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I'm leaning against the wall sipping at my drink when I catch his eye again. He tries to dart away but it's too late... I've piqued his interest. It's not the first time I've caught him looking and he knows it. Even from across the room, I can feel every single time he tries to steal a glance at me.

I can't blame the kid for looking. Maybe it's the fact I left nearly all my shirt buttons undone to show off my copious valley of cleavage. Maybe it's the tight pants that can barely contain my plump bulge. Maybe it's my luscious and pillowy ruby red lips?

I don't know and I don’t care. I just want to know what his taint tastes like. So I stare him down. I feel like I’ve been fawning over him for hours now.

It's like he wants to look anywhere else in the room. Hell, anywhere else in the world, but he can't. I’ve engineered this moment for him. There might be a hundred other ‘girls’ in this club, but he doesn't want them. He wants me. Everyone does. But now that I’ve got him hooked, it's only a matter of time.

I take another sip of my drink and decide that if this effeminate little blonde looks at me one more time, then I'm making him mine. Sure enough, only a couple of minutes pass and he turns from awkwardly dancing with his friend to check I'm still here, which of course I am. I lock eyes with him, pout my lips, and fuck him from afar, twirling a lock of hair around my finger.

This time, he doesn’t look away.

It's fate, then.

I wait until he turns and I move from my spot to another corner of the bar. It's dark and although I can see him, I know he won't be able to spot me unless he really tries. Like clockwork, he turns to look to the spot where I stood just minutes before. The flashing lights don't offer great visibility, but they're enough to paint the disappointed look etched on his elegant face clear as day. Sad little thing looks like a puppy that's just been told he can't have a bone. Well, that's what he thinks anyway, for now. I smirk and wonder how long I should let his misery continue. He stands on his tiptoes and scans the dance floor.

Fuck, he's really looking for me. The kid is hooked.

He necks the final drops of his drink and heads for the bar.

Time to put him out of his misery.

I slip between the bumping and grinding bodies on the dance floor, making a beeline directly for my number one fan. A handful of others try to get my attention; friends, ex’s, potentials... One even calls my name loud enough to trump the music.

But it's no use. I've picked my toy for the evening.

He's leaning against the bar where I had been earlier. In the time it takes me to cross the dance floor and approach him, several other girls have come and claimed their orders even though he was waiting before them. The kid just isn't catching the bartender's eye and he seems quite happy to stand there and wait even if he dies of thirst in the meantime. His eyes are transfixed on the several barmen who are actively ignoring him, his head following them left to right as they pass by him retrieving bottles and shaking cocktail mixers. He must want to ask them about me. See if they know me. See if they can tell him who I am.

They won’t get the chance.

I take the spot next to him and lean on the bar. His eyes drift towards me just for a moment before they pull away. He does a double take and turns back to me with a newly widened gaze. He recognizes me right away. Maybe it's the lights but I swear his cheeks redden as soon as he realizes it's me. His eyes dip to the countertop and he begins to trace invisible circles on it with his fingertip.

"You were looking at me." I figure it's best not to beat around the bush.

"Huh? What? N-no I wasn’t. I think you've got the wrong guy." He shakes his head.

The poor thing is blushing like crazy.

Up close, I'm getting a much better view of him. His blue eyes, his blonde hair that twists into neat little curls at the end, his pale and perfectly smooth skin with not even the slightest hint of facial hair in sight. I’d swear he was a girl if his hair was an inch or two longer.

"We both know I don't. You've been looking at me all night." I flash him a smirk.

He opens his mouth to offer verbal self-defense and for a second no sound comes out, like the audio is lagging on a pirated movie. "I swear! I wasn't... looking. Or... I didn't mean to if I was. I’m sorry, miss"

"You weren't, huh? Why not? Is there something wrong with me?" I take a step back, spread my legs a little further apart and push my chest forward to give him a clear view. My cleavage nearly bursts out, straining my bra.

He eyes me up and down, his jaw dropping. Perhaps unintentionally, he focuses on the bulge straining against the crotch of my pants. It only makes him blush more.

"No, not at all. You're--" He stammers.

"--I'm what?" I cock an eyebrow at him.

"You're...gorgeous." He bites his lip and turns a new shade of red.

"You think I’m gorgeous, huh? You're pretty easy on the eyes yourself." I hit him with a wink that I just know will make his heart skip a beat and his cock harden.

It's not his cock I'm interested in though.

"Heh,” he chuckles, “thanks I… I guess." He licks his lips but not in a seductive way, more in a way that tells me he's nervous as hell and the inside of his mouth must feel like a ball of cotton.

“You know what kind of club this is?” I ask.

He looks confused at first.

“The type of girls you’ll find here?” I continue, smiling. He can’t take his eyes off my growing meat somehow still contained inside my pants.

Finally, he nods.

It's time we stop talking and I give him what he's so desperately craving.

I smile at him. He notices. “C’mon, I wanna show ya something.” I say, nearly shouting over the sudden swell in techno. I nod towards the bathrooms and depart the bar. He doesn’t accept right away, but I don’t have to look back to know he’s following me.

Inside the bathroom the music is still loud but thankfully muffled. He slinks into the bright room behind me like I'm giving him a tour but doesn’t speak. After a few steps I spin on my heels and push him back against the door. He hits it with a thud. I'm almost a foot taller than him so it's easy to pin him down and hold him there. I drop a little and press my lips against his. They're every bit as soft and sweet as I imagined. I'm not feeling the whole slow and sensual thing tonight, so I bury my tongue inside his mouth and probe every inch of it. He freezes and lets me. No doubt he can't believe any of this is happening.

I pull away and the disappointment in those big blue eyes of his almost plucks at my heart strings... almost.

"Why'd you stop?" He pants with a girlish whimper.

That's more like it.

God, even his voice drives me wild. Out on the dance floor I couldn’t really tell, but now in the quiet bathroom I was treated to his dainty and feminine pitch. He’s young. So young. But I put my faith in the bouncer that he carded everyone tonight.

I grin before making his mouth mine again. I push my tongue over his and finally he returns the favour. His movements are slight and delicate, like he's scared to kiss me back, it only makes me bury my tongue further down his throat. I fumble until I find his hand and plant it squarely on my bulge. It's not hard yet, but it's swelling and ripe, growing as we plow forward. Every time I force my tongue down the boy’s throat and make him whimper, it makes my cock harden more and more. I wonder if it's the first time he's felt a cock that isn't his, for a split second I consider asking him, but I don’t care. Instead, I blurt a better question-

"What do you think?" I huff as I pin his hand harder against my engorging womanhood.

He gasps for air, making the most of the fact that his mouth is free of my tongue. "It feels... big."

"That’s because it is." I smile.

"It is?" He whispers, looking a bit frightened.

I chuckle and press my forehead against his, letting my warm breath tickle his moist lips. "Pick a number between eight and ten."

He swallows hard, squeezing my pack of hot meat.

I pull back and spin him around so he's facing the door, before shoving him against it again. He sticks his ass out as if by instinct, arching his back like a latin pornstar. One hand pins him down at the collar, the other leads my eyes down his flank, glancing down at his bubble butt, wrapped up in his blue denim skinny jeans like a piece of candy just waiting to be devoured. It’s fucking glorious, all fat and round, juicy and perky. I press my hips against him and wedge my hot mass between his voluptuous butt cheeks. It fits like a glove and he moans.

"W-what if someone comes in?" He still sounds like he's struggling for air.

I consider telling him he's currently pinned against the only entrance to the bathroom, but decide to degrade him further. “Then they’ll get quite a show. Me balls deep in this fat ass of yours!”

I push him against the door and resume my inspection of Blondie's ass. As I press against him, my cock throbs between his peachy cheeks. Fuck! There’s only two thin layers of denim separating those intimate parts of our bodies...

Not for long though.

I reach around and find his button on the first attempt. With one hand and a simple flick of the thumb his pants comes undone and he gasps. He isn't the first pretty little femboy I've railed in this club’s bathroom and he certainly won't be the last.

I yank down his waistband to expose his rear. He offers no resistance or verbal interaction. Blondie just stands there, face against the stall, panting, legs open, ass exposed. I lift his shirt a little to get a proper look at his buns and fuck - his pillowy white cheeks really are just begging to be split in two!

I wrap my arm around him and my finger meets his lips. Instantly, they part and I slide my finger in his mouth. Like the little slut I knew he would be, he sucks on my finger like a lollipop, getting it nice and wet. He eagerly envelopes my index finger, swirling his tongue around it and bobbing his head like he was born to please me.

Once my finger is soaked I pull it out and find his hole. It isn’t difficult. It’s right between his heavenly cheeks, pink and hairless and pure. I pause as my fingertip prods against the tiny exit. He’s fucking tight. He might even be a virgin. He gasps as he feels the contact, I linger and don't slide in just yet. I'm going to tease him, make him wait. I run my finger around the hole, smiling at just how perfectly smooth it is. I drag my finger back and forth from left to right and back again, pushing in just a little as it glides over his velvety boypussy without pushing in.

"Do you want it?" I whisper in his ear.

He nods, “mmhmm!”

My finger pauses over his hole and finally pushes in. He groans like a whore trying to make a living. A part of me is inside him and it's magical. There's no going back now. I push until my knuckle hits his flesh then curl my finger inside, prodding against his silky walls. He lets out another whimper and if one little flick of the finger elicits this kind of moaning, I wonder what nine inches of cock will do to him.

I slide in and out and Blondie's tight little hole clings on for dear life. I let a glob of saliva dribble down into his crack and offer his hole another finger - it accepts. Tight but greedy, just the way I like it. With two fingers now side by side inside the boy, his hole is starting to resist me, stubbornly refusing to stretch and let me in. But it's gonna have to. It doesn’t have a chance in hell tonight.

“Open up, bitch!” I seethe through pinned teeth. I pull my fingers apart and make a V shape, forcing Blondie’s hole to widen.

He screams.

"Oh, fuck!” His words catch in his throat. “I don't know if I can-"

"Shut the fuck up you little whore!" I hiss as a third finger snakes inside between his legs.

I look down and his pink hole is literally wrapped around my fingers. It is airtight. I bury my fingers knuckle deep and his knees knock together. The sounds of his moaning are interrupted by the creek and the thud of his body against the bathroom door. Voices chortle from the hallway outside just a few feet from where Blondie's ass is getting worked on.

I pause while I'm still inside him. Knowing he's a noisy boy, I slap a hand across his open mouth to muffle the imminent moans and resume my exploration of his ass, sliding three fingers in and out. He lets out a groan just like I knew he would but the worst of it is muffled by my hand across his mouth. I kept stretching him as the clamor outside fades and whoever was out there got the hint. When nothing by the music thrums at the door, leaving me in peace, I continue teasing blondie's hole.

He buckles again and I hear the faint sound of liquid hitting tile. Angling my head, I peer between his legs, watching the last of his pitiful boyish load leak out of his tiny, two inch dick. He just fucking came!

With a sinister giggle, I pull all three fingers out and offer his ass a slap as a reward.

He takes a second to catch his breath before turning to face me with shaking legs. Despite his orgasm, I notice his little pecker is still hard and still dripping precum.

“Cute little dick, dearie.” I say, still holding him up against the door. I glance down at my bulge and then offer the boy an inviting smirk. I can't wait to see the look on his face. “Why don’t you get mine out too?”

He sucks air into his lungs and licks his lips before I let him slide down the door to a crouch. I watch him as he goes, eyes locked onto his until he trades his stare for an eyeful of my thick bulge. “Go on. I said get my cock out, Blondie!” I say.

Without skipping another beat he awkwardly fumbles with my button. He tugs at my jeans and manages to pull them down along with my panties, and all nine inches of my rock hard python springs free into the open. I can tell it's moist and musky, having been trapped in my jeans all night, oozing precum ever since I laid eyes on him.

Blondie just sits there, eyes and mouth widely agape, gawking at my meat like he's never seen a cock before. He lets out a gasp of disbelief and brings his eyes up to meet mine, looking past the thick, cut appendage jutting out from my groin. It easily stretches out over his head, nearly touching the door, while my balls hang just a few inches in front of his nose.

"Now you see why it felt big." I say as I wiggle my weapon, letting it tap the top of Blondie’s head. Readjusting, he's face to face with the tip of my shaft now and freezes. I slap my cock against his cheeks. The thud as this boy gets meat-slapped is music to my fucking ears. I slap the shaft against him a few more times before rubbing the quickly moistening tip over his lips. He closes his eyes and savors it. I can hear him breathing it all in.

Then his lips part. I snake inside. I feed him a couple of inches before his mouth seizes and he gags already. When he coughs, spit hits my balls. I love it.

“If that’s your limit, little boy,” I say. “You’re in for a bad night. So open wider. You got about seven inches to go”

I place a hand on the back of his head and push my hips forward, managing to feed more cock inside. I feel the POP as I breach the back of his mouth and sink into his warm, wet throat.

He coughs and splutters as about half of my dick slides in. I hold in place, recognizing his limits and deciding not to force any more meat down his throat. He desperately works his tongue over the bottom of my shaft as if clamoring for food. The wetness and warmth of it all feels delicious.

"Good fucking boy. Lick that cock." I say as I run my hands through his hair.

He obeys. Blondie is a natural. His head bobs up and down a little and although he can only manage half my length, his wet lips wrapped around my shaft get my cock-veins throbbing. I throw my head back and groan as one of his little hand cups my smooth, heavy balls.

“Thaaat’sss it, Blondie. Now you’re gettin’ it!” I mumble

My hand returns to the back of his head and he shuts his eyes tight. Clearly, he anticipates what's coming. I pull his hair in as I angle my hips forward, making a more forceful attempt to deeper violate his throat. We slide together, moving as one. I watch inch after inch of my cock disappear, but like before, when half my meat is stuffing his throat, I hit a wall - Blondie’s limit.

I grip him tighter. He shudders. He tries to cough or gag and that’s when I strike. Grabbing a fist full of hair I thrust, breaching his spasming throat and sinking more girlcock down that magnificent neck of his.

There are tears streaming down his cheeks but God bless him, those blue eyes are still looking up at me, begging for air. He's gagging and choking and there's a beautifully disgusting mess of saliva and precum pouring down his chin. I hold still for a second, savouring the pained look in his eyes as they tremble up at me, waiting for me to allow him air.

His eyes roll back but he keeps licking. “Good boy.”

With a smirk, I oblige him and unsheathe myself, letting the fat head of my cock exit his lips with a satisfying POP. Between his lips and my cockhead, there's a thick white rope of precum tethering us together. Before it can break I catch it with my finger, twirling my finger so the juice wraps around it. I slip my finger back inside his mouth, feeding him once more, determined not to let anything go to waste here. As my finger finds its way between his wet, puffy red lips, they wrap around it, and his eyes look up to find mine. He's certainly giving this is all. It's commendable.

“You’re so good at this. You must suck a lot of cocks?” I ask.

Still looking up at me, he shakes his head silently.

“Oh? First time?” I say with a smile.

He nods this, still with my finger in his mouth.

“How adorable,” I say, sliding my finger out. He looks sad when I do. “Second time now.”

I rub my throbbing glans against his lips again and he knows not to test me, his lips part and his tongue swirls around the tip of my cock, soaking up every new drop of pre. He wraps his lips around my glans again and slurps on the tip while wrapping his right hand around the shaft, jacking me slow. His efforts earn a groan from me as I enjoy the view of Blondie working on his first cock with a beautiful hand-mouth combo. I'm rock hard now. My veins are pulsing and my shaft is absolutely throbbing. As good as those soft lips of his feel around my cock, they're not enough. You see, my dick needs to be properly buried inside something to be happy, and we've clearly tested his throat and it's not ready to swallow all of me.

I pull out. There's that popping sound again. He looks up at me with a frown, perhaps afraid he's done something wrong.

"That’s enough. Now get up and turn around." I command.

He obeys, clamors to his feet and turns to face the door once more. I take my drenched cock in hand and slide it between his plump, girly cheeks. I rest my chin on his shoulder as I lean my body into his. Slowly, I begin a rhythmic thrusting, rutting my steely cock between his ass. I feel his slippery butthole on the underside of my cock. It shudders each time I grind into him. Then, as if by divine intervention, my oozing cockhead presses against his wet hole. He gasps. I moan. We’re both quivering in anticipation. But I want to torture him more.

"Tell me you want it." I whisper with a nipple at his ear.

"I want it." He whimpers.

"Not good enough. What do you want?" I grumble.

"I want... your cock."

"Where do you want it, slut?" I say, this time biting down on his lobe.

"Why… why do I have to say it?" He pleads.

"Because I want to hear you say it. And I always get what I fucking want!"

I hear him suck in a deep breath, then there's silence while he gathers the courage. I can feel his little asshole winking, trying to wrap around my throbbing, intruding, weapon. I standfast, let it stay poised for attack, the occasional plume of precum seeping into his love tunnel.

"I... I want your cock in my ass. I want you to fuck me. Please!" His voice trails off as he finally vocalizes his desire. I've known what he wanted from the second he laid eyes on me, but to finally hear him say it? Fucking music to my ears. It spurs me on, feeds me, drives me.

This poor thing is about to get ruined.

I don't speak, I push. His hole parts and my cockhead glides inside, spreading and stretching him further than he's ever been stretched before - and ever will. I let out a growl in ecstasy as his hole wraps around my cock.

So warm, so wet, so tight. It's heaven.

I grunt in his ear to let him know how good he's making me feel, and he moans like a girl in return. I press onwards and the next time I look down half my cock is buried inside him. That's when he begins to struggle. His moans grow higher and higher and I'm starting to feel resistance. Clearly he's never taken a dick quite like mine.

"You're doing so well, opening up for me. Such a tight little pussy." I huff.

He mewls in response. I take each of his ass cheeks in my hands and spread them to watch more of my cock disappear inside his bum. I can see the soft pink flesh gripping my veiny shaft, clinging to it as I stretch him. I push another inch inside and then another. I can't stop now. Once it's all in then I'll give him time to breathe but right now I just need every fucking inch carved into his guts.

Blondie moans louder and scratches against the door as I reach somewhere deep inside him. He's bottoming out as I dig into his hole. Finally, my pubic arch brushes against his hairless ass, my balls meet his taint and I'm finally hilted inside the little boy.

He's taken every inch of me. His hole will never be the same.

I pant into his ear. "You took it all, Blondie. How does that feel?"

"It's... a lot. It hurts." He whimpers.

I can't decide if that's good or bad, until I see the smile spread across his face. I rock my hips and massage his insides with my cock. I'm worried that if I thrust right away I'll break him, mentally and physically. His hole needs time to stretch for me, he needs to catch his breath and get used to the burn of being pushed to his limits. I spread his cheeks again and practically drool as I behold the sight of his hole wrapped around my girth. I pull out just an tad and spit on the base of my shaft before pushing back inside, watching my saliva disappear inside him along with my meat.

"Ready to get fucked?" I say.

He nods, shakily. "Y-yes. Please fuck me."

That's all I need to hear.

I begin to pull out and slide myself back in. Slow but long thrusts to tease and relax Blondie's ass. I put my hands on his hips as I keep gifting him those steady, introductory strokes. My balls are meeting his but I'm not fucking him hard enough to get that slapping sound yet. His sack is tiny and pursed, taut against his hot, healthy taint. Every point of contact with him is incredible.

I rear back and keep pulling until my cock flops out of him with that sweet popping sound. He gasps for air and I slap the head against his hole which squelches as our flesh meets.

"Do you want more?" I whisper in his ear.

"Yes, please. Put it back in." The desperation to have me inside again is so obvious in his voice.

I pop the head back in but immediately pull out again. The popping sound is brutally satisfying. I repeat my teasing for a moment, relishing in his little pucker opening then gaping with each stab. He reaches back, first spreading his ass then brings his own fingers against his hole, spreading it too. When he does he gasps, realizing he's gaping.

“That’s right, bitch. Feel what I've done to you? Your cute little ass is wrecked. You’ll never be the same!" I find myself smirking as a flash of panic crosses his face as he fingers his own ass.

“B-but I’m a virgin. How?” He whimpers.

“Not anymore, slut.” I say and slap his hands aside.

He cries out as I ram myself back in balls deep. It’s much easier than before. I slide right in because I've gaped him now, his hole is molded to my girth, a path carved out just for me. I bite the side of his neck as I go for broke, no more pacing it, no more loosening him. I grab his hips and start drilling him. My balls clap against his, every stroke is met with a cry of delight from his lips and the hinges of the door are quaking - just like his legs.

I grunt repeatedly as I pick up the pace, giving it to him fast and hard. His walls are squelching around my dick and the sound makes it crystal clear I am destroying this boy's hole.

Blondie is going to feel this in the morning.

I'm panting and sweating but his moans fuel my lust. I don't want to stop hearing them so I've got no choice but to keep wrecking him.

"F-fuck, j-just l-like t-that. You f-feel so g-good." Blondie offers up some broken vocalization unprompted for the first time. Did I just fuck some confidence into this boy?

"Yeah? Tell me how it feels, bitch!” I huff back.

"So f-fuckin’ good. You're so b-big. I w-want y-your cum."

It's like the second he says that, it triggers something in my head and cock because out of nowhere I feel a familiar tingle that starts in my balls and spreads up my shaft. I close my eyes, push all the way in until he screams. I bite his neck and cum starts pumping. My balls tighten, my cock throbs and spasms and I just can't help but spray my load into Blondie’s hole, coating his walls in my seed.

He's mine now. I’ve claimed him.

I hold him tight as ropes continue to spray. Before long he’s full and I can feel my seed seeping out of his battered colon. It's finally slowing and gentling but I'm not pulling out yet, I still feel the occasional spurt of spunk and I'm determined to leave every drop inside this boy as a sign of a job well done.

When my balls are finally empty, I pull out and my engorged cock flops out of his gaping hole. There's a splat as drops of cum fall out of him and hit the cold tiled floor. I frown as it seems like a waste, but I can't exactly blame him. With the way I've gaped his hole, he can't possibly hold my load inside. I run my finger over his drenched, freshly bred pussy to examine the fruits of my labour. He's sloppy and loose, and I'm certainly not leaving him the way I found him. I put my cock away and re-button my jeans. He tries to do the same but his extremities don’t seem to work. When he does manage the coordination he can’t pull his pants all the way up… His asshole is too red and swollen.

I notice he’s cum again, making a second mess on the door and his front.

I leave him like that, leaned against the door and ass exposed. I check my makeup in the mirror  then catch Blondie's reflection as he stumbles upright. His cheeks are bright red and his panties are soaked as my still cum drips out of him.

I smile at him in the mirror. He looks like he just got off an hour-long rollercoaster. The smile becomes a cocky smirk. I head towards the door, duty fulfilled.

"Wait!” He cries, still trying to hike up his jeans. “Will I... ever see you again?"

I pause with my hand on the door handle, but let a silence hang between us for a moment before answering.

"Maybe."

Blondie shuffles awkwardly, trying to close the distance.

I turn to face him as I pull out my phone. "Give me your number."

Hurriedly he punches in the digits and hands it back. I save his number as Blondie.

"I might call you the next time I need to relieve some stress. And when I do, you better answer." I flash him a final, pouty smile before heading back to the dancefloor, leaving Blondie behind with my load still leaking out of him.

THE END


Enjoy the story? Check out my other works!

--

An Orc's Prize

Breaking Bobbi

Casey's Currency

Caught by Erin

The Counselor and Her Client

The Dionysian Key

Double Trouble

Glorious Servitude

Goddess

Hot Tub Twinks

Morning Jog

Nadia, The Bull

An Orc's Prize

Party Favor

Penthouse Plaything

Pond Side Surprise

The Plumber’s Pipe

Sandy and the Shemales

Secret (Futa) Ingredient

Security Breach

Shemale Workout

Stranded

Special Delivery

Train Ride Tryst

Turning Taylor

Wrong Turn

Or my bundles!

Chance Encounters

Oral Fixation

The Complete Bobbi Saga

The Complete Workout

The Futa Amazon Bundle

The Sissy Starter Pack

--

Don't forget to follow me on Twitter for news and updates:

@JordanBaileyOfficial or https://twitter.com/TehJordanBailey

You can also help support me on Patreon here:

https://www.patreon.com/jordanbaileywriter

cover.jpeg





