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Part One

I have to do this… Because she told me to. To tell my story to a bunch of strangers. In fact, I should be ashamed to tell this story, but here I am.

My name’s Billy, and at the time of this particular yarn I had just broken up with my girlfriend, Lauren. Needless to say I was feeling pretty down about it. What guy wouldn’t?

It was the summer after my senior year in high school and I had just turned nineteen. My parents were taking me on a trip to see various colleges around the country, and we were staying at a very nice resort hotel near the beach. On that particular day my parents had gone off to play a few rounds of golf, and I was alone with my moody thoughts by the hotel pool.

I had been a swimmer in high school; not a great one, but good enough that my coach had told me to shave off all my body hair so I would have as little resistance as possible in the water. So that was pretty much the norm still. On top of that I had worked up a good tan, which set off nicely against my little white Speedo bathing suit.

After covering my body in suntan lotion and oil, I had hoped that my glistening body would attract a cute girl by the pool. But the only girls there seemed to ignore me, so I tried to lose myself in a novel. Have you guys ever heard of Jordan Bailey? She’s the best.

That's when I heard a sultry, husky voice ask me a question.

"Is this seat taken?"

I looked up to see a tall, heavy-chested woman with an elegant face. She looked to be about thirty years old and in extremely good shape. Nevermind how beautiful she was… her figure and enormous tits were a thing of world records!

Her bathing suit was like something out of a teenage boy's wet dream, with tiny triangles barely covering her voluminous areolas, and a slingshot design that sent two strings down to her crotch. Sadly, she was wearing some sort of sash, but her long legs and sexy, squishy thighs were still bare, so I had plenty to look at.

I told her the chair was available, and she smiled.

Then, to my sudden surprise, she sat down right next to me, planting her big firm ass down onto the lawn chair beside mine!

She was exceedingly and insanely beautiful.

As she took off her robe, I saw her powerful, muscular, and outrageously voluptuous body! It was something straight out of a hentai manga! In fact, I had to consciously stop myself from drooling. She was so much taller than me too, that I felt like a tiny, teenage girl beside her.

Perhaps, in retrospect, too much like a girl.

We struck up a conversation. Her name was Amanda, she was here on business, and she too had just had a nasty break up.

As usual at that time in my life, I wasted no time telling her all about my breakup with Lauren. It was quite pathetic really, looking back on it all.

I showed her a picture of my ex-girlfriend on my phone, and was almost brought to tears as I recalled her tiny waist, flat stomach and enormous tits.

She seemed quite sympathetic and interested, leaning forward and offering me advice. I’ll never forget how her massive breasts pushed together as she leaned over the bar, or how she squeezed them together every so often and inadvertently.

I almost didn’t realize it, but as she made her various points about how I should handle my pain, she kept touching my knee…

Her touch made me uncomfortable at first… I thought about moving my leg away or telling her to stop, but for some reason, I didn't.

So we just sat there, our shoulders pressed together and her tits occasionally brushing my arm, as our conversation unfolded.

The more we talked, the more her hand either rested on or caressed my knee.

Perhaps the strangest thing… was that she stared into my eyes as she spoke to me.

She seemed wise, with her deep voice and confident words. It was a sexy, sultry, reassuring tone, like honey dripping over a microphone.

If I hadn’t been so concerned with those things, I would have also noticed her fingers occasionally squeezing my thigh as we spoke.

I also noticed, to my shock and surprise, that my cock was beginning to harden.

It was her touch… subtle as it were.

Her long, slender fingers were soon sliding up and down my tanned, oiled thigh, with the occasional squeeze, congratulating an ever tenting in my tiny swimsuit.

My cock was stiffening, and I could tell she could see it.

In fact, I was finding it harder to breathe.

But… I didn't try to stop her from touching me. Not one bit.

The sun was setting, sending a beautiful orange glow over the resort. Fortunately, we were the only people by the pool at this point, so the visual of this older, taller woman fondling me was our story alone.

"Well Billy," she said. in a husky half-whisper, "I think it’s time you forgot about that ex-girlfriend of yours. And I think I can help…”

I gasped.

Then she continued, “you wanna come to my room for a drink?"

“Y-yes…” I stammered out immediately, without even thinking.

Without any further words we both put on our robes, grabbed our stuff, and headed to the elevator. It was as if we had both been training for the moment for months, seamlessly moving in tandem. As we rode to the penthouse of the hotel I thought I felt her hand touching my bottom through my terry cloth robe.

It was a noticeable squeeze. Afterall we were standing right next to each other.

Maybe her hand just got in the way?

No… no. That was definitely a palm on my asscheek.

Why wasn't I telling her to stop?

We entered her suite, and I was impressed by how big it was compared to mine.

She asked me if I would like some bourbon and I nodded.

Her smile was criminal as she fixed us both a drink.

When she returned to the living room, still clad in her robe and ultra-skimpy swimsuit, we toasted to our new friendship.

CLINK!

Our glasses touched and I shuddered, gulping down the spicy liquid while my eyes devoured the fleshy cleavage.

I finished my drink rather quickly, and she made me another one. As I began sipping it, she put a hand on my shoulder.

"You were getting hard out there, Billy," she said. "Was I making you hard?"

I blushed and looked away.

"Look at me," she said, her voice now a little menacing. “And answer me.”

I didn't like where all this was going, but I also didn't want it to stop.

"You have the kind of body that would make any girl happy." She said, running her hand down my arm. 

“I… I do?” I choked out, catching my swimmer’s build in the mirror across the room.

“But only a certain kind of girl.” She said swiftly and firmly. “A girl like me.”

My eyes followed her hand in the reflection, finally breaking contact with my arm and floating to her belly.

“L-like you?” I stammered, fixated on her immaculate flat, insanely tight stomach.

She chuckled, then ran a finger up the long, fat protuberance that was distended across her swimsuit bottom.

Holy fuck… I can’t believe I didn’t see it until now…

Maybe I truly hadn’t noticed it, or maybe she was hiding it.

“You’re the perfect boy, Billy,” Amanda said. “Your old girlfriend, Laurie? Was it?”

“Lauren…”

“Whatever,” she chuffed. “Any woman would be glad to have you.”

“Y-you really think so?”

“I think you are fucking sexy, Billy. Every part of you.”

“Y-you do?”

"Show me your body, Billy," Amanda said. "Take off your robe and show me your body."

I know I should never have slipped that robe off my shoulders, and let it fall on the floor, but it felt good to have her admire my body.

So-fucking-good…

"Oh myyy," Amanda said, "nice pecs… nice thighs… and what a tight set of abs! You are quite the specimen Billy!"

My cheeks blossomed. No one had ever complimented me in this way…

"Turn around, Billy," Amanda told me. “Lemme see that big, sweet ass.”

I did as I was told, swiveling in place. I could feel her eyes on my bottom through my skimpy little swimsuit, and resisted the temptation to wiggle it for her.

"So smooth…" she said, running a big soft hand over my ass.

I trembled at her touch, scared and afraid and incredibly unnerved.

This had gone far enough.

I picked up my robe, ready to fling it over my shoulders.

But Amanda stepped forward and planted her foot atop my robe.

"No, no. You're not leaving, bitch," Amanda said. "I'm just getting to know you."

That's when she kissed me. Hard and sudden.

Our faces crashed together and I had no hope of reprieve.

My mouth opened to accept her hungry, probing tongue. It was such a sweet, soft embrace. I felt her hand cup my big, round ass through my swimsuit and my cock grew stiff against her thigh.

The bourbon combined with lust made me want anything that was coming next, no matter what she had in her panties.

And so when Amanda pulled down the front of my swimsuit, freeing my cock and sending it springing out into the room, I felt an insane sense of excitement. She then helped me out of my speedos that had crumpled around my ankles, leaving me completely naked. Peeled free of my clothes entirely soon after that, and now naked with a woman old enough to be my mother was kissing me, inspecting me… feeling me up… and mashing her fat tits against me… I was in heaven.

"Your cock is adorable. So small and smooth…" Amanda said, lighting stroking its underside with her fingertips. "You look like a little boy."

She squeezed my ass, and I felt my cock stiffen even before me.

“Gah!” I gasped, feeling a dollop of pre ooze from my slit.

"No," Amanda said. "You're more like a girl, a girl who needs a big, fat dick in her life."

I felt myself swooning in her arms. Her big soft breasts pressed against my cheek, and her mammoth cock, hard yet soft, throbbed against my belly.

"I… need to get you wet now, right?" I asked.

She smiled.

“Only if you want my cock to fit in your ass, baby.”

“Ahhh, I dunno…” I mewled, lips trembling.

“Here…” she said slowly, sliding a hand up my thigh, then stomach, then chest and neck.

It climbed up my body, caressing my neck before her two index fingers found my lips.

“Open.” She commanded.

I obeyed, and the two long digits slipped into my mouth.

She swirled them around, playing with my tongue. The sensation of being invaded in such a way was incredible, and I moaned around her delicate fingers. Before long I was suckling on them both like twin candy canes with my eyes closed. All the while she squeezed and groped my ass with her other hand, sending waves of guilt and submission through my core.

But suddenly they left my hungry mouth, and I whimpered in their absence.

Amanda's fingers, covered with a fresh sheen of saliva, were now probing around my asshole.

I squirmed to free myself, unsure of what was about to happen, but she was holding me tight.

"I’m about to show you how good it feels to be a girl," Amanda said in a sing-song tone, staring into my eyes as she slid her fingers into my bottom. "Are you ready baby?"

Her mouth clamped against mine as her long, slender fingers swiftly found and wiggled against my sphincter.

“Mmmph…” I moaned into her.

My cock pulsing lewdly out in front of me, leaking profusely and dripping down onto the carpet, but all I could do was tremble and groan. Amanda was mocking me, but I was ready to be taken like a girl, just as she was getting so hot treating me like one.

We stood there, wrapped around one another for what seemed like hours. One of her hands groped my backside, occasionally sliding up my front to squeeze my little boybreasts, while the other slowly titillated my slippery butthole.

Somewhere within my hedonistic bliss she plucked her fingers from me and planted them in her own mouth. I watched, mesmerized as she sucked them next.

When finally she pulled them free from her luscious pink lips, she winked and said, “yummy.”

I was stunned… Petrified even, and complete, malleable putty as she pushed me to my knees. After I descended she yanked her bikini top open, letting her big, bountiful tits spill out. Next went her thong, and my mouth watered as she fidgeted with the fat pouch of flesh barely contained within her bottoms. She peeled it down slowly, letting her fat, mammoth cock roll out and tap just above a knee.

I gasped at the sight of her cock; so much longer and thicker than mine, and her balls so big!

It ripened before my very eyes, filling with blood and engorging itself now that it was no longer contained.

"Suck me, Billy," she said, cupping the back of my head and guiding me closer.

I wasn't sure what to do, or even where to begin, so instead I just sat there on my haunches, staring back at this one-eyed creature in a dumbfounded haze. But then, remembering all those times I had watched porn, instinct kicked in and I began simply by rubbing my lips against it, feeling its heat. I had no idea what I was doing. I had never sucked a cock before, but I had watched an exuberant amount of blowjob porn. Straight blowjob porn I should add.

Though I guess this time… I was the girl giving head.

Soon however her musk and taste had taken hold and I was licking her smooth, veiny shaft, cataloging its texture in my brain. She groaned as my tongue glided over the bulb of her cock, and when my lips engulfed her knob, I immediately felt it pushing against the back of my throat.

Holy fuck was it big…

"Such a sweet little cocksucker," Amanda muttered, still petting my head. “I love it when it’s their first time. So timid… so afraid… yet so eager…”

I felt her cock stiffen more and more inside my mouth, inflating and filling it completely.

My mouth watered beyond belief, and in seconds I was drooling fast and hard.

I was so wrapped up in her cock filling my mouth, I was completely caught off guard when she scooped me up in her arms and carried me into the bedroom. Her cock popped free and saliva went spilling to the floor, leaving me wanting.

Holding me like a baby, she kissed me again - hard, and I felt her wet cock flex below me, rubbing against my spine.

When she finished our liplock, she tossed me down on the bed.

I looked up at her in awe. She was a goddess through and through, magnificent in every word.

"Roll over and show me your ass, Billy baby," she said.

With blushing red cheeks I pivoted atop the blanket and hiked my ass up. My cheeks parted and I could suddenly feel the cool air on my upturned hole.

I looked over a shoulder, watching her eyes grow wide and fill with lustful fire.

"Mmm… Such a pretty little bottom," she said. "Wiggle it for me, slut."

I felt my hard cock throbbing beneath me, and obeyed. Slowly at first, I swung my hips side-to-side like a pendulum. Her eyes followed my tushy as it swayed, and I smiled and blushed, swelling with pride that I was the object of such desire.

"You're my little whore now, Billy," Amanda said. "Aren't you?"

Nodding and blushing, I replied, "Yes ma’am…"

“Good girl,” she purred. "Now get on your back and spread your legs for me."

Obeying, I rolled again and lifted my legs, exposing my virginal boyhole to the room.

As I gripped the pit of either knee I watched her lean in and let a long drizzle of saliva cascade off her lower lip, packing the cleft of my ass with its slick warmth. I knew what was coming next.

Terror filled my soul.

She mounted me like the girl I knew I was.

I winced in wicked pain as she entered my virgin ass for the first time with that hard weapon of hers…

“Oh fuck!” I huffed as my chute was filled.

She sank in with a visceral yearning.

The air was taken out of my lungs as the thick pole of womanhood defiled me. It felt like drowning, able to suck in what I thought was air but instead just for suffocation.

I was positive she had fully impaled me… it felt that full…

But then she said, “only half of it, baby.”

“Wha-what!?” I mewled. “Half?!”

“Ooohhh yeah, and there’s plenty more where that came from…”

She thrusted softly, and that fullness from before exploded. I was at my limit though. A tiny virgin butthole can only take so much, no matter how much saliva had been slavored about.

“You want more of my cock, slutty girl?” She purred, pumping but still hitting my wall.

I gasped as he pushed my barrier.

“Ah, ah, yes!”

“Then get it, slut!” She snarled.

Reluctant and awkward at first, I pushed back into her.

She responded, purring and gripping my little body tighter.

I was tepid at first, but soon, I was throwing my ass back on her big thick stick, reaching back and grabbing her ass, pulling her in for more. Kissing her mouth was like an adrenaline rush. I had become her girl and she had become my lover.

"Don't you wonder who's doing this to your little Lauren right now, Billy?" Amanda whispered cruelly into my ear as she fucked me vehemently, as if she hated me. "Don't you wonder whether she's cumming harder with him than she ever did with you?"

My cock, meanwhile, was swelling and straining, and I was ever so ready to cum.

She muttered such nasty things in my ear about, “what a slut I was” and “how hot my pussy was,” and that, coupled with the masterful thrusting of her cock,...

They were all taking me over the edge.

“OH GOD!” I shouted.

Without being touched, my cock exploded in an orgasm that sprayed hot semen onto my chest.

It may have well been armageddon for me, but she continued to fuck me hard and fast.

"Good, fucking, girl," she chuffed with each thrust.

Her cock was so stiff and big inside me I nearly suffocated. She was grabbing each cheek of my bottom in her big hands and thrusting with an urgency that could only mean one thing.

"Take my cum, you little bitch!" She roared.

With a loud groan she rocked into me and I felt her cock spew its hot seed deep, deep inside me.

I curled my legs around her back and let her fill me up, moaning like a two cent whore.

A few minutes later, her cock belched its final ounces and she slipped from my ass. I felt her cum oozing out, down between my cheeks.

She kissed me again, then grabbed the shaft of my cock.

“AH!” I whined.

Her grip was tight. Too tight. It hurt.

"You know why you lost your girlfriend?" Amanda bellowed, her fist tightening, "because you fuck like a girl!"

She leaned down into my face, still pinching my dick like a vice.

“And this USELESS little thing could NEVER please her!”

Whining, with tears building at the corners of my eyes, an effeminate grumble reverberated from my chest.

I hated to admit it, but she was right.

My little dick came again within her palm, and she laughed.

The degradation and overwhelming sexual tension was insane. It was all too much.

She collapsed on top of me and my world went black.

My dreams were even more surreal than the events that had just transpired.

I was inundated with her imaginary, dreamy cock, in and out of every hole. My twilight fantasies were hardcore and visceral, so much so that I awoke in the middle of the night painted in my own useless semen. 

Later that night, after my parents had gone to sleep, I went back to her room. This time, however, under my jeans, instead of my normal tighty-whities, I was wearing a lacy pair of white bikini panties Lauren had left in my old apartment.




Part Two

I left the resort that next morning knowing I had made a big mistake.

The whole ride home with my parents, I felt ashamed about letting Amanda, a transwoman with a footlong cock, ravish my nineteen-year-old male body the night before.

I was especially disturbed because I had loved it so much, being her girl and following her orders…

Holy shit, I mean… she had fucked me and… and I loved it.

I also loved being naked for her, and dressing up for her. I loved raising my ass, spreading my legs, and feeling her enter me. And it bothered me that I came harder than I ever did with a girl as she plowed into me that night. Over and over and over again…

But now, I was going home, and it would be my secret forever.

It was all ancient history, I said to myself, the past will stay in the past…

I resolved to find a new girlfriend and put the sordid events of Atlanta behind me. I would focus on swimming, college, and live a normal life. In fact, as we got home and threw myself on my bed, I was determined to be a normal, practicing heterosexual.

Then a few days later however, my cell phone rang from an unknown number and everything changed again.

My veins turned to ice as I stared down at the screen.

It said: Unknown Caller, but I somehow knew. Knew it was her…

"Aren’t you going to get that?" My father chuckled.

Holding my phone in my palm. My hand shook as I swallowed hard and brought it up to my ear. It was her alright.

“Hello Billy,” her sultry voice came.

I dashed off back upstairs, locked my bedroom door and hunkered down in my closet.

Listening briefly for any footsteps from out in the hall, perhaps if one of my parents got curious, I made sure the coast was clear, cupped my hand over the receiver and hissed, "how the hell did you get my number?!?"

She laughed that deep laugh of hers.

"Come on, Billy," she said. "Is that any way to talk to an old friend?"

"We have nothing to talk about," I said.

“Is that so?”

“Yes!” I sneered. “I don’t want anything to do with you. What’s done is done, but I have a life! I can’t and won’t let you mess that up!”

“Aww… who said anything about messing anything up, dear?” Amanda bemused. “I just wanted to talk. See how you were doing-”

“No!” I all but shouted. “That’s enough! I don’t wanna hear it!”

There was a long, pregnant silence from the line.

I don’t know why I didn’t hang up right then and there. Instead I just… waited…

Waited until Amanda spoke again.

“You don’t really think that, do you, Billy? I know you miss me. I know you want to see me again too. Isn’t that right?”

This time I didn’t blurt out my disdain, because now the wheels in my head were turning, pushing the lewd and lurid images of my memory to the forefront.

I pinched the front of my jeans, trying not to get hard.

A very long and very tense quiet settled in before I sighed, swallowed the lump in my throat, and said, “fine…”

“That’s what I thought…” Amanda purred. “Besides, it would be a real tragedy if your little girlfriend got ahold of any of the pictures I took the other night.”

“Wha-what?”

She giggled. “You heard me.”

Checking outside my door again for any sounds, I bit my lip.

Dammit… I was so turned on at the thought of being with her again I couldn’t think straight.

She insisted on coming to my house, so I told her to be there on Saturday night when my parents were going across town to a party. It was likely to last into the wee hours, so I figured it was a safe bet.

Ensuring all bases were covered, I waited until my parents had been gone for about an hour that Saturday night when I texted her, saying it was time.

A few minutes later the doorbell rang.

What the hell? I thought. Had she been waiting outside?”

I can still recall standing there in my living room, staring at the door, wondering what was waiting for me on the other side. Sure enough, there she stood, in all her glory. I had forgotten how tall and voluptuous Amanda was.

Trim, busty, beautiful and oozing with sex. She was the epitome of hourglass, with sinful cleavage bulging from her top like two, juicy water balloons ready to pop. Her jeans hugged her sultry hips, contoured to her ass as if they were painted on. The most eye-catching was her hefty, meaty bulge at the front of them, as if she was smuggling a bowling ball.

As soon as I closed the door behind her, she stuffed a big manilla envelope into my chest.

“What’s this?”

"Just in case you thought I was bluffing," she said with a sneer.

Upon opening it, I audibly gasped.

Sure enough, it was a series of photographs, very, very incriminating photographs.

It was a straight up, downward looking selfie, and there I was, naked, sweaty and suckering her enormous cock.

Jesus… I was even looking up into the camera, complete with the flash on my cherubic face.

“But how?!” I whined again.

I had no recollection of her taking it! Had I really been so cock drunk that I didn’t notice?

Amanda merely laughed in response.

Just as quickly as I had procured them, I slid the photos back in the envelope and shoved it under the couch.

“Aww, don’t don’t be shy.” She giggled. “You’re sssooo photogenic, Billy baby.”

With a huff I looked up at her, but all Amanda did was stand there and smile.

This fucking bitch knew she had me where she wanted me.

“Well then,” she said with a slap on my ass. “Now that we’ve got all that out of the way, why don’t you show me around?”

I rolled my eyes, “just do what you came here to do, Amanda…”

“Hmph! Gladly. Very well,” she said. "Take me to your parent's bedroom."

Without a word I turned and headed there.

She followed, no doubt watching my ass sway side-to-side in my tight jeans.

Why the hell did I choose to wear THESE particular ones?

I assumed I was going up there to get fucked, but instead she started going through my mother's dresser. She pulled out a pair of pink bikini panties and a pair of white stockings, then tossed them onto the bed. She then went to her jewelry box and pulled a black choker.

As the whole ensemble was assembled on the bed, I just stood and watched.

"Put these things on under your clothes," she said. "We're going out."

“Out? Out?! Are you kidding me? I-”

Amanda spun and took a big, single step towards me. So long were her legs that her body was against mine in a single stride.

She grabbed me by either shoulder, pinched me together tight, and leaned down, sticking her nose against mine.

“You talk back to me one more time little girl…” she snarled, “and I’ll take that little butthole right fucking here and now!”

Images of her brutal onslaught fluttered through my brain.

It was tempting, but the notion of her raping me and destroying my colon was reason enough to stay quiet.

“O-okay,” I said, shaking.

She released me instantly.

“Good girl!” Amanda said with an up-beat smile.

It seemed so degrading. But she had me over a barrel, so I stripped right then and there, put on the stockings, the panties… then slipped my jeans back on and tried to position the choker so nobody would see it when we left the house.

And leave we did.

No sooner had I changed did she lead outside, stuffing me into the passenger seat of her yellow sports car and whisking me away into the purple afternoon.

We traveled in silence.

Even the radio was off.

We ended up downtown. Minutes later and we arrived at an upscale skyscraper, complete with chauffeurs and valets at its entrance.

"Why… why are you taking me to a hotel?" I asked.

Amanda said nothing.

Instead she parked, let me out, and had me follow her inside while the minions skirted her car away behind her.

She never even looked at them…

Inside, Amanda nodded at the receptionists then ushered me into an elevator, still without saying a word to me.

As the doors closed I trembled. Standing there beside her I felt like prey, or meat, being led to the slaughterhouse, and when she pushed the button for the top floor I gasped.

"You're very popular here," she said with a low laugh.

Before I could ask her what she meant, the doors opened.

The place seemed to be deserted. We walked down a marble hall with crystal chandeliers and she escorted me into the room at the end of the hall.

It was, as I surmised, her penthouse suite, and it was everything a jobless teen would have imagined it could be: huge, posh, expensive… it screamed luxury.

Standing there a moment, soaking it all in, I almost didn’t register my companion until she cleared her throat and brushed past me.

"Take off everything but the outfit and leave the rest on the chair."

Without question I did as she told me.

How humiliating it was to be a boy clad only in panties, stockings and a choker, standing before an incredibly attractive woman. Nevermind how downright nasty it was. Perhaps naughty was a better word. Or dirty…

I prayed no one would see me like this.

And remembering the manilla folder stashed away at home, I knew what had to be done…

Though I had to admit, while I felt more naked dressed like this than I ever did when I was actually nude, it was quite exhilarating. Being dressed like such a slut.

Like such a whore…

My God even recanting the words made chills run up my spine.

I was, suffice to say, enjoying all of this.

To make matters worse, I felt my cock grow hard as a rock in my mother's panties as I accompanied her outside and down the hall.

“You look great, baby,” Amanda said, eyeing me up and down. “Let’s go.”

We entered another suite, her hand at the small of my back.

Through one door and after another, I gasped.

To my shock, three other women in glamorous cocktail dresses were sitting around a large poker table. They all smiled as I entered.

I tried to turn and run, but Amanda gripped and twisted my arm behind my back.

“Ahhh…” My whimsical, effeminate voice cried out.

Shocked, wide-eyed, and utterly speechless, she pushed me forward into the room.

"Here she is, ladies!" Amanda announced. “As ordered!”

"Well, well, well… he is a pretty boy," said the tallest woman, a red haired amazon pulled straight out of a fitness magazine. "You're right, Amanda. That outfit is just too cute!"

"Let me go, please," I pleaded.

"Nonsense," Amanda said. "They just wanted to get a look at you. And I wanted to show you off. They want to watch us together, baby. Isn’t that nice? And after we are done, I'll take you home."

The only light in the room was the desk lamp which acted as a spotlight for the performance to come. Through the window across the room I could see the city skyline.

I began to feel legitimately frightened as the three stood and encircled me.

Amanda was a tour guide and my body was the destination.

"Check out his nice big booty, his slim waist, and those nipples!" One of the women, a busty blonde mused.

“So yummy!” Another stranger, a short-haired brunette said.

The three looked me over as they surrounded me. I felt their hands on my thighs, my chest, and, yes, my ass… all over every inch of my ass. They even touched my cock through my panties!

It was nothing sensual, in fact they were downright hostile! These weren’t light brushings or touchings… but a series of violent and determined gropings!

"Aww, lookit! His little nipples are getting hard and his cock is getting stiff," the blonde said. She was a fit and brunette who could’ve moonlighted as a pornstar. "This one’s even more girly than the last boy you brought us, Amanda."

I felt myself blushing and fighting back tears.

Holy fuck… I had never been more mortified. Or more turned-the-fuck-on…

Amanda faced me suddenly and smiled.

The look she gave me was criminal.

I suddenly understood why my cock was so unusually hard.

"Please…" I gasped as Amanda knelt down behind me and peeled my panties down my thighs.

In shock and awe and terror I stood there, surrounded by four incredibly and unbelievably beautiful women. I felt my cock spring free from my panties as they were lowered, and even more hands on my body soon after. They each spent an exuberant time fondling and squeezing my ass… like animals fumbling with meat they couldn’t devour.

And as much as I didn’t want it to… it all felt amazing.

I looked down in shame as my cock strained out toward the ceiling, angry, swollen and already leaking like an overturned faucet.

The women giggled and tittered as they manhandled me. I had no idea who was who, or who’s hands were which, but I didn’t care. They all felt so damn good…

"That is the hardest little prick I've ever seen," one of them said, the brunette I think.

"Oh, he’s built to be fucked," said another. "There's not a hair on his sweet lil body. And look at that beautiful ass... so round..."

Amanda laughed again.

"It won't be tight for long," she said as I felt her fingers dipping in and exploring the crack of my ass, sliding a wet finger right to my button.

I tried to struggle, but with Amanda clenching my wrists together it was useless.

My dick waved in front of me like a wiggling tree branch in the wind as I ‘tried’ to stop what was about to happen to me.

Like a poseable doll I was positioned over the desk with my cock hovering just below the top, and my ass projecting lewdly behind me, slick with spit, ready for penetration.

Meanwhile, the women each took a seat to watch. 

The show was about to begin.

I heard a zipper. Then a rustling of clothes. Amanda was stripping.

And she wasn’t the only one…

Amanda positioned herself behind me. No sooner than that did she plant her hands on either of my big ass cheeks, spreading them, and then the felt the hot, slick length of her cock between my buns.

I closed my eyes, trying to ignore the nine sets of eyes that were burrowing holes into my smooth, lithe, teen body.

But then, I moaned… Because Amanda began tapping my asshole with her big, meaty cock. She had done the same thing at the beach resort, but not, I had assumed, for an audience.

"Watch this," she said, "This little bitch gets real horny when I play with her ass."

I groaned in shame and lust as the thick bottom heft of her cock kept slapping my ass.

Each slap made my cock bob up and down.

Audience or not, I desperately needed release, and my dribbling cock was testament.

"Please..." I gasped out loud. "Please fuck me,"

The throng of women watching giggled.

“Mmm…”

WHAP! Amanda slapped my ass hard with the palm of her hand, sending my hefty cheek jiggling into oblivion. "Such a polite little girl."

My eyes shot open at the strike, and before me was an incredibly lewd display.

The other women had pulled up their dresses and skirts, and were stroking their cocks as they watched this lurid scene.

I spread my legs a bit and rolled my hips to invite Amanda's slick, beefy cock. It swaddled between my ass, battering against either cleft like a pinball between my hefty, wobbly, slippery cheeks

"Oh God, have mercy on me," I gasped. "Please... Put your cock in me..."

"In your pussy?" Amanda purred. “Is that where you want my cock?”

"Yes, yes, in my pussy!” I howled, having lost all shame by now. “Fuck my little pussy."

I felt her fingers pull my ass toward her. Simultaneously, she kicked my ankles further apart.

Through the corner of my eye, I could see she was bottomless. We were putting on a private sex show for some very beautiful women, and I was the main attraction.

The tip of her big, fleshy cock quickly found my asshole. I felt the bulb sliding in my anal ring, and I winced in pain as the invasion began.

Suddenly, she shoved into me with brutal authority.

“AH!” I moaned and slumped forward, but Amanda reached forward and pulled me back up by the shoulders, forcing my face up towards our onlookers.

"My friends paid a lot of money, slut," she said. "They deserve a good view…"

I stayed upright and looked down at my cock, jutting so high over the leather blotter on that glossy desk of burled walnut.

She continued, “so let them see that pretty, slutty face…”

Amanda's thrusts reminded me why I had swooned in her arms in the first place.

Her slithering cock massaged my prostate with devastating effect. I felt as though her cock was masturbating me from the inside out!

My own cock was now bigger and harder than I had ever known it to be. I worried for a moment that it would be permanently disfigured by this secret, lustful dance I was doing, but a few shoves later, drunk with lust, I only wanted to cum.

Amanda reached around and pinched my nipples, massaged my belly and, by accident, brushed my profusely leaking dicklet.

“AH!” I gasped, nonverbally yearning for her to jack me off. “Please touch me, Mommy!”

"No, no, no, slut," she said sadistically, her powerful hips slapping against my ass with wicked regularity. "Your little sissygasm will happen on its own."

The hung she-audience was now pumping their juicy girlcocks at full speed, and I now realized Amanda was the greatest lover I would ever know.

With a yelp then a scream, I watched my hard little boybit drip like a fountain as it began first to drool and then to gush streams of cum that formed slimy trails all over the felt table.

Amanda grabbed my ass and slammed her cock even harder into the depths of my bowels, fucking me in earnest.

I gasped and moaned as I was rutted.

Right now, I was truly a girl, and she wanted me pregnant.

Can’t say I wanted anything different either…

Suddenly, and with a loud roar, Amanda spewed her sperm into my bottom.

"Yes, yes, YES!" I cried, "Fill me up."

Her cock finally stopped its contractions, but Amanda still held me tight. Like a pipe up my spine.

Our observers were as spent as we were, using my face and hair to clean their cocks. The rest, I noticed, was splattered across the poker table’s felt, like sporadic icing on a cake.

Amanda pulled her cock from my battered asshole and spun me around to face her. I leaned back on the table and spread wide legs to accept her, exposing myself completely. We were both glistening with sweat as she bent down to kiss my mouth, and I returned the kiss with lust.

Our audience gushed with purrs and giggles.

Just as quickly as we had arrived, Amanda and I said goodbye to the others. We went back to the bathroom, with Amanda's cum drooling down my legs and her friends cum all over my face. I got dressed and, as promised, she drove me back to my house.

We didn't talk as we rode back.

I thought about resting my head on her shoulder but decided against it.

As she pulled into the driveway, she reached into her purse and pulled out a roll of hundred dollar bills wrapped in a pink hair tie.

“Here you go, sweetie,” she said. "You’ve earned this." 

I took the money, knowing it would make me a whore, but I didn’t care.

"When will I see you again?" I asked.

Amanda smiled.

"I don't know," she said, "But each of those girls will want to see you."

Suddenly and instantly, my cock was hard again.

As we pulled up to my house I looked up into her eyes.

"My… parents aren't back yet, Amanda," I said. "Do you… wanna come inside?"




Part Three

Just a few weeks ago I was Billy, a nineteen-year-old high school swim team captain, and a boy who liked girls.

But now I was a sissy whore, and I thought about only one thing:

Cock. Girlcock to be precise.

Amanda had seduced me with her quiet, thirty-something-year-old confidence, her huge, curvy, powerful body and her enormous genitals. Furthermore, she was a blackmailing bitch who threatened to show my parents pictures of me having sex with her. She forced me to perform sex acts with her in front of other people for fuck’s sake! A room full of her friends had watched her pummel my little round ass with her thick cock while I was dressed like a girl. They watched my untouched, inferior little dicklet gush cum all over someone's expensive desk… and I was thrilled by each invasive thrust.

After that episode, she truly owned me, and I didn't care. In fact, it made me hard, and ever since that night I spent every moment wondering when we would meet again.

Thankfully, I didn't have to wait too long.

Amanda called one night and summoned me to her suite at that fancy downtown hotel. It was a Wednesday, a school night. I had a history test the next morning and I had yet to study for it.

But I had to have her cock.

So I made up some fake story about studying with a friend, took my mother's car and drove to the hotel. She was there to greet me at the door of her suite, in a dark bathrobe that still showed off her curves. Her long mahogany hair was still wet from the shower and I could smell lavender from some recently applied lotion.

Her greeting though, was less than cordial.

"Where the fuck have you been?" She asked with a scowl.

"I-I came as fast as I could," I replied, taken aback.

"Well you took too long, and now I have to leave,” she began, sauntering back off to the bedroom. "You'll find your outfit in the bedroom."  The guests will be here in a few minutes. Entertain them for me.”

“Entertain?!” I shrieked, standing alone while she presumably changed.

“Yes,” she called out from behind a cracked door. ”Make conversation. Fix their drinks. Give them lap dances. Let them feel you up. Suck their dicks. You know, typical slutty things.”

Suddenly the door opened and she stuck her head out. “But do NOT let them touch your dick. Is that understood?"

I nodded slowly.

Amanda vanished back into her room.

A moment later she reappeared, dressed in an immaculate blue power suit.

“I’ll be back in a few hours,” she said as she gathered her purse, all but ignoring me aside from her commands.

And then just like that, she left.

In the bedroom, lying out atop her lavish king-sized bed, I found a pair of white knee socks, a lacy pair of white bikini panties, and a french maid outfit, complete with frill. Though I should have been humiliated, my body moved on its own and without skipping a beat, put it all on. Swiftly and immediately I stripped and quickly pulled the stockings taut, slipped the panties on, and slid the mob cap over my head. The top was essentially just a corset, and the skirt was an extreme level of too short, barely covering half of my ass. When I was finished I glanced at the vanity against the wall, and noticed a sticky note on the mirror.

It only had three words: mascara, blush, and lipstick.

After a quick tutorial I found on the internet, I applied each, like a good girl, then waited for the guests.

Lust had destroyed my sense of shame.

An hour passed. And then another. A few minutes past eleven, I heard the knock at the door.

Standing across the threshold were the same three women who had watched me get fucked the night before, all wearing skimpy cocktail dresses.

I ushered them in and they leered at me as they entered. I could feel their eyes on my body, sizing me up and down, drinking in my naughty outfit.

They each found their places amongst the various chairs surrounding a coffee table, and after sitting down began barking out orders for their drinks.

“Hey maid slut!” The fit redhead shouted. “Get me a martini!”

“Bourbon for me!” The brunette called out.

“Cosmopolitan.” The blonde said.

As I scurried away and began preparing each, I could hear them behind me, whispering and laughing and giggling. My ass seemed a focal point, and they stole glances every chance they could. By the time I was carrying their drinks to them I was blushing hard.

I walked from woman to woman, handing them all their respective glasses. They took each in turn, and when my tray was empty I stood by to gauge their reactions to my bartending.

Thankfully, they seemed to enjoy them.

“Not bad, maid boy,” the redhead said, “now, why don’t you come set that big tushy down here on my lap. I wanna have a feel.”

When her groping ceased I stood and moved to the next woman, then went about straddling laps and wiggling my panty-clad bottom over the cocks. I could feel stiffness in each of their dresses. I enjoyed their lusty groans, feeling their cocks between my cheeks, knowing all this could only go so far.

Per Amanda’s instructions.

My cock was clearly hard in my panties, and one of the women asked to see it.

Like a stripper, I slowly pulled down my panties, stepped out of them, and displayed to each woman my little hairless cock stiffly arching toward the ceiling. Lifting the front, I felt the hem of the shirt tickling my firm round bottom. I was a dirty little slut, and, to be honest, I loved it.

Without warning the brunette stood,  stepped up to me and kissed me on the mouth. As she held me, I felt the other women slide their hands over my ass and stomach.

One of them spread my ass, and I felt her hot breath on my hole.

I shivered in their arms, and groaned when a tongue slithered between my buns and began twirling around my pucker.

The brunette woman broke her kiss and pushed me down by my shoulders, angling my body at a ninety-degree anal.

"Time to suck some cock, maid boy" she said.

I was still being eaten out when she hiked up her dress and let her hard cock spring forward, pointing at my mouth mere inches from my face.

"Suck me, maid boy," she commanded as the others jeered.

That was only the second cock I had ever sucked, but Amanda had taught me well. In a few minutes the woman was holding my head in her palms and rocking her hips back and forth, fucking my mouth with a smooth, slow locomotion. I could feel her getting harder with every thrust, the tip of her cock repeatedly threatening the entrance of my throat. 

I gagged when she finally breached, but she held me to her groin.

“Mmm… fuck! That’s a sweet throat!” She snarled as her cock throbbed. “Now swallow my cum, bitch!"

A second later and hot cum gushed down my windpipe, like a damn breaking.

I was a good girl and gulped it all down. I even licked her shaft clean afterwards.

The other two women then insisted on the same treatment, and I obeyed.

In the next moment the three of them were standing around me, calling me a “sweet little cocksucker.”

I took each cock like a prize, noting the prominent wedding ring on one the woman's hand when she came in my mouth.

When they all had finished, I stared up into each of their faces as I swallowed their salty sperm.

After the last of them had filled my mouth, they stuffed their limp cocks back into their dresses and pulled me to my feet.

"Put your panties back on, and come with us." The blonde one told me.

I slid the panties on and followed the three back into the bedroom. Once inside they pulled down my top and assaulted either of my nipples. The Brunette one pinned my hands behind my back.

"You're not supposed to fuck me," I cried. "I'm not supposed to cum!"

"Shut the fuck up, you little queer," one said. "We know what we're doing."

Much to my dismay, they didn’t fuck me, but they tortured me so much I wished I was.

They ran their big hands all over my body, squeezing my ass, pinching my nipples, and caressing my thighs. They licked my thighs. Someone squirted a whole tube of KY jelly up my rectum, and they laughed as some of it oozed out and made my bottom slick inside my panties. By then my cock was leaking profusely, dribbling clear pre down onto the carpet.

I was panting with desire. My dick wanted to explode!

Even though Amanda had warned me not to, I begged them to fuck me, but that only made them tease me more.

Finally, one of them stuffed their ass into my face. I groaned into it, desperate for release, and devoured that woman’s asshole in hopes that should we reward me with a thorough fucking. I heard the suite door close but didn’t care. It was long after midnight. My parents would kill me when I got home. I would surely flunk that History test, but all I wanted was for one of them, or all of them, to finish me off with their magnificent cocks.

Then I heard the door close but kept eating, and my heart leapt up as I heard Amanda come in and greet her three friends. I was still sandwiched between three robust asses, taking turns tonguing each one in a clockwise fashion. They each giggled as they waited their turn, then moaned as I struck, savoring each new bootyhole.

Buet yet, from between each of their heavenly buns, I could hear someone else… another voice… a new voice. Amanda had returned, and had brought someone else with her!

I heard them fixing drinks as the lewd scene of a french maid on her knees ate ass after ass after ass in the center of the room.

I didn’t want it to end, but was curious at who this newest patron was.

ThenI heard a woman's voice, and recognized the giggle.

Oh my God…

It was Lauren!

I was so ashamed. The last thing I wanted was for her to see me like this - surrounded by hung trans women with cum on my face in slutty French maid outfit and knee socks, with my tiny cock as hard as a rock. But the wicked trio of women had positioned me so I couldn't move, and try as I would, my hard dicklet just wouldn't go soft, no matter how ashamed I was.

"Amanda, that is so hot…" I heard her say. "Who’s the little slut?”

Amanda chuckled then said, “you’ll see. It’s a surprise.

“Where's the bedroom? I need you right now. Especially with this little show going on!"

"I say when we fuck, bitch," I heard Amanda say. "Besides. Don’t you want your surprise?"

Lauren giggled, and then as if in calculated unison, the three women surrounding me separated, un-smashing my head from each of their succulent asses.

I nearly fell over without their support, and when my bleary eyes locked onto Lauren, I tried to look away.

"Oh, my God!" She exclaimed. "Billy!?!?"

Her jaw dropped and her eyes went wide.

Amanda pointed at me. “Surprise!”

She covered her mouth with both eyes, gasping at the sight: me on my knees, tongue wagging, with my hard cock exposed and pointing at the ceiling.

"Wow, Billy, why didn't you ever get that hard for me?" She lifted one of her dainty little feet and probed my little leaking appendage with her toes.

Amanda walked up behind her, smiling as my ex-girlfriend little digits danced over my tiny cock.

"Because he likes being a girl," Amanda said, “he likes wearing panties and lingerie, and he likes being fucked. That's why I call him Lauren."

She stood behind my ex and put her hands on Lauren’s narrow little shoulders, and I was reminded why she had appealed to me. Her tits were so big and round, filling out one of those skimpy tube tops she always liked to wear. Her slim waist, flat belly and pierced navel coupled with her low-rise hip hugger jeans that showed off her sweet round bottom completed the sinful package.

"Billy here is probably wondering how we met," Amanda said as she slid her hands over Lauren’s body and cradled her big tits through her shirt.

Lauren sighed and closed her eyes, melting into the larger woman’s arms.

It was unsettling to see Lauren melt with such conviction, rolling her head over her shoulders as Amanda viciously groped her. Never before had I ever given her such pleasure, let alone in the presence of strangers.

They kissed passionately, and Amanda moved her hands down Lauren’s taut belly and down between her legs.

Her two middle fingers dipped into the sweet crevice of Lauren’s very-apparent camel toe, and she moaned.

“Well?” Amanda asked, squeezing both of Lauren’s big tits.

“Y-yes,” I nodded weakly.

"Remember your last swim meet, Billy?" She asked me. "Amanda happened to sit next to me. We struck up a conversation and she whispered some really nasty things while we watched you. She told me she thought you were gay, and liked the way your ass jiggled. She got me so wet and confused, I couldn't concentrate. I never met you afterwards, like we had planned, because Amanda took me home. Only… we didn't go straight home."

Amanda giggled along with her as her fingers cupped Lauren’s puffy pussy through her jeans.

"I took her back here to this very penthouse, stripped her naked and fucked, the way little teenaged bitches need to be fucked. She needed a good hard cock, and I was just the woman to give it to her."

“Mmm…” Lauren purred. “My God it hurt sssooo good, Amanda. Fuck you make me so wet!”

By this point in the narrative, Amanda had peeled Lauren free of everything but her bra and panties, and I felt a weird combination of horror, anger and excitement.

"You always asked permission, Billy. Amanda never asks. She just takes what she wants." Then she laughed derisively, "But what am I saying? You know what it's like to get fucked by her, hmm?"

I blushed hard.

"Amanda really knows how to fuck," Lauren said.

With that, Amanda yanked off her bra letting her tits swing free, erect nipples bobbing at me.

"I love teenage pussy," Amanda said, grabbing Lauren’s panties and literally ripping them off.

Her sweet, smooth pussy was glistening with wetness. I could smell it from the floor.

"Know what I like most about moments like this?" Lauren asked me. "It’s knowing that I'm about to get fucked by a big powerful cock. A real cock."

Amanda quickly stripped naked. She looked like a fucking model, and at only 5'1", Lauren looked tiny alongside her, but still incredibly voluptuous.

"Suck my cock, slut," she said.

Lauren quickly dropped to her knees and began to worship the massive cock and its pair of big heavy balls.

Indeed Amanda looked like a Goddess as Lauren sucked her. She was crouched down facing away from me, and I could see a jeweled butt plug situated between her big, round cheeks. Her sweet ass was quivering as she slurped on Amanda's huge dick.

Lauren had never once let me anywhere near her backdoor…

My cock, meanwhile, was aching. I was desperate to cum. I squirmed around on the floor as the lewd scene unfolded.

Amanda picked up Lauren as though she was a feather and dangled her over her upturned, unprotected erection. She was panting and wriggling over her, her bald pussy actually dripping her juices on to the head of Amanda’s mammoth girlcock.

"Please, Amanda," she gasped, "Please, please fuck my little pussy."

Holding her by her plump, round ass, Amanda slowly lowered little Lauren onto her hot, wet, leaking shaft. I heard her yelp like an animal as the girthy amazonian cock entered her, the folds of her vagina stretching and yielding to the insane, engorged intrusion.

Lauren’s dripping pussy squelched as Amanda’s mammoth cock disappeared into my ex-girlfriend, her wetness making a puddle on the floor below them. She wrapped her arms around her neck and her legs around her back as she sank the rest of the way down. Holding her still, Amanda arched her back and pumped herself in and out of Lauren’s teen body from a standing position.

With her biceps bulging, Amanda pummeled up faster and faster until she was slamming into little Lauren with ruthless, dripping regularity.

The pair picked up speed, fucking just a few feet away from me.

Lauren’s hard nipples grazed Amanda’s heaving bosom as she gasped and writhed in ecstasy. Their tits squished and rolled over one another’s as they fucked hard and wicked.

"Ooohhh fffuuuck," Lauren whispered, biting Amanda’s as she held on for dear life. "Ohhhhhh.... Fuck me you big-dicked beast!"

Amanda's endurance was just amazing. She kept pumping her cock like a piston in and out of the young girl's pussy.

"Did he ever fuck you like this, little girl?" Amanda huffed, looking Lauren in the eyes.

"Never!" Lauren moaned. "You fuck me so much better than he ever did, baby. You make me cum so much harder. You're the best! I fucking love your cock!"

She gasped as Amanda suddenly lifted her off her cock, spread her ass with either hand and stepped forward, thrusting Lauren’s backside into my face.

Both her cheeks wrapped around my head, and the buttplug planted itself right at my open mouth.

“Mmph!” I mewled, nearly falling over.

“Take it out, bitch!” Amanda snarled. “With your mouth!”

Body on auto-pilot once more, I quickly wrapped my lips around the base of the plug and clamped down, trying quiet futility, to crane my neck backward.

But Amanda was ready, and she yanked Lauren’s body upward so that the plug popped free of the girls asshole, leaving it in my mouth.

The busty amazon peered down at me, along with Lauren, and they both snickered at the sight.

My cheeks flushed as it sat there on my haunches, still clad in my maid uniform, but now with a warm buttplug hanging from between my lips.

“Dirty fucking slut…” Amanda purred, before sidestepping me and dropping Lauren down on the bed.

"Face him, Lauren, and tell your little bitch boyfriend yourself."

Sweaty and panting, Lauren rolled onto her knees and hiked her ass up into the air.

Amanda closed the distance and spread the teen’s fresh fuckhole, watching me and smiling as her cock zeroed in on the girl’s anus.

As Amanda entered her from behind, Lauren mewled. Her eyes rolled back into her skull as her virgin ass was penetrated. With one hand she grabbed my girlfriend's dark hair, and with the other, she slapped her ass. I watched in horror as she stabbed Lauren’s hungry butthole from behind with that enormous dick of hers. They both had betrayed my trust, but watching them fuck was intense that I couldn’t look away!

"Oh God!" Lauren screamed as she stared into my eyes. "Why couldn't you be more of a man? You never did me like this, you little sissy! I wasted way too much time with you."

Amanda made Lauren change positions two more times, each nastier than the last.

Finally, both of them exploded in orgasms. Lauren came first, screaming so loud I thought the neighbors would call security.

When Amanda rolled off the bed she approached me, took my head in one hand, and yanked me towards her groin, mashing my face against her wet cock.

“Clean!” She commanded.

Her hot, steamy cock was slick with her cum, fresh from Lauren’s ass… but I couldn’t refuse.

Like a good girl I opened my mouth and began licking my beautiful mistress clean, lapping up the white spunk like a hungry dog.

Amanda chuckled throughout, petting me and running her fingers through my hair.

When I was finished and she tossed me aside I happened to glance at the clock on the nightstand. It was after 2 a.m…

I was still hard, horny, ashamed and desperate for an orgasm. Next I glanced over at Lauren, splayed out on her side and covered in a glaze of sweat. Amanda’s semen oozed out from her battered asshole, and her expression showed she was clearly satisfied.

"I have one more gift for you, Lauren dear," Amanda said.

“M-more?!” The girl panted, her body gelatin.

“Billy?” Amanda said, looking down at me. “Get on the bed. Ass in the air.”

I complied, watching her as she moved to the nightstand and procure a long black box.

She opened it to reveal an enormous double-headed rubber cock and at least ten inches long. It was flesh colored, matching Lauren’s skin tone with a calculated perfection.

"Wha-What do you want me to do with this?" My ex-girlfriend asked.

"Well," Amanda said. "I've fucked both of you. But you've never fucked this little bitch boy have you?"

A wicked smile crept across Lauren’s face.

"Go on sweetheart. Get behind her," she said. "And finish little Billy off."

I was propped in front of her, my ass so incredibly hungry and yearning to be filled with anything that I didn’t care anymore. I know I was blushing as I awaited my ex-girlfriend's assault on my bottom, but my God did I need it!

Lauren slid one end into her wet pussy and straddled my flank.

Lauren grabbed my ass with one hand and used the other to line the rubber phallus to my slutty hole. It felt excruciating going in, and I groaned like a whore as she sank into my guts.

When she was fully impaled within she spread my cheeks and began rocking against me.

"This is cool," she said. "I've always wanted to fuck a gay boy."

Lauren moved against my prostate as if the cock was her own. As she got more and more involved she leaned against me. I felt her nipples grazing my back as she fucked me.

Faster and harder she slammed, our hips rippling off one another with each collision.

"Cum little girl," she whispered into my ear as she fucked. "Go on and cum for me!"

I groaned, and my untouched cock spewed semen all over the bedspread. She kept rocking for a few more minutes, just to make sure I was spent, then she pulled out of me with a great wet PLOP.

She slid off the bed, pulled the wet dildo from herself, and sat it back inside its boxy home.

“How’d that feel, baby?” Amanda asked.

Lauren giggled. “Great! I wish I had a real one!”

They shared a smile while I remained face down on the bed.

“Why don’t you go entertain my friends, hmm?” Amanda said, tipping her nose at the door.

Lauren smiled and sashayed, still naked, out to the main room, where the trio of trans amazons had been waiting.

After she left, Amanda leaned over and grabbed me by the throat.

"My friends and I are gonna run a train on your whore of a girlfriend now, Billy." She said. "And when I’m done I expect you to be in here waiting for us, understand?"

“Y-yesh…” I blathered, barely coherent.

She left, leaving me naked on the bed and covered in sweat. I was in a pool of my own cum, and as I drifted off to sleep I thought back on the events of that night.

There was no doubt about it. I had been totally and utterly fucked.

And the night was still young!

THE END

Thanks for reading! If you enjoyed the story don't forget to leave a rating or review!
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Hot Tub Twinks

Hung Washington

Lessons

Lost & Found

Morning Jog

My Bully, My Lover

Nadia, The Bull

Paper Route Detour

Party Favor

Penthouse Plaything

Pond Side Surprise

The Plumber’s Pipe

Queen's Mercy

Sandy and the Shemales

Secret (Futa) Ingredient

Security Breach

Shemale Workout

Special Delivery

Splitting Blonde Hairs

Stranded

Surprise Project

Sweet Cheeks

Train Ride Tryst

Tuition Tax

Turning Taylor

Twinkie's, Aisle Three

Week of a Sissy

Wrong Turn

Or my bundles!

Chance Encounters

Crossdresser/Caught

Oral Fixation

The Complete Bobbi Saga

The Complete Workout

The Futa Amazon Bundle

The Gay for Straight Bundle

The Muscular Futanari Bundle

The Penthouse Plaything Bundle

The Sissy Starter Pack

--

For news and updates, follow me on X/Twitter

You can also help support me on Patreon HERE

and for everything else you can check out my SOCIALS
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