body's reaction was immediately obvious to the both of us. I was hard as blue steel again in seconds as I did as commanded, savoring every drop. 



"What do we have here?" she teased. "You fucking love pleasure juices fresh from a cock, don't you little bitch?! And there I thought you were a full out lesbian!" 



Claire climbed on top, pinned me down and gave me the fucking of my life as she kissed me, pressed my face against the now cooling pools of cum on her chest, and kissed me deeply again and again. We fucked with abandon and, a first ever, climaxed at the same time. I pumped what seemed like endless jets of cum deep inside her. 



After we caught our breaths, she whispered into my ear: "you want more, don't you, you little cumslut bitch?" I moaned and she straddled my face. "Drink it, drink all that hot cum my little cumslut bitch!" 



She'd unleashed something in me I had no idea existed: I loved being dominated. And as I reveled in my submission, I was quickly overcome with the desire to dominate. After drinking my fill, I lifted her off me, forced her onto all fours and fucked the daylights out of her. When we were done, we all but blacked out, completely sated. 



Chapter 2 - Going Away 



Over the next several weeks, I was anxious that Claire would bring up our Halloween adventure. I'm not gay, bi, nor even a crossdresser. It was just a Halloween play date, a one-time deal. As the days and then weeks passed without even so much as an oblique mention of our alcohol fueled holiday adventure, I began to relax. It was fun and done. 



Whew!



As the winter break approached, Claire broke the news to me that she'd be spending three weeks with her folks in Germany for a big family reunion. Facing the holidays alone wasn't terribly appealing (my own folks died in a car wreck a few years back), but inviting myself to spend three weeks at an extended German-speaking family reunion was even less so. The only German I knew was a handful of phrases picked up from war movies and, terrified of marriage being only 21, I didn't like the idea of being "presented" as Claire's partner. So alone for the holidays I would be. 



The night before she left for Europe, she lit candles, opened a bottle of sauterne wine, and put on a very sexy negligée (not that a co-ed, especially one as hot as her, needed anything to turn a guy on!) We began all romantic like, but as it heated up she got on top and began really going at it. 



"Fuck yeah, fuck me baby!" she began repeating, always the vocal one. She then began caressing my lips with her index finger, then slipped it into my mouth. "That's it, baby, suck me." Sure, why not! I was getting close to orgasm and would do pretty much anything she wanted at this point. Her grinding got much more forceful as I complied. 



"Mmm, that's it baby, suck me. Suck me good, little bitch!" So much for Halloween being fun and done, I thought. 



Claire then kissed me deeply as she humped furiously, still on top. Breaking the kiss, she cooed "Oh baby, that's it. Yes, like that" and began kissing and sucking my neck. 



"Sometimes, baby..."



She didn't finish her sentence, still fucking away. After a long pause, she looked at me and saw my curiosity. "Sometimes, I wish I could fuck you." 



"You are, so fucking good too!" 



"No, baby, like really fuck you." She closed her legs, with me still inside her, then spread my legs and pulled them forwards and upwards. With me now spread like a woman in missionary position and her on top like a man, amazon-style, she began pistoning down on my cock on top like a man would. "Oh, fuck yeah!" she screamed, pounding mercilessly. "Take it, little bitch, take my big cock!" Kinky, but god it feels good!



"Tell me what you want!" she begged. 



"Fuck me!" I replied. She slapped me across the face!



"Tell me what you want!" she demanded. 



"Fuck me!" I begged. 



"And?!" 



My mind raced and my cheek smarted, what the fuck did she want me to say? 



Smack! Again she hit me. Think quick!



"Fuck me, baby. Cum for me!" I begged. She pounded harder, at least I was getting closer. 



"Where, baby? Where do you want me to cum?" she asked. Ahhh!



"Inside me. Cum inside me!" I begged. She responded as if I'd told her she'd won the lottery, a pure look of ecstasy. Bingo!



"And fill you with my hot cum? Is that what you want little bitch?" she added. 



"Yes! Pump that hot cum in me, fill me with your pleasure!" I replied channeling her words from our Halloween adventure, about to explode inside her hot and now pulsing cunny. 



"Fuck yes!" she began repeating, slamming her pussy into me with full force as she came and I joined her. 



After she came down and we were snuggling for a while, she whispered in my ear "that was fucking hot, baby. I always wanted to fuck you like that."



I had no response to that, other than I enjoyed it too. So I stayed silent and snuggled her tightly. 



Still breathing heavily, she added "I'm going to miss you. I mean, REALLY miss you."



"Me too, baby."



"Oh, good..." she replied, still forming the words for what she actually wanted to say. 



"You'll take care of my stuff while I'm gone, won't you?"



"Of course" I answered. 



"Not let any sluts wear my clothes?" 



She did so like her clothes!



"No sluts wearing your clothes, check."



The sparkle in her eye told me to brace myself. 



"Well, I mean, except for you, my little bitch. You could, if you wanted to." She looked away as she said that last bit. "You know, if you wanted to practice being my good little bitch while I'm gone." She closed her eyes, clearly not expecting a response from me, and drifted to sleep. 



Chapter 3 - Home Alone



Claire was gone before I awoke, never much one for goodbyes, and I was home alone. Luckily, I still had one final exam left two days from then so I had something to focus on and take my mind off her absence. Thing was, as morning turned to afternoon, my apartment began to vibrate from the kegs being rolled across the wooden deck that served as our common area walkway. It was going to be one heck of a party from the sound of all the booze rolling in.



Finally unable to concentrate, and really missing Claire, I decided to check out her stuff in the closet. Not looking for anything in particular, just browsing. Normally I wouldn't ever do this, and hadn't since the day she moved in. But she did kind of give me permission. I could, if I wanted to, she'd said. Wear her clothes, sure, but I'd have to look and choose first right? I had no intention of wearing anything, but permission and curiosity led the way. 



In the closet, I opened her top drawer, presumably where she kept her wide assortment of panties. On top of her panties (I was right), was an envelope. I was startled when I saw what was written on the envelope in ultra-feminine loopy handwriting: "To my Good Little Bitch". I opened it and pulled the pink card out and opened it. It read:



"Yay!!" The dots on the exclamation points were little hearts. 



"All alone and what's a good little bitch to do? Private fashion show of course!



I've laid out a few things to get you started. Feel free to explore more, and, if you like, I've included OUR friend for your private playtime. 



Enjoy! XOXO, 



Claire"



My heart was racing. I felt like I'd been caught with my hand in the cookie jar, actually worse, a girls panty drawer. Catching my breath, I looked back into the drawer and saw she'd laid out a neatly folded mini skirt. I picked it up and underneath was another note atop lycra workout panties. The note read:



"Good Little Bitch,



Wear these to hide your less than feminine bits.



Have fun!!"



Underneath the panties was a sexy shirt to match the mini skirt with another note that read:



"Don't forget the makeup! A Good Little Bitch is always presentable. Do it just like I showed you, not too much! Good gurl."



How did she know I'd look in here? I wondered. Underneath the shirt were little bobby socks, cute shoes (her best matching sneakers), and the dildo from Halloween with a post-it note attached which read: "Kiss me quick!"

I can't really explain my reaction but to say that it was a combination of being rock hard from the naughtiness of peeking in her panty drawer, overcome with the thoughtfulness of this whole setup, and missing her terribly. Regardless of the reason, and without thinking, I picked up our toy friend and kissed the tip. 



"Yes baby" I said as I kissed it again. 



"Just the tip" I imagined her coaxing. I complied. 



"Tease it, my little bitch. Lick the tip. Taste the precum, make it hard!" I did as I imagined she instructed. Then I put it gently down in the drawer. "Fucking sissy" I scolded myself. 



Now chastened, I continued examining things out of simple curiosity.



"How does she expect me to wear her shoes?" I said aloud to myself. I picked one up and noticed it was clean, like brand new clean. I looked at the shoe's tongue and saw the shoe size: 9 ½. "Her feet are that big?" I wondered aloud. I looked around and spotted another pair of sneakers, neatly placed against the closet wall with so many other pairs, and checked the size. 7 ½. "She didn't!"



I dropped a shoe from her panty drawer on the floor and slid my foot in. It fit perfectly, although I wore a size 8. "Duh" I said as I looked at the other in the pair and noticed it said "Women's 9 ½ ". She actually bought these especially for me. I marveled. She must've spent $80 on the possibility that I might look in her panty drawer while she was gone?



Suddenly, I felt both exposed and guilty. Exposed for being so predictable (how did she know I'd look in there?) and guilty that she'd spent so much time and money only for me to do a looky-loo. 



Well, I suppose I should. I told myself. Seeing's how she did all this for me. Fuck all, I was justifying going through with her little private dress up fantasy. But even as I protested, I was carrying the stuff and laying it on the bed.



Why not. It's just me. Nobody will ever know. 



I tried on the whole getup. Fit perfectly, even the padded bra. Okay, I knew that would fit from Halloween. But still. 



I walked into the bathroom and looked in the mirror nervously. Pretty cute, I had to admit. Although my face was not very masculine (Claire called it metrosexual, whatever that means), it definitely could use some makeup. I opened up her makeup drawer and saw yet another note: 



"Good Little Bitch, 



You look soooo cute! But take a bath before doing your makeup. I've left candles out for you."



I looked around and noticed she certainly had. 



"And razors. A Good Little Bitch is always clean shaven. Everywhere!" the note continued.



Oh what the hell. 



Chapter 4 - Mistaken Identity



Now bathed and all my bits and parts entirely clean shaven and smooth, made up, dressed up and sexy, I looked in the mirror. 



Damn, I'd fuck me!



Well, except for my haircut, I was distilled hotness. I opened the big bottom drawer and sure enough, there was a long blonde wig for me, complete with note on top: "Now you're ready! Have fun!" it said.



I put it on, took a bit to get it just right, and checked out the results. My cock responded like a 15 year old upon seeing his first nudie pic. Totally fuckable!



I trotted into the closet, put on the bobby socks and shoes, and... 



I paused. 



"All dressed up and no one to blow!" I imagined Claire taunting. 



Oh, fuck it. I opened Claire's panty drawer and took the dildo out. Hot cock, sexy little bitch! I kneeled before it, reflexively, and started kissing the tip. I noticed the dildo had a kind of suction cup on its base. Yes, you know exactly what I was thinking! 



I looked around the room for a suitable mounting point. I tried the bedpost, but it wouldn't stick. I tried affixing it to the drawers to the same effect. The mirror! I stuck it to the mirror, waist height, and then realized the bathroom was too small to kneel down before it. 



Damn. 



I walked into the living room and was surprised how dark it had gotten. I flipped on the light and immediately realized the blinds were open to the common quad out front and flipped them closed. I walked over to the side window and closed those blinds, and then walked towards the front door to flip the lights back on and nearly had a heart attack when the door lock started turning. 



FUUUUCK!



As the door opened, I realized I was still holding the dildo in my left hand. I was busted to be sure. I tossed the dildo behind the couch just as the door swung wide open. Jake walked in cursing under his breath, his road trip must've been scrapped.



"Bitch, fucking bitch" he slurred as he dragged his bag in behind him, clearly drunk. He hadn't seen me yet and I hoped he wouldn't. I stood frozen just a few steps to his right. 



Jake took a deep breath through his nose and perked up. I realized the house was filled with the smell of scented candles, girl shampoo and conditioner. 



Jake scanned the room and spotted me. A broad smile emerged like I've never seen him flash before. 



"Hey, gorgeous!" he slurred. "You're fucking hot!" 



In a panic, I headed for the door, which he closed well before I got to it. 



"Don't leave so soon, hotness!"



I froze. 



"All I said to her was, hey, it's a long drive. Why the long face? She's like, leave me alone, you're drunk. And I'm like, no, ok maybe. But I'm really horny and you look like you could use a nice hard cock to suck on."



In the car, with his friends?



"She's like, nuh-uh. Not here, not now, no way. But I'm like rock hard, so I pull it out." He opened his pants and pulled out his very hard cock. His shorts are soaked with precum. 



"C'mon baby, just a little sucky sucky I say." He started pumping his cock. "And she's like, pull over goddamit! And they throw me the fuck out, didn't even have a chance to put old happy away first!" he waved his member for effect. 



What the fuck do I do now?



"So don't leave now. I can't have two hot chicks bail on me in one night." He leered at me up and down. "Especially you. You're waaaay hotter!" He reached out and groped my ass with his free hand. I began to shake a bit, nervously. 



"Please, suck my cock hotness. I'm so fucking horny!" I remained frozen, eyes wide and affixed to his dripping cock. 



"Please!" he begged. His free hand moved to my shoulder, pressing me down. Now shaking with fear, my knees quaking, I put up little resistance. 



Oh, fuck...



I slumped to my knees before him and he shoved his 5" cock balls deep in a single go. 



Thank the gods he's not as big as Claire and my "friend"! 



He grabbed the back of my head and began thrusting wildly into my now willing mouth. 



"Fuck yeah, you suck as good as you look!" 



He's a dick, but he does know how to compliment a girl. 



It only took a few thrusts before I was totally committed, and wanting it much to my surprise. He fucking took me, fucked my mouth with a desperate need. The taste of precum was enveloping my every taste bud, and I wasn't just willing, I was loving it! 



And his length! Unlike our toy "friend", he was the perfect size for a face fuck, stopping just short of triggering my gag reflex. 



If I am going to gag, it's going to be taking his pleasure! I thought, now clearly channeling Claire's vocabulary.



He was a man possessed with carnal need, face fucking me in a frenzy. It didn't take long before I got my reward! He pumped jet after jet of hot cum into me, so much that I struggled to swallow it as fast as it came (I didn't want to muss my makeup given how I presumed I'd be walked out afterwards). And his moans of joy, OMG. I'd heard him cum lots of times with his girlfriends but never quite like this. 



"Fuuuuuck!" he yelled as a long finale. "God damn, I needed that! Thanks, hotness!"



He zipped up and showed me the door. 



"Cum back for more anytime!" he said as he closed the door behind me. 



As I licked my lips to remove any evidence of the deed, I took stock of my situation: no keys, no wallet and , the fucking door's locked. 



Fuck me!



At least he didn't recognize me, so I had that going for me. 



Chapter 5 - A Party and Nowhere to Go



Outside, the music and apartment block party ramping up was unmistakable. I looked around wondering what I should do next. I considered walking around back and checking if my window was unlocked. But then, Jake would definitely hear me and I'd be exposed, as it were. Better to mull about and hope the drunk horny bastard falls asleep quickly, or goes out to join the festivities. 



But staying outside had its own problems. I couldn't just sit here. And walk around? I'd never practiced walking like a girl, ever. I sat on the bench abutting the center flower and tree box and tried to recall how women walked differently from men. A group walked by towards the pool area and, as they past, I watched the co-eds carefully. 



One of them spied me watching her and winked. 



Am I passable or does she share Claire's fetish? I wondered. 



"Lesbian or bi?" I heard someone ask. I turned to look and saw two guys heading for the pool area. I almost answered before realizing another major problem: my voice. So I smiled back as girlishly as I could muster with an "I haven't decided yet" look. 



"If it's bi, look us up later if you'd like to play" said the short but well-muscled guy in the tank top. I liked his approach: a polite no pressure open invitation. Cute. 



Did I just think that? That he was cute?



Tonight had gone terribly wrong, I lamented. Boredom had led to a little dress up, then to my knees sucking my first cock dressed in a cute little mini skirt. 



Would Claire approve of the goings on, I wondered? Yeah, take it little bitch, take that fucking cock. Work it, earn that liquid pleasure! I heard her say in my mind. No question, she'd be totally into it. 



As I pondered, I noticed that my legs were crossed, free foot rocking back and forth. Very lady like. 



I guess the clothes do make the man. Or lady. 



Three more guys approached, one holding a big bottle of vodka, and were in a heated conversation about football. As they passed, the jock speaking stopped dead in his tracks when he saw me. 



"It's baby, ain't it?" he asked. 



Does that actually work for you? I wondered. I nodded no, politely. 



"Dude, I told you that was a stupid line" his friend scolded. 



"Fuck off, it's a great line, isn't it gorgeous?"



Again, I nodded no. 



"Well, maybe not so much for seriously hot chicks" he consoled himself. "But tonight, I can settle."



I laughed, trying my best to make it girly as it came out. 



"Got a friend?" he asked. 



Before I could respond, one of his buddies replied "Hot chicks only hang with hot chicks. Don't you know anything?" He pulled his jock friend towards the pool. "You need a skank tonight dude if you're gonna get lucky with lines like It's baby ain't it!"



They're sweet. I thought. 



I was, at least, feeling better about my predicament. So many compliments in just a few minutes will do that to a girl, I suppose. A girl. Right. 



I stood up to try my walk when one of the jock's friends spun around. 



"Hey, we didn't offer you a drink. Want some?" 



Yes! I walked my first sexy walk, one foot directly in front of the other, hips swaying, and took a long swig. 



"He likes the hot quiet type, look out" cautioned the jock. I smiled thanks in response and turned back towards the bench near my apartment. 



When I sat, I chose a neighboring bench, with my back to the oncoming partygoers, to think. How long should I mill about before trying my bedroom window? Perhaps I need another drink, or three? 



But what if Jake comes out to join the party?



I definitely shouldn't be right here, kinda stalky.



I decided to join the party by the pool in search for a solid drink. Best to mingle, silently. 



Despite the still somewhat early hour, the revelers were on fire. Something about finals week does that to people. As I mingled, the dudes checked me out. The ones with girlfriends did too, although a tad more clandestinely. The girls, though, surprised me. They looked at me like I've never been looked at before. They noted my matching shoes (thanks Claire!), top, the whole shebang. Some gave flirty looks, some shot the 'Bitch!' look, but mostly they looked at me like they wanted to 'do' me. I was loving it!



I found the makeshift bar, which had kegs and boxed wine. High-class college shit. The guys all let me jump the line, wordlessly, like the parting of waters. I grabbed a plastic cup and initially reached for the keg but thought twice. Little bitches drink wine, Claire would've said. I poured it full and took my best girly sip and slipped back through the parted guys back towards the pool. 



What does a girl do at the pool? I wondered. Scanning around, I saw several lazing about on the reclining sun chairs discreetly checking out the guys. Bingo! The goal is to be silent and lovely. 



I daintily lay down on a chair, crossed my legs at the ankles, calves closed, and surveyed the party as I sipped my wine. The music thumped and the voices all melded into an incomprehensible cacophony. 



As I people watched, I noticed the "Is she lesbian or bi" guys from earlier. The handsome guy in the tank top was getting some lip from the crass "it's baby ain't it?" jock near the pool. There was no way to tell what they were saying, but the jock was beginning to push the nice guy in the tank top. This wasn't going to end well. 



Sure enough, when the tank top guy's friend shouted something at the jock, the jock shoved the tank top guy into the pool. The crowd cheered. It being December, even here in Texas the water had to have been very cold. Tank top guy swam to the stairs at the other end, my end, and climbed out. His friend dashed through the crowd and looked over at me. 



Huh?



I looked back at him curiously and he pointed at me and then through me. I turned around and saw the towel box. 



Ah, of course, a towel. 



I got up, snagged a towel and met them on the walkway back towards my apartment. I handed the wet and now shivering tank top guy the towel. 



"Th-thanks" he shivered. 



"Catch ya later Dave!" his friend said as he headed back to the party. 



"Wa-walk me up?" Dave the tank top guy asked me. 



Oh, why the hell not. 



"We were fighting over ya-you" he stammered, shivering, as we walked up the steps. 



Seriously?



"He's a di-dick." 



I nodded affirmatively as we reached his door. He had trouble pulling his keys out of his wet pants, but finally managed to extract them and open the lock. As we entered he asked "sh-shower pl-lease". 



His apartment was simply an inverted version of mine and thankfully just as clean. I walked to the shower and turned it on, adjusting the temp as the heat finally cranked up. I turned and walked into his bedroom as he pulled his tank top off. His pants and shorts were already off. As his shirt suggested, he had an impressive six pack of abs under there. 



"Oh, shit!" he exclaimed as he saw me checking him out. "No no no..." he stammered as he tossed the wet shirt and covered his manly bits with his hands. "It was really cold in the pool. Really, really cold!" 



He was super embarrassed, and very cute. 



I sauntered towards him and as I did I lifted my index finger to my lips and whispered "shh". He was shivering, wet, and completely unsure of what to do next. So I did it for him. 



I gently caressed his hands that were covering his manly bits, eventually reaching around the edges to gently pull them away from the (cold) treasures that lay beneath. 



"Really c-cold. It get's bigger. Promise" he shivered pleadingly. 



I began caressing his nearly blue and very shrunken cock and balls with my warm hands. He cooed at the touch. 



"Pr-romise" he said again, now a near whisper. 



I let my fingers do the walking, and sure enough, his promise was realized soon enough. His cock quickly grew and warmed as I continued my ministrations. 



"Mmm" I said, encouragingly licking my lips. His hands began to explore the curves of my bubble butt under my mini skirt and his shivers diminished. I looked down, admiring his quickly growing member and bit my lip as I looked back up into his eyes. 



"God, yes!" he said. 



Unlike Jake, Dave was a gentleman. And I rewarded his good behavior. First cupping his balls, which were tucked tightly to his core from the cold, I began to caress his quickly warming and growing cock. He moaned with pleasure, it was honestly inspirational. 



Kneeling before him, I took his cock gently between my lips swirling my tongue around the pronounced mushroom tip before slipping the first inch in. I was quickly rewarded with the taste of sweet precum. I began to gently kiss the shaft, dragging my lips across it as Claire so expertly did for me. It continued growing and, as I caressed his balls, they began to distend from their high cold-and-tight position. 



I slipped my hands behind him, grabbing his icy-cold butt, and pulled him into me. 



"Swallow him, little bitch!" Claire would've commanded. I complied, taking all of his cock balls deep in one go, swallowing as I did so to squelch my gag reflex. So that's how she does it! I was proud of my newfound skill, a technique I'd simply guessed by channeling a true cock master, Claire. 



Dave shuddered with pleasure. 



"Yes, oh my god, yes!" he whispered. 



His shivering quickly subsided, replaced by desire and animal need. Dave began slowly pumping his cock into my hungry mouth. I signaled my approval by pulling him towards me more firmly with each stroke. 



"So good, it feels so good!" 



I pulled his butt into me as strongly as I could, slamming his cock into my mouth. He took the hint, placed his hands on my head, and began skull fucking me with abandon. I fucking loved it, submitting completely to his pleasure. 



Working for my reward with every fiber of my being, I sucked his cock like a woman possessed. I wanted his pleasure. I needed his pleasure! I was desperate to feel his not yet fully erect and flaming hot cock pulse in my mouth, filling me with pulse after pulse of liquid reward. Good little bitch, that's a girl! 



He became self-conscious of his aggressive pounding and tried to back off a bit. I wanted to pull off his cock and yell "Fuck my face, god dammit!" but luckily decided against it lest my voice betray the rock hard secret between my legs. So I made it clear, yanking him into me, that he had a complete green light to face fuck the daylights out of me. And did he ever!



He grasped my skull firmly and pounded his little bitch. And rather than being ashamed, I only wished that Claire was watching me. Her good little bitch sucking cock like an Olympian whore just like she'd taught me. 



While Claire wasn't watching, somebody else was. With each partial withdrawal of Dave's rod, I could see someone standing near the bathroom behind him. I couldn't make out much, between the pounding and steam filling the room from the still running shower. 



"I'm gonna cum!" Dave announced as if I even wanted a forewarning. I was going to suck every last drop he offered me! 



"Arrgh!" Dave yelled, not unlike a pirate, as the first pulse of hot pleasure shot into my thirsty mouth. With each thrust and pulse of cum, he yelled anew. It was a second, and unexpected, reward for me. I knew I'd earned his pleasure, but his yells told me I'd given him a mind blowing orgasm. 



I reached under my mini skirt to fondle myself as I swallowed one after another of his pulses of cum. I'd already nearly popped myself without anything but cock in my mouth for stimulation. I should dress like this more often!



As Dave finally came down, he said "That was fucking amazing! Easily the best blowjob ever!" 



"Can I sh-share?" said a voice behind Dave. 



Funny how the first thing I thought when I heard that was that the watcher wanted to share a cummy kiss!



Dave turned and, recognizing his roommate, smiled. He turned back towards me, cum dripping down my chin, and asked "would you like another hypothermic patient?"



I looked at his roommate, the one from outside, and smiled approvingly. His cock was already at full mast despite his balls being high and tight and his skin covered with goose bumps. Clearly he'd been dunked shortly after we headed upstairs. 



Perhaps it was having witnessed our debauchery, or just that he wasn't anywhere near as gentlemanly, but Dave's roommate practically dove in upon seeing my smile of approval. 



Taking over where Dave had left off, he grasped my skull and fucked me rabidly. 



Thing was, he was much bigger than Jake or Dave. I nearly gagged on his first thrust. 



Reflexively, I grasped the base of his cock with my hand to limit how much of his thick-and-long manhood he could shove in me. With my other hand, I clasped his balls. 



Too bad, he won't last long. I lamented, feeling his balls cinch up in preparation for blastoff. 



"Holy fuck, holy fuck!" he said, astonished. "She really knows how to blow!" 



I'm pretty sure Dave could see me smile around his buddy's cock upon hearing that. 



Such a good little bitch! You're the life of the fucking party! I imagined Claire saying. 



And then it happened. Dave's roommate shot the most tremendous load of cum. He was like a porn god, it came out with such force. I nearly gagged from just the first shot it was so much. 



Recognizing my "all filled up" state, he pulled his pulsing member from my mouth and proceeded to pump load after load across my face and neck like he was painting a fucking Jackson Pollock. 



Such a big reward for my good little bitch! I imagined Claire complimenting me. 



I licked my lips for maximum effect, which Dave's roommate definitely enjoyed seeing as his orgasm subsided. 



I glanced around to see where Dave was, but didn't see him. But I could hear him, in the shower. His roommate offered me a hand. Accepting, he pulled me up and held me for a moment as I steadied myself. My knees were weak and wobbly, not from kneeling but from the flood of endorphins that pulsed through my veins. My cock strained against the workout panties, in desperate need of relief. 



Dave's roommate leaned forward to kiss me on the cheek. I graciously accepted and was surprised when he continued kissing down my neck to where the now cooling spurts of cum clung to my sweltering skin. He began kissing and licking the cum, his cum, from my neck. Then my cheek. Then he kissed me, twirling his cum covered tongue against mine. 



Whoa! What's a gurl to do?



Then I felt his hand against my crotch. So focused on the shock of being kissed by a dude, I hadn't even noticed he was reaching up my skirt! I froze in panic as there was absolutely no hiding what filled his palm through those panties. 



In most places, this sort of surprise can get a gurl killed. In Texas the lawmen will likely decline to press charges because "that boy needed killing" for this sort of thing: justifiable homicide. 



I braced for the worst as his eyes popped wide, cartoon-like, upon copping that feel. But rather than anger, his tongue swirled against mine with renewed and incredible passion. 



He broke the kiss and glanced over towards the shower while gently massaging my cock and balls through my panties. Through the open bathroom door we could see Dave's arm reaching out to grab the shampoo on the counter. The moment Dave touched the bottle, signaling we had a few minutes, Dave's roommate swiftly pulled my panties down and dropped to his knees. 



"Please be quick, I really need this!" he begged me. 



I'm not usually one for a quickie, but he did have a point. And I desperately needed an ally until I could get back inside my apartment. And even more desperately, I needed to cum! 



He pulled me into his mouth, sucking with abandon. He needed my pleasure juice as badly as I'd needed him, and as badly as I now needed to give to him. Within just a couple of minutes, he got his reward as I pumped wave after juicy wave into his mouth. 



As soon as the last pulse ended, he popped up and pulled my panties to their upright and locked position. 



Dave's roommate then patted my package gently and said: "That was the best surprise ever! I made a wish and there it was!" I blushed with pride as Dave exited the shower. Perfect timing!



As Dave wrapped a towel around his waist he declared "Best. Blowjob. Ever!" 



"Hell yeah!" his roommate replied, winking at me with a wry smile. I guess he'd enjoyed giving as much as receiving. I giggled, thinking about how to a cocksucker like me, like Dave's roommate AND I actually, giving and receiving can be used interchangeably for either blower or blowee.



"You should be proud of yourself" Dave said, replying to my giggle. "You got skills, girl!" Dave turned to go back into the bathroom. 



"Definitely a great surprise" his roommate added, glancing down at my crotch as he reached for my hand. He eyed the front door, inviting me to join him outside. 



"I was hoping we wouldn't just blow each other off" he added. Funny too! "I'm Ben."



"Chrissy" I replied in my best feminine voice possible, realizing, as I spoke, that was the first word I'd said all night.



"Night is still young, you game for some real fun?"



Ben, you have no idea! 



I bit my lower lip smiling. "Definitely!" 



*****



Postscript: Crissy's night is still young. If you'd like to hear all about it, your vote is the best way to tell me you want more. -BvC

Good Little Bitch Pt. 02

Author's Note: Many thanks to all who've voted, favorited, and commented on Part 1. Your kindness brought me great joy and inspiration. Below is Part 2 in gratitude. I hope you like it as much as the first one!



If you haven't read Part 1, I urge you to do so before reading on. 



*****



Ben and I sat on the bench in the center of the apartment complex. The sound of music was barely audible over the cacophony of increasingly inebriated college students partying near the pool. Without thinking, I crossed my legs over Bens'. He placed his hand on my exposed leg. Slowly caressing me, his pinky finger slyly sneaking up the hem of my mini skirt. 



"Seriously" he said, finally breaking the silence "I had no idea. How long have you been dressing up?"



"Second time. First was on Halloween."



Ben glanced at me then looked crestfallen. What had I said? 



"Seriously?" he added. I nodded yes. 



"Wow. Just wow. You look absolutely gorgeous." 



I reached up and gently caressed his cheek. "What's wrong?"



"I... Well" he stammered. "I've been dressing up since I was a kid. On and off. I've never looked as cute as you do tonight."



I blushed, and was simultaneously stunned. I would never have guessed. I scrambled for a response, finally saying "Halloween too?" because that was the only thing I could think of. I'm an idiot. 



"My twin sister and I used to play dress up. She'd put on my clothes, I'd put on hers. We'd giggle, be silly, imitate each other. At least that's how it started."



I was enthralled. I'd honestly never considered dressing up before my girlfriend convinced me to on Halloween. 



"Then we graduated. To pickles." 



I tilted my head, confused. With the music and background chatter, I must've heard him wrong. Ben didn't repeat the phrase for several beats, so I had to. 



"To pickles?" 



He giggled. "Yep."



If a gurl's mind could be boggled, mine certainly was. I half expected him to add "and Cracker Jack". Either that or hot dogs. Hot dogs might make more sense. "Pickles?" I repeated, dumbfounded. 



"She wanted to know how to blow a guy. What a guy likes, you know? So, one day when I was all dolled up, she brought out a pickle and pretended it was a cock and asked if she was doing it right. Kinda went from there." 



My eyes must've been popping out of my head. 



"No! It wasn't like that! Totally innocent! She was doing it all wrong, and I told her so. She asked me to show her, offered me her pickle." 



She offered you her pickle, I nearly giggled out loud. 



"Did you take it?"



"Ewww! It had her spit all over it! She gave me a new one though."



"And you showed her?"



"Uh huh."



Wait, that's all he's gonna say?! "And?"



"And I licked it, the tip you know, like all around. Then up the length of it, kissing it."



I was now enthralled. Well, except for the imagined taste of pickle juice. Ick. 



"Then what, she asked me." Ben continued. "So I started sucking on it. Pumping it slowly in and out. And she watched, slack jawed, until I got self-conscious. Sucking a pickle in a sun dress."



The image of Ben in a sun dress sucking pickle was actually starting to turn me on. "What did she do?"



"Imitated me. 'Like this?' she'd say. It was totally fucking hot. I've never been turned on by her before. But that was really sexy. I didn't want her to stop, so I kept going so she would too, until we both started giggling uncontrollably. Then we heard the garage door open and I had to dash to get back into my own clothes."



"How long ago was that?" 



"Like ten years."



"And mine was your first real one?" 



"Yup. You taste waaaay better too. Totally worth the wait."



I taste way better than a pickle, so I got that going for me, which is nice. I began giggling, he couldn't help but join in. 



"You're so cute" Ben said, breaking his giggle fit. "And really yummy. I wish it could've lasted longer, my first time and all."



"Mulligan?" I asked, offering a do-over. 



"Maybe, a few mulligans. You know, practice until I get it just right?" 



I smiled invitingly. It was a wonderful idea. 



"So you've wanted to all these years?"



"The pickle turned me" he replied laughing. 



As I'd listened, I couldn't help but wonder who he'd been fantasizing about all this time. My curiosity just kind of spilled out. 



"So who've you been wanting to make your king pickle?"



He blushed shyly. "I hadn't met you yet, so..."



"So who?" I repeated, tickling him teasingly. 



"Rod. Rod the Bod." 



I didn't know him. 



"Used to play tight end. Too big for the position really." 



I burst out laughing. Not being into football, and given the pickle story, his background info just sounded hilarious. It took Ben a moment before he laughed too. 



"Too big. Seriously. His tool must be fucking massive. Bigger than me full on when he's cold and wet, easy."



Before tonight, I'd really never visualized cocks. But I was now. Imagining a big buff dude with a 12" staff dripping pre-cum. I licked my lips unconsciously. 



"You like 'em big too?" Ben asked, catching me. 



"I, uh..." I stammered. "I don't know what I'd even do with a big one."



"I do, I'd suck it and lick it and worship that thing. On my knees, pleasuring it until it gave me a great big hot reward!" 



Wow, Ben's a cock-obsessed cumslut! I carefully preened my skirt to hide my stiffy and avoid any embarrassing wetness as I imagined Ben on his knees going to town on Rod's cock. Ben really needed some Rod action, and I couldn't help but hatch a plan. 



"Is he here, at the party?" I asked. 



Ben was startled. It clearly was just a fantasy and my question had suddenly made it an actual possibility to him. "Chrissy, I'm straight. At least that's what he thinks, what everyone thinks." 



"A mouthful of cum and a very happy gurl on your lap tonight would argue otherwise."



Ben was momentarily lost in thought. "And he's totally straight. Not a chance."



"But what if"



Ben cut me off "I could watch?! That would be toootally awesome!"



Great minds!



"If he's here, maybe we can work it out together?" I added. Ben licked his lips absent mindedly fantasizing. 



"Best if I just watch though."



Yep, he was thinking the same little plan as me!



"Perhaps we should split up and mingle, see what's what and meet back here in 15 or so?" he asked. 



"Sure, but what does he look like, in case I bump into him? Other than buff and giant cock that is."



"Blond. 6'4". Aforementioned big fucking cock. Think Thor. But hung."



I'd never thought about Thor that way before, but I loved the thought now! 



"Happy hunting!" I said as I fist bumped Ben in as girly a way I as I could muster. He smiled then gave me the international sign for 'big fucking fish' and walked off into the crowded pool end of the complex. 



CHAPTER 2 - Just Being Neighborly!



I lingered a bit to collect my thoughts and see which part of the crowd Ben was working. As I headed towards the other side of the pool party I noticed my neighbor Jason. He was standing in front of his apartment door looking at me. No, that's not the right word. He was staring at me. Slack jawed. Dumbfounded. 



Before tonight, I wouldn't have noticed anything else. But with so much cock on my mind, giant cock even, my eyes glanced at Jason's shorts. He wasn't just staring; his cock was at full attention. 



I gave him a cute flirty wave. He'd clearly recognized me, so what the hell, I was already busted. He was trying to form words, badly, but trying all the same. Finally he spoke as I approached. 



"Chr... Chris?" he whispered. OK, so he wasn't about to out me, there was that. 



"Chrissy" I corrected. 



"You're fucking hot!" 



Man of few words, but good ones! I gave him the 'aww shucks' non-verbal thank you. 



"Seriously, fucking hot." Again, he stood there in silence staring, drooling really. I was really enjoying my newfound girl power! 



"Um" he glanced around nervously, then down at his tented shorts, and he panicked. He opened his apartment door and I fully expected him to disappear inside embarrassed as he was. Instead, he waved me inside with a hurried 'come quickly' motion. 



I made my decision instantaneously. If I blew him off, he'd likely out me. If, however, I blew him? Best to see where this goes, I thought. 



Jason hurriedly closed the door behind me while looking me up and down. I spun around for him, slowly for effect. 



"Damn!" 



"I'm glad you like!" I said in my still shaky girl voice, going for the sultry whisper. 



I spun half way around and towards him, rubbing my mini-skirted bubble but against his tented shorts where I came to rest pressing against him booty first. His hands dropped immediately to my hips and he instinctively pulled me tighter to him. 



I giggled and spun around another half turn. His hands cupped my booty. They were hot and wandering. I reached for the button on his shorts. He gasped. 



"I shouldn't" he protested weakly placing his hands atop mine. 



I licked my lips luridly, beggingly. 



His hands returned to my booty and he began nibbling my neck. 



"Maybe just a little" he whispered. 



I opened the button, letting his shorts drop to the ground, and spun him around. 



Reaching around him, I began caressing his inner thighs, teasingly close to his sensitive bits. He let out a slight moan. 



My hands wandered over his boxers, gently rubbing his manhood beneath. 



"More?" 



"Yessss" he pleaded. 



I cupped his balls with my left hand and ran my fingers up and down his shaft through his boxers. He reveled in the attention. His eagerness to go further matched my own. I needed him inside my wanting mouth. I needed to taste his cock, please it, worship it, pleasure it. 



I slowly slipped the fingers under the elastic waistband and began swirling my index finger around the tip of his slick cockhead. I couldn't wait any longer, the tease had gone as far as I could take it.



Placing both of my hands on his hips, I slowly turned him towards me and looked into his pleading eyes. Keeping my eyes locked on his, I licked the tip of my precum soaked index finger savoring it as if it was the nectar of the gods. 



His reaction confirmed what I'd suspected. His girlfriend, whom I'd seen on many occasions leaving his apartment on weekend mornings, must have been as prude as she looked. Had she given him a blow job, ever? I slowly sank to my knees. The expression of surprise on his face suggested that if she ever had, she'd never actually wanted to. 



I wanted to. I needed to see the look of pleasure on his face, watch him cum, see his surprise when I wantonly drank every drop he offered. 



I slowly pealed his boxers down his cock. It was a handsome piece of manhood, definitely worthy of my attention. I took the tip of his dripping cock in my mouth, my tongue softly flicking the slick tip. 



"Yesssss" he moaned approvingly. 



With my newfound experience, I felt confident I could take him all in one go and swallowed him balls deep. 



"Oh my god!" 



I licked, teased, sucked and caressed him. I wasn't "giving him a blow job", I was worshiping his fucking cock. And unlike my previous exploits tonight, Jason stood motionless. 



At first, his stillness was disconcerting. Was he ashamed or not into it? But as he continued to moan softly, I recalled the gloryhole videos I'd watched.



In the videos, the owner of the cock usually stood motionless just like Jason was now. 



And, as I always imagined myself as the owner of the cock as I watched, I completely understood the allure. As the blowee, anonymously behind the wall and in near total darkness if at a video booth, the entire world ceased to exist during the blowjob. Your entire being was focused entirely on the pleasure emanating from your genitals. Pleasure that the blower was all-in on giving you. 



This must be, I thought, where Jason's head was (so to speak). His body wasn't standing in his apartment, that had all melted away. He was his pleasure parts, pure enjoyment. His body, arms, legs, nothing else existed as I pleasured him. 



For the first time, I was not just imagining being the giver, which I'd honestly never done before watching those clips, I was the giver of pleasure. My own world was melting away. 



Jason's cock, that lovely shaft I was licking, sucking, and kissing, was now the center of my universe. His balls were the satellites of our shared joy. Cock was my universe and I was loving it!



Then the fucking apartment door opened. The outside threatening to shatter my moment. 



Fuck no! 



I continued sucking the beautiful cock, fuck all. 



"Oh my God Jason! What are you doing to that poor girl?" an outraged female voice demanded. 



I knew that voice. She was my neighbor, Jason's live-in girlfriend. 



"It's okay sweetie, you don't have to do that. If anyone should have to give my horndog boyfriend a blowjob, it's me." 



She peeled my hand from Jason's butt and gently pulled upward, inviting me to cease my "duties". 



I pulled my hand away, grabbed his butt forcefully, and swallowed him balls-deep. 



Bitch. 



She gasped. 



I began face fucking him with gusto, really putting on a show. 



"O...M...G! She likes it?!" 



You have no idea, girlfriend! 



I decided to go all in for this prude bitch, slipping my other hand from his balls to his taint, caressing my way to his boy pussy. 



I wondered, were his eyes open or was he ignoring his girlfriend entirely? He hadn't spoken nor moved an inch since she burst into our little party. 



He shuddered as my fingers gently slid over his hole, but he didn't pull away. So I pressed gently with one finger at his entryway, tickling the sensitive skin next to it with the others. The moment I did so, his cock began pulsing, filling my mouth with jet after jet of his liquid pleasure. 



Yay!



"Oh my fucking God! Are you coming in her mouth? That's so DISGUSTING! You poor, poor girl!"



As she might say, "whatever, girlfriend!" I thought. 



When the last pulse of his cock subsided, I pulled off and opened my mouth displaying the fruit of my labor to her. 



"Yuck!" she declared in as prude as a manner as I've ever heard. 



I licked my lips luridly, my mouth completely filled with cum.



"You like it?!"



I nodded yes, absolutely yes! I swallowed joyously. 



Her face crinkled all up, twisting her beauty into something revolting. "You two nasties are made for each other!" she declared as she stormed off into her bedroom, slamming the door behind her. 



Jason was breathing heavily as I stood up and sorted myself. 



"Maybe again sometime?" I asked. 



"Soon, I hope! Looks like my dance card is suddenly open. You're always welcome!"



I smiled and quickly exited before the emotional fireworks began. 



Thing was, I was incredibly turned on, aching to get off. I wondered if Ben had any luck finding Rod. Either way, I really needed one!



CHAPTER 3 - Desperately Seeking Orgasm



The pool party was really going now. College students were stumbling drunk, the music was now cranked to the point of distortion, and the crowd had grown much bigger since I'd done my neighborly duties. 



I scanned the courtyard benches, Ben hadn't returned yet. So I decided to go mingle and see if I could spot Rod the Bod, hopefully finding him before Ben. 



As I wandered towards the throngs of drunken revelers by the pool, a thought occurred to me. All night, since I'd been unceremoniously shown out of my own apartment dressed as a girl, I'd been terrified everyone would know I was a dude. Yet, not only had I passed with the horny guys, even Jason's girlfriend had mistaken me for one of her own kind. 



Of course, I hadn't spoken to her. That would've been a giveaway what with no practice at all. But she didn't think for a second I was anything but a girl. A nasty cum loving cocksucker perhaps, but a girl. I felt my cheeks get hot at the thought. I was blushing!



I also felt something else was hot, and very hard. Tucked tightly in my panties, the truth strained to be free. Luckily, it was very dark and the panties were doing an admirable job keeping my secret from tenting my miniskirt. But I desperately needed release. 



I needed to be inside Ben's mouth. Jason's boy pussy would be nice too, I daydreamed, but he's sure to be neck-deep in an argument I wish I could eavesdrop on. But as much as I wanted to hear how that went, I really, desperately needed to get off. 



I wandered into the crowd, careful to keep my bubble butt out and on display and thus my secret well hidden under my skirt. 



"Dude!" I heard a guy say after I passed. My heart skipped a beat horrified that I might've been recognized. "Little miss hotness was checking out your package!" 



I was suddenly struck with a triple play of emotions: relief, joy that I might be the "little miss hotness" he was referring to, and stunned at the realization that I had unconsciously been checking out a handsome guy's package. I'd never done that before, always totally locked on target with the ladies. I kept walking and scanning for the Thor-looking fella Rod. 



After a minute or two, I headed back to the courtyard to meet back up with Ben. I hoped he'd found Rod. But I also hoped he hadn't since I could scarcely wait another minute to have my pleasure bits attended to. If Rod wasn't in the cards, all the faster to Ben's hot and willing mouth!



Ben was just sitting down when I emerged from the crowd. I strolled all sexy like over to him and sat on his lap. 



"Hey gorgeous!" he said before planting a kiss on me. I kissed back, tongues swirled and he abruptly broke the kiss. "Mmm, you taste like cum. Have you been a naughty gurl?" 



"Just being neighborly!" I replied. 



He kissed me passionately, devoid of jealousy, enjoying the taste of the pleasure I'd given. 



Our kiss was interrupted by a booming voice. "Get a room you two!"



I looked up and saw what could only be described as Thor himself, sans hammer of course. I couldn't help but smile and ogle at his masculinity. While my tank top made me look incredibly feminine, my flat chest matching my petite body, his tank top accentuated his well-muscled and sculpted physique. My penis twitched alerting me to my desperate need. My mouth watered. I licked my lips absent mindedly. I had to have him!



I daintily put up three fingers. Thor, I mean Rod, tilted his head. Ben picked up on my queue. 



"Not two for the room, three. If you're game?" Ben asked. 



"Horny little bitch you've got there!" 



"Only one way to know for sure" Ben said invitingly. 



"Upstairs. Now." Rod barked. 



Yes!



As we approached the stairs, the guys slowed a bit. After a beat, I realized they expected the lady to go first, me. I took a deep breath as I anxiously approached the first stair trying desperately to recall exactly how my girlfriend would move as she walked up them. As I stepped up, I pretended I was her. Concentrating on swaying my hips as I climbed, not so much walking up the stairs but flowing up them. 



"Nice ass!" Rod said as I reached the top a couple steps in front of them. I gave him a wiggle as a thank you. 



He invited us in to his apartment, closing the door behind us. As soon as the door clicked, he looked at me and pointed at the carpet in front of him. He then turned to Ben and said "I hope you're not too self-conscious." 



Unclear on his meaning but far to horny to care, I dropped to my knees in front of Rod as instructed. As I did so, my head got light. 



The mere act of kneeling down in front of this god-like man had made me dizzy. I felt the overwhelming desire to please him, to be his fuck toy, his carnival of carnal delights. I reached for the button on his shorts and was dumbstruck. 



Rod's cock was clearly visible despite his loose cargo shorts. Pointing up at a diagonal, it was nearly peeking out the top. 

I guess he brought his hammer after all! 



I ever so slowly unbuttoned and unzipped him, wanting the big reveal to last forever. 



Gravity took over and his shorts dropped to the floor. Rod's massive tool looked as if it would burst forth from his tight black boxers. The head and several inches poked out the top. Precum was clearly flowing from the massive head, down the shaft, and soaking the elastic band. 



I licked my lips. Ben gasped. 



"Holy fuck that's a big cock!" Ben exclaimed. 



"Like I said, I hope you're not too self-conscious. It's a big fucking cock."



I reached forward, hands shaking, for his waistband. I paused, unable to control myself, leaned forward and kissed the tip as if I were worshiping Thor's ring and pledging an oath of fealty. His cock was my master and I was its willing servant. 



I swirled my tongue around the tip and backed away. I had to see this hammer in all its glory. 



I could now see Ben rubbing his cock through his shorts in my peripheral vision. While Rod's cock was new to me, this beast was long the object of Ben's desire. Yet I would have it and he could only watch. 



I turned to look at Ben. The look on his face said he was perfectly content to merely watch and live vicariously through me. 



"It's okay, Chrissy. Take it, take that big cock."



I looked up at Rod. He was smiling broadly at me. 



"Good thing you gave her permission, Ben. It's like a fucking spell for good little bitches. They always know what they need to do."



Yes. I needed to. I was under its power. I needed to feel the weight of it. 



I slowly peeled his boxers down, revealing Thor's hammer in all its glory. 



Whereas my own pleasure bits were maybe the size of a Coahuila hot sauce bottle, appropriate for my size, Rod's cock was astonishingly big. Easily a foot long and as wide as the base of a catchup bottle. 



I could also now see that Rod had manscaped an arrow pointing to his cock. Proud much? Couldn't blame him really. I mean, my god!



As his hammer sprung free, I reached out palm up and let it land in my hand. The weight of it. I nearly fainted. And balls to match. Large orbs defying gravity in a silky smooth shaved sac. 



In fact, there wasn't a hair on him. Polished and oiled, it seemed, as if he'd just walked off a muscle contest stage. 



"Swing it, feel the weight my little bitch" his booming voice commanded. 



I glanced over at Ben who was nodding, pleading, for me to comply. He was loving the show as much as I was staring in it!



I swung it gently side to side. Then more vigorously. Precum splattered against my lips and I excitedly licked it off. 



Rod turned to Ben. "Cumslut too?"



Ben just nodded, not taking his eyes off the action. 



I held it with two hands now, the sheer size making my hands look incredibly dainty, and swung it side-to-side gently smacking my cheeks. My head shifted each time as the momentum, the weight of the beast, transferred to my skull. 



I then lifted it vertical and dropped it on my tongue. Each thud spilling delicious precum on my taste buds. 



While I would've delighted in continuing this play for, well, ever, Rod had other ideas, other needs. 



"Now the hard part. Especially for a little bitch like you."



I froze, startled. There's no way I could take this beast in my virgin pussy! Fuck, I couldn't take this thing if I was a street whore!



Rod lifted his hammer to my mouth. 



Thank the gods!



I opened my mouth as wide as I could. As the head slid past my lips, they stretched taught. My mouth strained to take him in, and that was just the head! 



I pulled my tongue back and down as firmly as I could to make more room. I leaned forward, desperately forcing more of his meat into my mouth. Even with effort, I could barely get more than 3 inches in. 



"I love this part, especially with the little ones" I heard Rod say before he pulled quickly out creating a loud 'pop!'. 



"Fuuuck!" I heard Ben say, followed quickly by the sound of a zipper. 



Now completely overcome with lust, I was licking and kissing the object of dreams I didn't know I'd had with absolute abandon. 



I felt my skirt being lifted and panties pulled down past my butt cheeks. My cock still firmly and rigidly tucked in the front half, I felt Ben's cock slide effortlessly up and down across the opening of my gurl pussy. A river of precum was pouring from the tip, slickening my wanting virgin hole.



Thankfully it was Ben back there, I thought relieved. I needed fucking, desperately, but was definitely not up to taking Thor's hammer tonight (or any other night!). Still, I was worried what it would feel like. I'd never, with anything or anyone. Not there. 



A good distraction was in order. And the most impressive one imaginable was right there in front of me for the taking! 



I leaned forward, lifting my booty for Ben's easy access, and took as much of Thor's hammer as was humanly possible in my mouth. My lips strained from the girth, bolts of pain shot through them like lightning. 



"That'a girl!" Rod complimented as I took maybe a third of him in. "Hold it, hold it" he instructed as Ben's cock sunk into my core. 



Whatever pain I would've felt from my first gurl fucking was masked by the pain my lips were experiencing stretching to take Rod's cock. Ben slowly sunk deeper, taking his time, as I held still. 



I was being spit-roasted, it occurred to me, and I was loving it. My face tried to smile at the thought but that made the pain so much worse. I instinctively pulled my mouth off Rod's cock to another impressive pop. 



And that's when I felt it. Ben was now fucking me proper and it felt indescribably wonderful. Waves of pleasure from deep inside me spread throughout the core of my body. I arched my back, my chest nearly upright, and all was revealed. 



My panties, already pulled below my bubble butt on the back, slipped off my cock which sprung free. My miniskirt was far too light to hide the now obvious hardness beneath it. 



In an absolute flash, I felt a large hand firmly grasping my throat. And just as absolutely, I realized how truly fucked I was. 



"What the fuck Ben, your hot little bitch has a cock!"



Ben, still inside me, was as silent as he was still. 



"I'm not gay, motherfucker. What the fuck?!" Rod demanded.



Ben was silent a moment, then yelled back "Dude, I ain't gay either man!"



Ben's entire body vibrated with each word. Entire, including his cock, buried deep inside me. I almost came from the wonderful sensation! Thankfully he continued. 



"But dude, dude, look at her!"



Rod looked me up and down, resting his eyes on my face.



"Is that the face of a dude? She's smoking hot, giving you a fantastic blowjob with that pretty girl mouth of hers. How is that gay?"



Rod pondered a moment. I must take real effort what with all the blood in that giant cock, I thought. 



"But she is. Fucking gay dude."



"Because she's sucking your cock?"



"Duh, definitional my man."



"Dude, I ain't gay either, you know that right?"



Rod wasn't so sure, given the situation. 



"Of course I'm not! Just look at her. She's fucking gorgeous. Grade-A choice hot little bitch ass right here." Ben smacked me on the butt for good measure. 



I wondered if I should be offended by Ben's description. Well, for a millisecond. I was his grade-A choice hot little bitch and proud of it!



"What straight guy could turn down a perfect hot feminine bod like hers?" Ben continued. She's just got a little bit extra. Nobody's perfect."



I didn't take that as an insult. Ben was fucking ecstatic when he found out about my 'little bit extra' earlier this evening. 



Rod seemed to be buying it by the relaxing hold on my throat. Which, I thought, was unfortunate. 



Now that I might survive this little misunderstanding, I realized I was really enjoying his hold on me. I felt utterly powerless and filled with cock. I didn't want it to end! I did feel a bit bad about wanting Ben to shout some more though. 



"And as far as sucking your cock, you have to admit you've got a truly magnificent dick dude." Ben was going for broke. 



Rod's hand grasped firmly at my throat again. 



Yay! Now fuck me Ben, please fuck me!



"I mean, look at that beast! I'm totally straight and seeing that thing, even I want to suck it! That's real power right there dude. Can you blame her?"



Yep, Ben went there. Totally playing to something bigger than Rod's cock: his ego. 



Anyone who spends that much time and effort manscaping a delicately shaped arrow pointing to his junk is overly proud of it. I mean, there's manscaping for the pleasure you get from soft hands on your scroat, and then there's Rod's pube advertisement of how awesome he thinks his junk is. 



It was working, Rod's hand was relaxing its grip on my throat again. 



Instead of being disappointed, I was getting even more excited. Ben might get lucky here, setting himself up for blackmail and all. 



"Straight man like you would suck my junk?" Rod asked. 



Ben panicked, or at least did an excellent job pretending to, which Rod totally bought. 



"I mean, uh..." Ben stuttered. 



"'Cause you know, I can't have anyone hear about me getting blown by a sissy girl, even a really fucking hot one."



OK, I forgave him for his ego. That was really sweet of him to say. 



"Dude, you may have been getting a blowjob, but I..." Ben realized he was still inside me and pulled out. "WAS banging her." Ben tucked his hard cock into his shorts. 



I felt so very empty, I wanted Ben's cock back inside me so badly!



Rod laughed. "Yeah, but you could leave that part out in the telling, couldn't you. And then where would I be? Yeah, I got a blowjob but Ben fucked the sissy. Doesn't make me look any less queer now does it?"



Rod's cock was growing bigger again, he'd decided what the solution was. 



"Yeah..." Ben replied. How he said that without letting out the joy he must be feeling.



Rod started swinging his cock like Thor would swing his hammer teasing an enemy before battle. 



"I figure, the only way I can be sure you'll stay quiet is if you blow me. No way you'd talk then."



Bingo!



Ben couldn't help but flash a smile of true joy as Rod forced him down to his knees. Rod then swung his cock, slamming it against Ben's face. Precum splashed on his cheek. Ben was now marked like the cocksucker he was. 



"Suck it, bitch!" Rod commanded. 



Ben slowly leaned forward. There's no question he wanted this moment to last as long as possible, which was good because his hesitation definitely looked like he didn't want to do it. 



Rod moved forward, bridging the gap, sliding the head of his cock in Ben's mouth. I gasped at the sight. 



"Ooh, she likes it! Your little bitch is getting off watching you suck my dick."



Ben glanced over towards me and winked. 



I watched as long as I could, committing every moment to my 'Best of Spank Bank' mental reel. Ben's mouth was bigger than mine, lucky for him, but Rod's cock was still barely fitting inside. It was an unbelievably hot thing to see. 



My voyeurism didn't last long though, I had to get in on the action. 



I shimmied up to Ben's side. He pulled his mouth off the monster cock and pointed it towards me. 



"Uh-uh, bitch, you suck that thing!" Rod pushed his cock back in Ben's mouth. "She can help, but her pretty little mouth ain't no match for Chucky here." Rod grasped his cock for effect. 



Chucky? It took me a few moments to get the meaning. So big it can make a girl hurl.



Ben did his best to take more than a third of it in. Rod pushed more in and Chucky nearly got his due. 



"Little bitch, get over here and help a brother out. Always wanted a two-fer." 



I started licking the thick shaft while Ben sucked. Rod chilled, knowing Ben was all-in now, and let us go to town. We kissed and licked and worshiped the fucking thing. 



Kissing each other as our tongues lashed the tip of Rod's cock, we then slid our lips down the shaft in tandem, our eyes locked on each other. 



"Fuck yeah, that's it bitches!"



Ben couldn't take it anymore and pulled his cock out and started pumping it. Rod, of course, saw him. 



"Need to change the name of my cock. Chucky, the Fag-maker!" Rod declared, ever proud of its power. 



Ben lowered his head and took one of Rod's massive orbs in his mouth, his ballsac stretching luridly. Rod moaned. 



Ben pulled his shorts down to get better access for his fist pumping. I saw for the first time that he was wearing pinkish panties! He pulled the cloth over the panties to hide them and resumed pumping. 



"Suck the tip, suck the tip!" Rod commanded. Ben and I took turns getting into a great rhythm. 



"Fuuuuck!" Rod exclaimed as he began pumping cum on our faces and in our mouths as we continued taking turns sucking him down as much as physically possible. It was glorious!



Then, surprising the hell out of me, Rod knelt down a bit, wrapped his giant muscled arm around me, and lifted me up to him as if I were weightless. Then he kissed my mouth, cummy tongue and everything!



I glanced over to Ben and he was in 7th heaven pumping away at his cock with eyes locked on the lurid scene. 



Rod put me down and pulled up his boxers and shorts. 



"So Ben, pro-tip. Straight guys don't wear fucia panties." 



Ben and I looked at each other in surprise. 



"I'm heading back to the party. Find some place to take her" he said to Ben. "And get to work on that good little bitch's ass. She's gonna need all the practice she can get if she's ever gonna get to KNOW Chucky!" Rod swung his still impressive semi-flaccid cock in my face, his cock drooling cum. I licked it up with abandon.



Ben and I hastily gathered ourselves and left.



"We could go to my apartment, only a few miles from here."



My booty, and cock, definitely couldn't wait that long. 



"We can try my place."



"Try?"



"My roommate should be passed out by now. It's much closer, first floor."



Ben rubbed his aching cock through his shorts. "Yes, your place."



Downstairs, I carefully turned the doorknob to my apartment hoping it was both unlocked and that my roommate was asleep so we could sneak in. To my great relief, which cause my cock to jump in my panties, it opened. 



As expected, my roommate was snoring in his bed. Ben and I slipped our room, my girlfriend and mine, and I closed the door gently. The phone rang as we entered. 



"Hello?" I quickly answered not wanting to wake my roommate. 



"Hi baby! I'm just calling to check in. Everything OK?" Ben was rubbing my cock through my miniskirt. 



"Yes."



"Having a good time? I hear there's a party going on."



"Yep, it's a big one too."



Claire laughed. "Ya know, that's what I'm calling about."



Ben pulled my cock free from my panties and began caressing me. 



"Oh?" What else could I say?



"Katie called me in a snit."



Uh oh. 



"Seem she caught her boyfriend getting a blowjob from some girl, a nasty cumslut she said."



I wonder who that could've been!



"When she confronted him about it, Jason claimed it was you."



I giggled. Not just because what Claire said but also because Ben was tickling the entrance of my gurl pussy.



"You naughty little bitch, naughty, naughty. I didn't even get to watch!"



"It wasn't exactly planned" I replied. Ben was now giving me a handjob under my skirt and simultaneously teasing my booty making it really hard to concentrate. 



"She went on and on about how this girl seemed to really like it, the blowjob, and how disgusting she thought that was."



As she spoke, I felt Ben's hot wet mouth envelop my cock. 



"Anyway, I told that prude bitch that you were with me so..."



"What'd she say then?" I asked, struggling to get the words out. 



"I knew he was lying. It was totally a girl sucking him off, a really cute if totally slutty one she said. I'm so proud of you!"



"Thanks!" I said, the word sounded tweaky as it came out, what with Ben slipping a finger inside me. 



"Are you being a slutty little bitch right now sweety?"



"Uh huh"



"Good girl! Put him on the phone." 



I handed the phone to Ben. As soon as I'd done so, I pulled his shorts off and began returning his favors. 



"Uh huh" he said. "Yep. Sure!"



I couldn't hear what Claire was saying, but I was very curious. 



"Repeat it?... OK." Ben looked at me and said "Claire says I should fuck you senseless, tap that virgin ass and fill you with cum again and again so you can't walk straight in the morning."



Sounds wonderful!



"OK" he said, handing the phone back to me.



"I want to hear my good little bitch get fucked. And I want a full re-enactment when I get home, OK?" 



"Definitely!" 



"Put the phone on speaker." I did so, placing it on the bedside table. 



I climbed on the bed and waved my miniskirted ass wantonly at Ben. 



"Shorts off, panties stay on" I ordered Ben as I tossed a bottle of lube his way. 



"Yes Ma'am!" Ben said, smacking my ass as he lubed up and unceremoniously entered me. It was a delicious admixture of pain and incredible pleasure.



"Aaagh" I squealed. 



"That's it, fuck my little bitch!" Claire's voice from the phone ordered. 



Ben started pistoning me, fucking my brains out.



"Take that cock, you hot little sissy slut!" Claire's voice ordered. "Use those hips, fuck him!" 



I thrust back in time with him, moaning and fucking, totally lost in time and pleasure. 



After several minutes, Claire's voice ordered "Milk his cock, baby, like I do with my hot little cunny. Show him how much you want his cum!"



I tensed my gurl pussy in time with his thrusts as Claire did so wonderfully for me. She really was the best fuck imaginable.



"Beg for it, little bitch!" Claire's voice commanded.



"Please Ben, please fucking cum in me. Cum in your good little bitch!" I cried. 



He started pounding me furiously, hitting a spot in me I didn't know I had. I began erupting cum all over my skirt and the bedspread without even touching my cock. 



As I ejaculated, Ben's own cock began to twitch in delight filling me, cumming in me. I was in heaven. 



After our orgasms subsided, Claire's voice once again filled the room. 



"Was she a good little bitch?"



"The best!" Ben replied. 



"Good. Fuck her again a couple more times tonight and call me in the morning."



Regaining my senses, I was struck by worry about my neighbor, miss prudie. 



"What do I do if Katie recognizes me next time she sees me?"



"Like if she calls you out?" Claire asked. 



"Uh huh."



"Tell her: Look out bitches, there's a new gurl in town!"



Ben and I laughed. 



"Good night my naughties. I can't wait to come home and see you two at it in person!"



"Good night" we replied. 



"And give my good little bitch's cock a kiss goodnight for me, will you?"



"My pleasure!" Ben replied as he happily moved down to do just that.
