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My heart raced with anticipation as I looked at myself in my bathroom mirror.

This was it… I said to myself. This was the night I was going to lose my virginity.

My chestnut hair framed my face, held in place by a headband. A tight, white button-down blouse hugged my thin torso, and with the bottom part tied in a knot, showed off my flat midriff and thin waist. Down below, a short red and black plaid skirt stopped mid thigh, leaving a few inches of soft, pale flesh visible before the black thigh-highs that covered my legs from just above the knee all the way down to my feet.

After months of planning and weeks of saving, the look had been achieved…

I was schoolgirl incarnate.

It was boredom that started me down this path. I had been accepted into my state's biggest university after I graduated high school, but as the start of the school year approached, and the emails from the school came in, I saw how restrictive my future would be: secluded to a dorm, no friends, no privacy….

It was going to be more of a prison experience than a college experience.

I had decided it wasn't worth it, and that I would be better off just taking online classes. And so here I was, nineteen years old and still living in the house where I had spent my whole life.

It was a monotonous life: wake up, go to class via webcam, then sit around and browse the internet or play video games until it was time to go to bed and do it all over again tomorrow. But at least it was mine.

And so you can understand why one night, on a whim and excited by the idea of tasting the forbidden fruit, I snuck into my older sister's room to try on her clothes.

Unlike me, Jenny was actually off at college; she lived in an off-campus apartment and didn't have to live under draconian campus rules.

I can still remember how hard my dick was when I put on a skirt for the first time, reveling in how comfortable it was. The soft, silky fabric… the way it showed off my legs…

Even more so was the danger of getting caught by my parents and, best of all, how I actually looked kind of good in it!

From that day on, I was hooked.

I found myself sneaking into Jenny's room more and more, trying on skirts, tube tops, booty shorts and sundresses, learning what went well together.

Being a boy wasn’t enough for me. I wanted to be a girl.

So next, I began growing my hair out, letting it eventually get down to my shoulders.

After that?

Outfit after outfit I tried on, even buying my own clothes offline.

But soon, just dressing in women’s clothes wasn’t enough, and I felt myself wanting more.

I wasn’t sure what that something was, but an element, nay void, was missing.

So it was time to take things to the next level.

Besides, I thought I looked good; but did other people?

I started posting pictures of myself in Jenny's clothes on various websites. Any I could find really. 

They never went super viral, but I exulted in the compliments I was getting. I have always been a shy, thin, scrawny boy, and never had luck with girls. But here I was now with strangers on the internet calling me hot… encouraging me… asking for more. There were men sending me lustful messages, telling me all the vile, disgusting things they wanted to do with me.

The attention was thrilling beyond belief, and I found myself fantasizing about how hot it would be to actually meet up with someone… to not just be the object of their desires, but the answer.

And so I made an account on one of the more popular apps and went to work. A few pictures of myself striking sexy poses in miniskirts, booty shorts, tight dresses, with my face cropped or blurred out for brevity sake.

The thrill was even more intense than it was when I had just been posting pictures. Now it wasn't just random strangers hiding behind usernames giving me compliments or posting thirsty replies about wanting me. Now it was real.

The thought of taking my secret hobby off the internet and into real life was quickly becoming irresistible. I was matching with actual, real-life people near me, men and women who might actually have sex with me. And not just fat losers behind a computer screen; some of them were actually hot!

Like Derek.

I had matched with him two days ago and have been chatting with him since. He was twenty three, built like a Greek statue, with rock hard abs and a jawline chiseled from stone. Pictures at social events with friends and pretty girls. He was the kind of guy I was jealous of in high school, but now, instead of me wanting to be like him, he wanted me!

And in a few hours, he was going to take my virginity.

I trembled with excitement as I thought about the night I was about to have, fantasizing about pressing up against his hard body, his lips on mine, and of course, what it would be like to let him penetrate me.

Taking one last look in the mirror before stepping out of my bathroom, I exhaled sharply, mentally preparing myself for the night ahead.

Of course, my parents still had no idea that I was dressing up in Jenny's clothes, let alone that I was about to go out to hook up with a strange man from a dating app. So I was going to sneak out.

At 9:30 PM, which was right after my parents usually went to bed, I crossed my bedroom, unlocked the window, slid it open, and carefully slipped my foot out.

Our house had wood siding, so it wasn't too hard to find a foothold. Surprising even myself, I managed to climb down from my second story window and into the backyard.

So far, so good, I thought. Now it was on to the next step.

I knew in advance that opening the garage door would alert my parents, and I also didn't want to stand around in front of my house where my neighbors might see me, so I had arranged with Derek to pick me up a street over.

Keeping to the shadows, I quietly made my way over to the fence that separated our backyard with the house behind ours. It belonged to Miss Stanton. She was a divorcee somewhere in her thirties I think, but she had aged remarkably well, probably because she was always working out. Imagine a total MILF without the kid part. Stories abounded through the neighborhood about curious onlooking catching glances at her stretching or contorting her insanely voluptuous body into yoga poses. Even my virgin eyes were able to gander once or twice.

Back to the matter at hand though, I would have to cut across her yard and sneak past her house to get to the street where I was to meet Derek. I found a handhold and a foothold in the wooden fence and quickly climbed over it, careful not to get my skirt caught or any holes in the thigh highs.

I started slowly tiptoeing my way across Miss Stanton's backyard. The light in her kitchen was on, but the blinds were closed, so thankfully her backyard was still dark. But I still had to be careful and watch my step.

Suddenly, the backyard became dimly illuminated. I froze, snapping my attention to her house. The light in Miss Stanton’s family room was now on and movement could clearly be seen within.

But then, to my horror, I heard the back door slide open.

In the next instant Miss Staton was standing in the doorway, drying a plate with a towel in her hand and a curious look on her face.

I was out in the open, in the middle of her yard, with absolutely nothing between me and her. My heart was pounding in my ears as I realized the danger.

Panicking, I dove behind a bush.

"Who's there?" She said.

“Oh shit, oh shit, oh shit!” I whispered quietly.

She had definitely seen me, and there's no way she hadn't heard the rustling of the bush. What was I going to do? I definitely didn't want to explain myself to her. No way I could let my secret get out, no way I could let my parents find out. That left me with one option…

Run.

I scrambled to my feet and made a break for the fence at the far end of her backyard. If I could make it over fast enough, hopefully she wouldn't chase me.

This time however, I had not looked before I leapt, and quickly found myself falling face first into the ground.

CRASH! A pile of toys broke my fall, one of which had caught my foot and sent me sailing.

Suddenly, there was someone on top of me. I felt hands on my shoulder and knees at my sides, pinning me down.

"Who are you, and what are you doing in my backyard?" The deep, demanding voice of Miss Stanton bellowed.

She was heavy, but not so heavy I couldn't breathe. Her grip was strong though, far stronger than she appeared.

"Wait!” I cried out, realizing there was nothing I wanted to do less than explain, to my sexy-as-fuck MILF neighbor, why I was dressed like a schoolgirl and sneaking around in her backyard. “I can explain!"

"Jonah?" She called out, seeming to recognize my voice.

Fuck. It was over. I was caught. My secret was going to get out.

I gulped, sighed, and looked back over my shoulder. Even in the dim light, the look of obvious surprise was clear, but Mrs. Stanton also had a sincere expression of sympathy on her beautiful face.

"You had me scared for a bit there," she said, getting off me to stand.

With her long, powerful legs still on either side of me, she reached a hand down to help me up.

Despite the gesture, I just continued to lay there, still processing what was happening and weary to say any more.

"Mind telling me what you’re doing in my backyard?" She asked, eyeing me up and down. “And in the middle of the night no less?”

I laid there for a moment, still scrambling to think of how I would explain it all to her. When no answers came, I huffed, rolled over, reached out and took her now-delicate hand.

She pulled me to my feet with little effort and began looking me over.

In the dim light, I could see her eyes travel down from my face and onto my outfit.

My cheeks burned as she eyed me.

I was blushing so hard that I might have been glowing a bright red, like a smoldering ember in the night air.

"I-I…" I stammered, panicking and totally unsure of what to say.

How the hell was I supposed to tell her that I had taken up crossdressing and was trying to sneak out to meet up with a stranger?

Yet when her gaze returned to mine she continued, “maybe something to do with this cute little outfit you got on?”

I looked up at her with terror in my face and tears in my eyes.

“There, there. It’s alright.” She was still holding my hand, and she started leading me back toward the open sliding glass door. "Let's go inside and get you cleaned up."

Defeated, I followed her without resisting. We walked into her family room, which had a huge fluffy couch along one wall, a coffee table, and an armchair across from it. There was a TV hanging from the wall, displaying some sappy rom-com, but the sound was low and barely audible.

"Have a seat," she said, leading me to the couch. “Get comfortable. Relax.”

I sat down, blushing bright red and staring at my feet. The room was well lit, and there was no way she couldn't see my whole outfit now.

She moved to the kitchen and returned with a damp towel. Instead of handing it to me though, she began gently wiping away the bit of dirt and strands of grass that stuck to my face, which I found odd. I was unable to meet her gaze as she cleaned me.

When she was done she tossed the towel into the sink and I heard her sit down in the leather armchair across from me, but was still too embarrassed to look up.

I could feel Miss Stanton’s eyes on me. Scrutinizing me. Judging me.

But she did not speak.

The awkward silence was palpable. She wanted an answer… and was waiting on me to give her one…

Steeling myself, slowly raised my eyes to look at her.

Sure enough, she was staring at me, curiously and awaiting.

Miss Stanton was indeed in fantastic shape, with a heavy, bountiful bosom and thick thighs. Her clothes were very casual: a pair of baggy sweatpants and a loose top that had been a t-shirt but had had the sides cut out and the sleeves cut off. It left her toned, muscular arms completely exposed, and it also showed off a hint of her strong lats and the band of the sports bra she had on under the shirt.

Her face matched the rest of her flawlessness, with high cheekbones and big, almond-shaped eyes, and her dark brown hair was tied in a very loose bun, as if she had been working out earlier in the day. Even with no makeup she was remarkably beautiful!

I took a deep breath, unsure of where to even begin. My heart wasn't racing quite as fast now; but I was still terrified, and a sense of resignation had begun to set in.

"I'm really sorry, Miss Stanton…” I began, deciding an apology was the best option. “I shouldn't have been sneaking around in your yard. I didn't wake your kids up, did I?"

"Relax, it's okay." She said, her voice calm and reassuring, almost motherly.

She didn't look mad at me. "It's a weekend, my kids are with their mom. I'm just surprised is all."

Surprised at what? That I was sneaking through her yard at night? Or because I was dressed like a girl?

Wait, did she just say THEIR mom?!?!

"It's not what it looks like." I replied, staring down at my lap.

I suddenly realized my legs were open and my panties were showing, so I hurriedly closed my knees together.

"What it looks like?" Miss Stanton asked, repeating my words back as a snarky question.

"I was just..."

Fuck. I had no idea how to finish that sentence.

How the hell was I supposed to explain this?

Swallowing hard, I mumbled out a, "I was..."

This was bad. I had been so caught up in my excitement for tonight that I hadn't thought about the things that could go wrong. And now it was all coming down around me.

"Hey, hey, now,” she said in a soothing tone. “it's okay. There's nothing to be afraid of. I'm not going to tell anyone."

I looked up cautiously, and she smiled.

“I did the same thing when I was your age.”

“Wha?” I blurted. "Y-you did?"

Trying to imagine a young Miss Stanton strutting around in boy's clothes almost made me smile. How does that even work? Can girls even crossdress?!

"Mmhmm,” she nodded. “Slutty little schoolgirl outfit and all."

I was still in disbelief, but not a feeling of relief was starting to creep in. Maybe this wasn't going to turn my life upside down after all. Maybe this was going to be an incident where I would be embarrassed to remember, but nothing worse than that. Maybe I was just going to have to talk a bit to Miss Stanton and go back home, my parents none the wiser.

Wait a minute… what was that about a schoolgirl outfit?

Before my mind could jog through what that meant, she continued.

"Let me get you a glass of water." She said, standing up and walking over to the kitchen.

My eyes followed her. I could see the back of her toned shoulder strain a little as she reached up into a cabinet to grab a glass, then fill it with water at the sink. She walked back over and sat down on the couch a couple feet from me, setting the glass on the coffee table.

I suddenly realized I was very thirsty and snatched up the glass, chugging the cool water like I had been lost in the desert for a year. When it was gone I quickly set the glass back down, my fear and anxiety abating down to a mild simmer.

"So, if you don't mind my asking, why were you sneaking around in my backyard?" She asked again.

I blushed again, but at least now that she was sitting next to me and not across from me, it was much easier not to look at her.

"I was..." I hesitated for a moment, but I could tell I wasn't going to get out of this without an explanation. "Do you promise not to tell anyone? Not even my parents."

At that, I finally looked over at Miss Stanton. Her sparkling green eyes were already staring back directly into mine.

"I promise,” she said, “your secret’s safe with me."

I took a deep breath and looked back at the sliding glass door we had walked in through. It was easier to continue if I didn't have to match her gaze.

"I was going out to meet someone." I said reluctantly.

My thoughts went back to Derek. A lot of the excitement had been the risk of getting caught, but now that I actually WAS caught, I was finding that it wasn't fun at all. Maybe this hadn't been such a good idea. Maybe Miss Stanton wasn't going to tell my parents, but I couldn't stop thinking about their disappointment and disgust if they did find out.

"What kind of someone?" She asked, arching an eyebrow.

"A..." I stopped again, completely unsure what to say because I really didn't want to tell the truth. "A friend."

Miss Stanton giggled.

I indignantly turned to look at her, and found her smiling an annoyingly knowing smirk at me.

"What?" I asked, a hint of stress in my voice.

"A friend you couldn't tell your parents about?" She asked, holding back a cute little giggle.

Her smirk became even wider, and a hint of mischief twinkled in her eye before she continued. "A friend you dressed up in a sexy schoolgirl costume for?"

The self-consciousness that had begun to recede came back even stronger, and hit me like a truck. My cheeks were burning hot, and I knew I was bright red.

Holy fuck. I couldn't even think of a reply to that.

Miss Stanton giggled again.

"Hey, I wasn't an innocent little angel at your age either." She paused. "So, what kind of friend?"

"A guy." I practically whispered, once more unable to bring myself to look at her.

"What's his name?"

"Derek."

"And where did you meet this Derek?"

"On an app." I said.

I looked over and saw her smirk dampen.

"Do you meet guys from apps often? This is the first time I've caught you in my yard."

"No," I said, feeling a little defensive. "This is the first time."

Now she wasn't smirking; she had a look of concern on her face and for a multitude of reasons, it worried me.

"How do you know he's who he claims he is?" Miss Stanton asked.

"I… Well, I've been talking to him for a couple days now."

"Oh, that settles it then,” she said quickly. “How do you know he's not going to hurt you? How do you know he doesn't have any diseases?"

"Look, I'm nineteen years old. I'm supposed to be off at college right now. I'm supposed to be living my life, and I'm trapped at home like a kid. I don't need a lecture! I can make my own decisions!"

My own outburst shocked me. I couldn't believe I'd gone from being unable to even look at beautiful Miss Stanton to practically yelling at her in the space of a few minutes.

Nervous beyond belief and anxious even moreso, I looked away, realizing that she could still tell my parents about this whole thing.

"Hey, hey, hey…" she said in a soothing voice, scooting a little closer to me. "I'm not trying to stifle you or make your decisions for you. I was doing things like this at your age too. I just want you to be safe."

I looked at her a little suspiciously.

"You're still a virgin, aren't you?" She continued.

Blushing hard, I admitted, "Yes."

"Listen: your first time shouldn't be with some random guy off the internet that you've never even met. It should be special, with someone you can trust, someone who won't hurt you."

She looked deep into my eyes as she spoke, and I was captivated.

Until she said, "Like me."

My breath caught in my throat.

I looked back at her with all the confusion and bewilderment in the world, with eyes wide.

Did she really just say that?!

Yet before I could think or react Miss Stanton took my hand and leaned in, pressing her lips softly against mine.

I was so panicked that I couldn’t move! Afterall, I had never kissed anyone before, and didn't know what to do.

Nevertheless, my dick surged. Becoming rock hard in an instant and straining my skimpy panties to an all new limit. Her lips were soft… oh so soft… and the distinct pleasure from just a simple kiss from such a beautiful woman was like something out of a fairytale, despite how crazy it was!

She held her lips there for a moment as I sat petrified. Then eventually, after what felt like an eternity, pulled back and smiled at me.

"How about you come upstairs with me?" She asked, standing up and reaching a hand down to help me up.

I paused for a moment, looking up at her, admiring her toned arms, massive breasts, and sharp jawline.

My body reacted before I could form any sort of strategy, slowly sending my little mitten into her hand and letting her effortlessly pull me to my feet. And as she led me to the stairs my heart was pounding so loud I could hear it.

"Ladies first," she said playfully, placing her hand on the small of my back and nudging me up the stairs.

I started my ascent and could hear her footsteps behind me. She was close. Very close. Right behind me. And I could feel her eyes on my ass, now perfectly aligned at eye level, as we moved.

I could feel the cheeks of my bottom hanging out the bottom of my skirt, occasionally brushed with the warm air of Miss Stanton’s hot breath.

When we got to the top of the stairs I turned around to look at her, not sure of where to go next. The buxom amazon stepped right up to my (much) shorter form, placing her hands on the wall on either side of me and pressing her hard body up against me. She was nearly a foot taller than me, and her breasts were so huge and poignant that they pressed against my chest despite us being several inches apart.

"Your ass looks great in that skirt," Miss Stanton said, leaning in and kissing me on the neck.

I shuddered and exhaled sharply, shocked at her advance. My panties tightened as my dick grew rock harder, and the way she was pressed up against me, she knew it too. She pulled back from my neck and smiled down at me wickedly.

“This way,” she whispered, clutching my hand once again.

She led me down the hall towards an open door that I surmised was the master bedroom.

Miss Stanton pulled me into the bedroom then spun to face me.

The look in her eyes was pure lust, and she was grinning as she reached down to the hem of her shirt and swiftly pulled it off over her head, sending both of her enormous, heavy tits spilling out. Her body was absolutely stunning; six pack abs and defined obliques, muscular shoulders, tight and toned arms, and yet with her breasts in the sports bra and her relatively thin waist, she was still ultra-feminine.

She saw me staring and smiled.

I looked away, still shy despite now being extremely aroused.

"You don't have to look away," Miss Stanton giggled.

Slowly, I turned back toward her, looking at her tanned, towned, incredibly fit body. She must have seen the look on my face, because her smirk reappeared.

“Do you wanna touch them?” She asked, squeezing her incredible tits together with both elbows.

I nodded involuntarily, mouth watering.

“Go ahead then,” she continued in a needy breath.

Slowly, hesitatingly, I reached out toward her and ran my hand down the front of her muscular shoulder, then my left hand found her too, feeling up the fit, toned arms. I could feel the hard, powerful muscle under a layer of soft skin.

Relishing the texture, I continued to run my hands down her sides, cupping either hefty breast with either hand. They were so warm… so heavy…

My thumbs found her nipples and I felt them respond, quivering slightly as they came to life and stiffened into thick nubs.

Releasing the weighty mammaries I watched them crash back together, jiggling before coming to a rest atop her chest.

Trembling, I knelt at her feet. I was awestruck at the strength and beauty of her body, and kneeling just felt right. Leaning in, I planted a few kisses on her hard abs, worshipping the taut muscle. My chest was up against her legs, and even through her sweatpants, I could feel how thick her thighs were.

There was something else though… something soft yet hard, thick and hot and fleshy… in between her legs.

No way, I thought, it can’t be a…

A subtle noise drew my attention skyward, and I looked up at Miss Stanton, who was smiling down at me.

“Take my pants off, baby.” She said, assertive but still coy.

Slowly, I began fumbling with the drawstrings of her sweatpants, then pulled them down.

I wasn't disappointed. 

Miss Stanton DID have a cock. And it was fucking huge!

Her meaty appendage popped free, tapping me on the chin.

“Fuck…” I huffed.

It was huge and thick and virile, and wasn’t even hard yet. A pair of smooth yet hefty balls hung behind it, like two oranges wrapped in silk. Her bare thighs were strong and rife with muscle, and instinctively, I leaned down to kiss them.

She giggled as I planted my lips on her legs over and over while my hands worshipped the rest of her legs.

In truth I was afraid to touch her cock, let alone kiss it, despite how much I wanted to…

She stepped out of the sweatpants, which made me pull back.

Grabbing my upper arm, she gently pulled me to my feet.

"You seem excited," Miss Stanton said, gazing into my eyes.

"Yes…" was all I could manage.

She smiled and gave me a gentle push toward her king-size bed.

Obediently, I walked over to the bed and laid down on it, propping myself up on my elbows whilst keeping my legs folded to hide my panties once again. When she approached the foot of the bed she looked down at me.

"I love your outfit," Miss Stanton said, climbing on top of me and straddling my waist with her thick, powerful thighs.

She leaned down and hungrily kissed my neck, assaulting me with a long and snake-like tongue. I threw my head back in phantasmal pleasure, feeling her lips on my flesh as her hands ran down my sides. Her full weight on top of me was crushingly heavy, but comforting and oh-so erotic. She leaned up, pressing her lips to mine once again in another passionate kiss, and I jumped a bit in shock as I felt her tongue enter my mouth.

The hot, wet muscle was ravenous and talented in ways I had never known.

As she french kissed me she rocked her hips forth, grinding against my erection through the skirt and panties with her own fat, throbbing member, teasing me beyond belief.

With a wanting purr, she pulled back and looked down at me. Her luxurious hair had fallen out of the bun and was now hanging in my face. She had a devious grin as she continued to rock her hips back and forth, humping me with a hungry need.

I exhaled sharply, my dick rubbing against her hot, thick organ, a complete contrast to mine. Only a few layers of cloth separated us, our cocks, my boyhood and her womanhood.

The panic that had given way to excitement when she had first kissed me on the couch started to resurface.

"You were sneaking out to see a guy, right?" Miss Stanton asked.

"Oh, crap,” I whispered, bringing a hand to my mouth. “I should probably tell him I'm not coming."

"Not what I was getting at," she said, "just... what were you going to do when you met up?"

"Oh, uh… You know." I said sheepishly.

"I'm not sure I do. Why don't you tell me?"

"You know, I was hoping we'd... have sex..." I admitted.

Her grin grew wider.

"With a guy? What kind of sex?"

I looked down, my ears and cheeks burning with humiliation.

Her eyes burned through me but I couldn't bring myself to look at her.

"You snuck out of your parents' house dressed up like a schoolgirl to meet a guy from a dating app. What did you want him to do with you?"

"I wanted him to… to fuck me."

"Well then," she replied, lifting her body off mine slightly "I'd hate to disappoint you."

Her green eyes once again stared right into mine as she smiled her villainous smile.

Then I looked down… and gasped.

Her cock was staring right up at me, girder hard and topped with a thick, purple, menacing head. Her hand found the mid-point of her meaty shaft and she began to slowly pump, stroking her pole until a glistening drop of pre emerged from her tip. Her palm found it soon after and she slowly lubricated the veiny fuckpole with her own precum.

“Do you like her?” Miss Stanton asked me, slowly pumping.

I bit my lip and nodded.

“Then roll over,” she commanded.“And show me your ass…”

I obeyed, rolling over and hoisting my big butt into the air. The skirt rode up, exposing my flank and unveiling the tiny white thong I had on underneath.

She groaned a sexy, cougar-like sound, infiltrating the lewd, wet sloshing sounds of her slickening masturbation.

"Now take off those panties," she commanded, retreating off the bed to give me space.

Once again I obeyed, sliding the panties down from under the skirt and down around to my ankles. I unhooked them from my stocking-covered legs and wiggled my ankles out of them, then arched my back to spread my little pink butthole.

When I turned I saw her standing there, finishing the final tug on her long, wet cock.

She released it and inched back to the bed, sending her dripping weapon swaying with each footstep. After the distance was removed she stood at the foot of the bed, stroking her cock whilst looking down at me.

"Good girl,” she purred. “Now stick your ass out more…"

Her hands found my ass and she continued, “like this… yeah…”

I obeyed again, burying my face in the pillow. The warm air hit my quivering hole and sent it twitching like mad.

“And arch your back now…” she said softly, “juuust like that… oh yes…”

I felt that comforting weight of hers as she climbed on top of me and hiked my skirt up, unveiling my fresh, bare ass to her gaze. The slick weapon pressed against my backside as she leaned down onto me, sliding her cock between the smooth, squishy clefts of my bottom.

The tip of her meaty, leaking crown teased my butthole as she leaned down.

With her weight bearing down on me and her mammoth tits on my back, I felt her lips brush my ear, “just relax baby girl…”

No sooner did the last word leave her lips did a sudden jolt of pain rocket up my spine!

I gasped in shock.

Holy fuck… she was penetrating me!

"Shh, it's okay. I'll be gentle." She slowly eased it into me, and while the initial shock was still there, the pain quickly subsided. “For now anyway…”

Soon, I felt her hips pressed to my flank, and I knew it must have been all the way in.

Then Miss Stanton bent over, holding me at the waist while she pressed her tits against my back and moved her head next to time.

"See? I wouldn't hurt you," she whispered in my ear, then kissed my cheek. “Unless you want me to…”

“Gahhh… hahhh…” I blurted, panting like mad.

I felt her slowly pull out again before thrusting back in. Over the course of several seconds she sawed back and forth. I could feel it stretching me, and the force of each thrust sent shivering shockwaves through my body, tensing my seething erection below. It dribbled out at a near-constant stream, feeding a long spindle that clung to the once-clean comforter below.

“Mmm…” she purred. “Oh fuck yeah baby. You’re so damn tight. I love fucking virgin boypussy!”

“S-so… s-so full!” I groaned, shivering at her sodomy.

There was another long, slow thrust that somehow hit an all new spot inside me, and I let out a breath.

“AHHH!” I squealed. “OH FUCK!”

Miss Stanton completed another few rounds of slow, driving thrusts, sinking and retreating while both her hands gripped both my fleshy asscheeks. I found myself moaning. And not deep, manly moans… oh no… but high pitched, effeminate mewlings that would put underpaid pornstars to shame.

She giggled at the sound of my moans.

A warmth spread throughout my body as she found a rhythm, and soon she was gently, yet forcefully, pumping in and out.

It couldn't have been more than a minute, but I could already feel my dick beginning to tremble.

I shuddered and my whole body spasmed, and with a gasp and another effeminate howl - exploded onto the sheets below!

The orgasm rocked my entire body, and I found myself shuddering in the warm afterglow below Miss Stanton's toned, muscular body.

I could feel my asshole clamp down around her meaty rod, and simultaneously my busty partner gripped my ass even tighter.

She growled as her cock exploded, and she bellowed into the ceiling as her climax unfurled.

“Mmm… fuuuck…”

What felt like pints filled me. It was a hot, sticky stream of semen, flooding my bowels like a warm wave of spine tingling bliss.

Eventually though, she giggled again and rolled off me.

I felt my asshole quiver and flux, straining to re-close.

"That’s a nice hole, baby." She said.

I looked over at her and sighed, still too shocked to speak.

After a moment, lying there face down on her bed, I could feel the stickiness around my dick from the pool of semen I had created.

Shit. I needed to clean up.

Rolling over, I put my feet on the floor, and stood up. It felt a bit odd walking after being thoroughly buttfucked, and I must have been a little bow-legged as I made my way to the master bathroom.

Once there I saw myself in the mirror once again, but this time in an all new light: my blouse, skirt, and thigh highs still on, with hair disheveled and hanging in my face. The knot at the bottom of the blouse had come undone, leaving it hanging more shapelessly than before.

As I stared at my reflection Miss Stanton entered behind me, her fat wet cock swinging between her thighs.

"Thank you." I said, looking at her in the mirror.

"Mhmm." She said. "No problem.”

I began to turn around, but she put her hands on my hips, keeping me pointed toward the mirror.

"Ah, ah ah… Bend over." She commanded. "I'm not done with you yet."

Obeying again I watched as her reflection dropped down out of view. I felt her hands on my ass a second later, pulling my fleshy buns apart before a hot, wet, slithering tongue jammed itself inside me.

“AHH!”

My body shook and I clamped my hands down onto the rim of the sink to keep myself from falling over.

Miss Stanton’s cock had been one thing, but the sudden intrusion of a wily tongue was a whole new experience, massaging my ring as if destined to soothe and relieve my recently fucked colon.

She pulled my ass cheeks apart, slavering away like a hungry animal.

The sounds she was making were unreal: lewd, guttural humming and moaning that she sent forth thrummed up through my body, sending vibrations to every nerve-ending.

Eventually however she retreated, plucking her rampant tongue from my butthole and sending me flopping down into the countertop.

The busty goddess rose slowly, wiping her mouth and looking down at my wet, gaping ass.

“Time to get fucked again, baby.” Miss Stanton grunted. “Once is never enough for me. Spread that sweet ass for Mommy…”

I paused for a moment, gawking back at her reflection as she aligned herself with my flank, and then obeyed, grabbing the counter in front of me and further bending over at the waist.

My back arced and my ass rose. I could feel my skirt climb up over the swell of my bottom, then the cool air brushed my wet, fucked-out hole, tickling my insides.

Bent over the counter, my butt was perfectly level with her thickening weapon, and she grabbed me by the waist in an almost violent manner to align my port to her stem. Her hands grasped my waist, squeezing tightly as she situated her slick fuck pole to my wet and winking anus.

I then watched our reflection, staring intently as she looked down at my ass and sank back into my butthole.

“Mmm fuck…” I groaned.

My vision blurred a moment, mostly from fluttering eyelids, as she penetrated me once more. Her sodomizing assault was far smoother than before, hilting almost effortlessly, but her fucking remained the same: stern and intentful, slow but steady and strong.

In the mirror, I could see her concentrating, with eyes squeezed shut and a row of perfect teeth chewing her lower lip.

Fuck she was so hot…

Being penetrated again had just the same thrill, heightened amidst my post-orgasmic bliss, and I could feel the pressure in my elbows as I held myself in place while she thrust into me. I stared at her face in the mirror, and was fascinated to watch her look of intense focus slowly give way to gripping pleasure.

Her eyes were still closed, but her serious expression became a grin, and her tenuous exhales became moans. Her thrusts became stronger and harder, and I could see the look of pure, emerging ecstasy on her face as the sodomy she was inflicting brought forth another climax.

Finally, she let out a loud, sharp, crisp  moan, and with eyelids fluttering, she came deep into my bowels, filling me with hot, virulent seed.

Pump after pump she deposited, her cock belching out liquid girlcum as if she had been pent up for weeks.

Hell, maybe she had?

But that didn’t matter now. What mattered was my own sissygasm, coming in a hot wave without anything touching my tiny, inferior dick.

Eventually she pulled out of me and leaned back against the wall, panting… grinning… and dripping with sweat

When my eyes worked again I looked at her.

Miss Stanton had a thin sheen of sweat on her statuesque body, but that and her satisfied smile gave her a radiant glow.

Panting, she finally opened her eyes and glanced down at me, the intensity of earlier replaced with contentment.

When I looked back at her she smiled.

"Wow." She said.

"Wow..." I repeated.

She released me in her post-orgasmic state and I wobbled my way over to the toilet.

My amazon queen watched me for a moment, then strutted off back out to the bed.

After I finished cleaning up, I stepped out of the bathroom.

Miss Stanton was there waiting for me, lying on her bed, legs spread wide, and stroking her enormous cock.

Holy fuck, I thought, how was she STILL hard?!?!

Flabbergasted, I stood in the doorway a moment, just watching her, until she motioned for me to come over.

Obeying once more like a good little boy-slut, I moved and sat on her lap, enjoying feeling her muscular legs beneath me. She wrapped an arm around my waist and pulled me in close, positioning her mammoth cock up between my ass cheeks while looking up at me.

"From now on, the only place you go when you sneak out of your parents' house is right here. Understood?"

"Yes ma'am." I said playfully.

Miss Stanton reached onto her nightstand and grabbed her phone.

"Now put your number in here. Because you're going to be sneaking out a LOT."

I smiled at her, and obeyed once again.

THE END

Thanks for Reading and Don't Forget to Leave a Review! <3
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