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Glorious Servitude

Taking a deep breath, I grip the steering wheel, hardly believing what I'm about to do. My car is still running and for a brief moment I consider leaving, knowing full well that I won't. I’ve come this far. I'm here to stay. I wanted this.

With a quick huff of air I snatch the plastic bag from the passenger seat and peer inside. It's a blue thong. Tiny and thin and risque. It’s not a man's thong either. Not like that would somehow  make the situation any better, but a swimsuit bottom totally designed for a girl.

My cock twitches at the sight. I feel hot shame on my face. I know that in a few short moments this may be the only clothing I own.

And I couldn’t be hornier...

I turn off the car and step out, bag in hand. I leave my phone, my wallet, and everything else behind. I won’t need it. Not where I’m going. The realization sets in as I slowly walk towards Miss Danvers’ front door. It opens as I tiptoe forward, making awkward, fumbling steps towards my destiny.

She greets me at the entryway, wearing nothing but a plushy white robe. It’s open slightly so I can see a valley of pristine cleavage. Her breasts are massive. I’ve been ogling them for weeks. But I’ve never been so close to so much bare flesh in all my eighteen years. She’s tall and imposing, towering over me by at least a foot. Her raven-black hair is tied up into a tight bun but her bangs cascade down either side of her beautiful, oval face. Her eyes are a mesmerizing green, amplified by a pair of thin designer glasses.

"Right on time, cutie pie," she says as I close the distance. Her silhouette in the doorway turns into her true form, dazzling and beautiful, haloed by the light from inside the house.

I shudder. "Do you have to call me that?" I’d never been the most masculine man. I even get mistaken as a girl from time to time, but she doesn’t have to rub it in.

"If I did, I'd have to deduct it from your pay, remember?" she replies.

"No! No!" I stutter, shuffling forward.

"No, what?" she says as a coy smile spreads across her luscious pink lips.

"No, ma’am."

Miss Danvers smiles again. It’s stunning but wicked, all-but sickening if it weren’t for her sculpted features. We stand there a moment, her eyes devouring me. Then she tells me to go get dressed and meet her by the pool.

The inside of Miss Danvers' home is even more exquisite than the outside. It’s a veritable mansion. No wonder she could afford all the lavish things I’ve seen her wear. No wonder she can afford to hire a personal servant.

I hear the front door close behind me and I jump… but don’t dare turn around. I can’t summon the courage to face her but I can hear her footsteps. Tiny, padded footfalls on the tile floor. They chase me slowly, intently, seductively… but I find the bathroom and scurry inside.

In a flash, my clothes are history and I stare at my nearly nude body in the bathroom mirror. I'm lathered in oil, just the way she wanted. The way she demanded. The thong straps are high on my hips and I can feel the thin string pulling taut between my girly, bubbly ass.

I pivot and turn, looking my lower half over. Smooth and blemish free, round and perky… I know it’s why she chose me.

"Are you really doing this?" I ask the mirror, even though I know the answer is yes. I tell myself that it's not about sex, that it's just for money. It was the same thing Miss Danvers said when she first proposed our ‘arrangement’.

I was just a lowly bagboy at a high-end supermarket, and Miss Danvers was a regular shopper. Each time she came in she spent hundreds of dollars, maybe even thousands. Always purchasing the most expensive of each brand or make. As time went on and her shopping became more and more frequent, I learned she was a successful, middle aged business woman. Obviously her beauty caught my eye first, but as a teenager who wasn't sure what to do with life, I was fascinated. There was just something about her. About her prowess or the way she held herself, and the mysterious power she exuded to all those around her.

I was confused about life and what to do after high school, about why adulthood seemed so crushingly difficult. I had done a semester at college. I was also working part time. The world had suddenly gone from a place of childish fun to a place of overwhelming responsibility.

"I can make your life carefree and fun again," Miss Danvers had told me one day.

She offered $500 dollars a week to come to her house every Saturday. "I want a cute little boy around the place. Liven things up a bit. You'll wear some things that will suit your body better, lounge around the pool, serve me drinks, hold my umbrella, fan me off if I get too hot. That's $2000 dollars a month for just a few hours of work."

“Like a maid?” I asked.

“Sort of,” she said. “Just read the email and come prepared. I’ll expect you Saturday afternoon.”

So here I was, oiled up and wearing a fucking thong, getting ready for my first Saturday as Miss Danvers’ new personal servant.

Swallowing hard, I exited to bathroom directly into the path of Miss Danvers at the outside bar. Her eyes locked onto my body instantly, like a hawk when it first sees prey.

It's far more degrading than I imagined. I feel exposed and violated by her eyes. I understood then, that the thong is not just for her viewing pleasure, but to also break my spirit. I stand there awkwardly for a moment, until she turns and saunters over to a long, reclining pool chair. She takes a seat and motions for me to follow. I strut around the backyard, doing my best to swing my hips like I was told. My tanned, oiled body glistens in the sun. My ass is shiny and robust. My best feature, brought to life by the thong and oil and sunlight. She keeps a stack of dollar bills on a side table. When I come over to refill her glass, or to bring a snack, she tugs at the thong strap and slips a bill against my waist. Then she snaps the thong back against my flesh.

"Good boy," she says each time.

All my instincts tell me to reject this treatment, but something else in me falls under the spell. I'm degraded, dehumanized into a sexualized object. Yet I'm free. I want to slap her hand away or run screaming from her mansion, but why? Is pleasing this woman any worse than any other job I might obtain? Besides her weekly payments I got to keep her dollar bills. Most days I’d come home with another fifty dollars in ones.

I sometimes get to lay by the pool with her, mostly on my stomach so she can see my ass. She doesn't comment on my rock hard erection, and I do my best to pretend that being eye-candy for this older woman isn't making me hard.

This is our routine for weeks, with every Saturday growing a bit more degrading. First there were the light taps on my ass. The kind of quick pat you might give a pet for a job well done. Later, when I would bring her a drink and after she stuffed my g-string with another dollar, Miss Danvers would full-on slap my fluffy butt. She said she liked the way it jiggled. I didn't say anything. How could I? I just blushed, took the money and let myself endure the humiliation.

Then came the posing. First, she would just tell me to stand somewhere and pose like a Sports Illustrated model. Then she’d take pictures of me with her phone. I hid my face, embarrassed that every time I stuck out my ass or pulled the thong straps higher. The poses became more and more lewd each Saturday. Before long she had me bending over, spreading my ass, or sitting with my legs apart, toying with my puffy nipples. I was being fetishized and feminized… but I was desperate to hear those simple words of approval.

"Good boy."

But soon, even her slight praise would dwindle.

I'm not sure when she started calling me bitch. I think it was during one particular pose when I was on all fours, arching my back and sticking my ass in the air. I almost didn’t realize she had stopped calling me ‘boy’ honestly. But by the time her hands began caressing or squeezing my ass instead of slapping it: ‘bitch’ had become my name.

And that's how I ended up here, right now, grinding my hips into her crotch in time with some filthy rap song. I'm wearing makeup now. I'm also wearing heels because, again, Miss Danvers said so. I’m giving my best attempt at a lap dance, feeling the enormous girth of her cock press against the thin strip of cloth that is the only separation between her womanhood and my hole.

"Bend forward more and bounce on it," Miss Danvers says. I do as I'm told and am rewarded with a hard slap to my right ass cheek.

“Thaaat’s it, grind on it, bitch.” She hisses.

Once more I obey. I wrap my buns around her meaty fuckstick and gyrate, sliding up and down her length. She’s fucking huge, like a flagpole of hot flesh. But my smooth, pillowy globes conquer it fittingly. My best asset. It’s no wonder she chose me.

"You like being my bitch?" Miss Danvers asks.

"Yes mommy," I moan with a shudder. And it's true. Despite the shame. Despite the constant humiliation, being Miss Danvers bitch is better pay than I could've ever hoped for. My responsibilities and worries have been reduced to being the best eye candy I can be for her, and I know then that I'll do anything to continue having this life.

When she cums from my assjob she rubs her oily cock against me until she goes limp. I push and grind against her until she’s spent, then massage her cum over my bubbly ass like the oil. Sometimes this turns her on again and we start over. Other times she pays me my $500 and ushers me out the door.

It doesn't take long until MIss Danvers ratchets up my degradation. One day, while I was sliding my backside up and down her thick length, she gave me an order that chilled me to my core.

“Turn around.”

I turn and stand, and I am immediately in awe of my owner's beauty. Fully nude and reclined in her seat, she is like an amazon goddess plucked from Mount Olympus. Her breasts are massive and heavy, nipples fat and stiff, and her figure is robustly hourglass. Yet it is her cock that gives me the most pause. A near footlong monstrosity as thick as an ogre’s wrist. The behemoth python is only outdone by her full, voluptuous balls, hanging like two smooth grapefruits below her hole destroying timber..

“Knees.” She commands, pointing to the pool tile at my feet.

I obey. Of course I do. And as I kneel, Miss Danvers lifts both her heavy babymakers in either hand, unveiling a smooth and healthy taint. She doesn’t have to order me now. I know what she wants so I just obey and comply. I lean in, being sure to stick my butt in the air, and lick under her balls, running my tongue along her smooth, sweet, tangy skin while her plump, cum-filled sack rests on my nose. She smells of sweat and musk and flesh. And I fucking love it.

"Good little bitch," she says. Her right hand runs down my back and smacks my ass. She tugs at my pink g-string, pulling the thong strap further so it digs into my crack. I moan with a mouthful of taint, then another hard smack lands across both cheeks.

"That's it, bitch. Clean mommy's nuts."

I moan again and she presses her firm grip against the back of my head, wrapping her legs around my shoulders. My face is pressed against her moist perineum and my tongue finds her asshole. She purrs as I lap at her sweet orifice, then her thighs, each one the thick as a tree trunk, envelop the sides of my head. I try to breathe but get no air. My body reacts. Panic ripples through me. I try and paw at her massive thighs but it’s no use.

Then I hear her laugh.

"Moan for me slut," Miss Danvers says.

And so I moan, hoping she feels the vibrations and lets me go.

With a giggle, she does. I gasp as I pull away. Spindles of spit trail between us, connecting my face to my owner's nethers. My vision is blurred. My mind is a foggy haze. I feel the collar around my neck. It tightens and I hear a ‘click’. 

She giggles again. Finally my eyes adjust. She pulls my leash so that I’m forced to look up at her, up at my new master, up at the woman who has reduced me to a submissive fuck toy.

“Hmph!” She spits on my face. "Dumb bitch," she says. The words make my dick even harder. The shame of being this woman's slut, the humiliation of being a vapid asslicking whore for a superior creature makes my dick harder than diamond.

Next Saturday I'm wearing makeup: thick black mascara, purple eyeshadow, glossy pink lipstick, and even glitter along my cheeks. My hair is tied in boxer braids. My only clothing is the tiny pink thong and a pair of matching stiletto heels.

And of course my collar, bearing the name "Slut." It's all for my emasculation. The clothes (or lack thereof), the makeup, the shoes, and the leash all take away my masculinity, to dehumanize me into a sex object for the woman who owns me. Miss Danvers says I’m not a man. She tells me I’m a girl now. I have no choice but to believe her.

We’re back by the pool again. I’m on my knees at the foot of her favorite recliner. My owner looks down at me with a grin on her face. She’s beautiful as always. Nude as always.

"Open that pretty mouth, whore." She says.

I open wide with my now pierced tongue stretching out of my mouth. She grips her semi-hard cock in one hand and slaps the thick rod against the stud. It makes a soft, wet ‘pat, pat, pat’ sound each time it connects. As her monster rod gets stiffer she beats me across the face with it, tapping either cheek before slapping herself back on my tongue.

"Good girl," she says.

I take the head of her cock in my mouth and savor the taste. I suck up the precum, melting at the salty deposits on my tongue. Miss Danvers pulls the leash towards her body so I'm forced to take more of her delicious womanhood in my mouth.

"That’s it bitch. Get on that cock."

My mouth drools around her thick, circumcised masterpiece. I swirl my tongue around the head as I bob up and down, worshipping her weapon. I lift my head slightly, just enough to create some separation, and unleash a glob of saliva onto her cock. With both hands I scoop up the drool and stroke it around my owner's veiny, throbbing shaft.

I know what’s coming. She told me so. Her hands are on my head, tugging on my braids. She bucks her hips as she pulls me down. She wants to break my throat today.

"Let me get it wet so I can take it all, mommy." I hear the words come from my mouth, but can't believe I'm saying them. She grimaces from impatience. She’s hungry and doesn’t want to wait, let alone care about my preparedness. But my life is devoted to pleasuring her. I spend my days sexually satisfying my goddess who in turn treats me like a common whore. I tell myself not to disappoint her.

Sucking in all the air I can muster, I impale my throat on her cock. The many inches don't fit at first. I struggle. My back spasms, my legs twitch involuntarily, and my body convulses in an attempt to change my mind’s decision.

"Mmm! Yes! Get it down, slut." Miss Danvers growls.

My eyes water as she forces the last few inches into my throat. The cock slips past the barrier and lodges deep in my windpipe. I kick the ground with my stilettos as I struggle for air. Tears stream down my face and my eyes roll into my skull. I hear my owner moaning and know what comes next. Her strong hand holds the back of my head, pushing downward, somehow forcing even more of herself into my mouth. My nose is soon pressed against her pelvis. I can’t see anything but her tanned flesh. She’s buried and hilted but still needs to punish.

My body flails. It's an involuntary response. I can't breathe. I feel like I might die serving her cock. My painted nails slap against my master's thighs. She laughs.

"A few more seconds, slut." She hisses, emphasizing her dominance with a slap to my ass.

As I start to see stars she releases my head. I fall back and purge the cock from my throat with a wet, unsheathing SLURK! Spit gushes down my chin. Thick strands of saliva rope off my lips as I tilt back on my haunches. I can’t help but cry as I gasp for air.

"Let's go bitch, you got more to do," Miss Danvers says. She pulls the leash and I'm launched forward, back on my hands and knees between her legs.

She spreads her thighs to invite me back. Her fat cock shimmers with wetness. It droops ever so slightly from its own gargantuan weight. She tugs my leash again and flexes her rod. As my lips find the tip, it swells.

When I open my mouth Miss Danvers yanks down on my leash, piercing my mouth and threatening my throat once more. I must have failed her, because now she’s swift and unmerciful, gripping my head and pulling my leash as she thrusts.Then, with no regard for me as a fellow human, she savagely fucks my throat, pounding the length of her cock in and out at a vicious pace.

"Gluck! Gluck! Gluck! Gluck!" Vile, degrading noises fill the air as my throat is fucked. My face is nothing but a hole for my owner's pleasure. The wet sounds of a giant cock rapidly and repeatedly penetrating me are all I hear. Miss Danvers holds my hair tightly as she stands, fucking constantly. My face is a mess of tears, spit, and makeup. New, fresh tears join the old. Not from gagging and choking on a cock. I’m used to that. I’m crying because I know what comes next.

"Thaaat’s it. Now be a good whore," she says. “And take it all you filthly, fucking slut!” She pulls the leash tight in tune with her thrusts. 

She's grunting now. I know she's close. I bury the cock in my throat. My nose is filled with the mound of her pelvis and whatever liquids have accumulated on her belly.

Her pace quickens and she grips me tight.

"Mmm!” She purrs, humping like a wild-woman. I stick out my tongue and start lapping at her balls with the cock wedged down my throat. She lets out a moan that could wake the dead.

“GOOD. FUCKING. SLUT!" She groans, screams, then finally deposits her creamy load directly into my stomach.

I swallow like a good girl. There’s so much cum. She holds me there for what feels like a month, letting her balls empty.

I was so delirious, so cosmically enthralled in my servitude, that I barely registered the voice behind me.

"You weren't lying, Danvers. That's a nice bitch ya got there."

Slowly and meticulously, Miss Danvers unsheathes herself from my esophagus and laughs along with the voice behind me. I wanted to run but collapsed instead, unknowingly sticking my ass out towards the mysterious stranger.

Back arched, I feel my leash jostle. I wipe at my face to clear my view, trying desperately to correct my incredibly lewd position. Eventually my neck works, and I peer down between my legs.

My pink thong is soaked through. It's practically transparent with how wet it is. Looking past my tiny, swollen pouch, I see the guest. The sides of her head are shaved, giving her a villainous, viking look about her. She’s stunning though, with short blonde hair styled up in a pompadour cut and a muscular pornstar body. Massive fake tits are stuffed inside a stained wife beater while a flat, toned tummy leads down to the swell of perfectly carved hips. Furthermore, she’s covered in tattoos. Almost nothing is untainted except her beautiful, feminine face - a stark contrast to her chiseled pro wrestler body.

She smiles at me, like a demoness welcoming me to hell. Whoever she is, she scares me. A fear only amplified in this moment as she witnesses my role as a sticky sex object.

"Looks well trained." the guest says.

"This little bitch is one of the most eager I’ve had," Miss Danvers muses as she takes her seat back on the lip of her chair.

"Well, let's test the whore out," the mystery woman says as she tugs off her jeans to the dirty briefs underneath. She looks and smells like she just came from a Sturgess Event. and her disrobing unveils even more tattoos on her limbs: tribal patterns, barbed wire, skulls, smoke, bullets... all in various stages of ink.

“She’s all yours,” Miss Danvers says, filling me with absolute dread.

To my absolute horror, she throws my leash to our guest. The woman catches it with ease and licks her lips. "Git over here, faggot," she says.

The word makes my chest hot and my dick ache. She pulls the leash hard, forcing me to spin and crawl towards her. The Stranger takes a seat on a matching chair opposite Miss Danvers and I slink between her graffitied legs. I cower before her, eyes fixated on the gargantuan swell at the front of her soggy briefs. She pulls my attention to her eyes with a rough hand.

"My, my…” she purrs. “You're a pretty lil girl, aren't you?"

She strokes my face with a long, thick yet delicate finger before sticking her thumb in my mouth. I wrap my lips around it, fellating it slowly, letting her push deeper if she wants. I coil my tongue around her digit, savoring her taste as she plays with it.

"Ooohh. She is a nice one," The Stranger says.

She pulls her thumb from my mouth and strokes it over my lips. “You got a sweet little tongue to match those cocksucking skills.”

I nod weakly.

My God. How much had she seen? How long had she been there watching Miss Danvers pummel my face? I realize it doesn't matter. I’m just some sissy slave. I'm a lowly, cocksucking faggot. I'm a girl, good for nothing but sexual pleasure. I'm a bitch, made to be abused and degraded. A whore, a sex object, a toy made for my masters amusement.

“Wanna see what I’ve got for you, bitch?” The Stranger says, tracing a finger over the distended bulge in her underwear.

I nod again, still suckling her thumb. She removes her thick digit to aid her other in yanking the front of her briefs down.

“Holy fuck,” I whimper. What looks like an arm spills out and I gasp in shock.

It might be a foot long - and it’s not even hard. It’s an absolute monster, covered in veins and completely hairless. Her balls match: giant, perfectly round orbs of sweaty, nasty sheflesh. It has tattoos on it as well, but it takes me a moment to comprehend the sheer depravity of the thing.

They’re notch marks. Like a ruler. Inch after inch, climbing as they go, tip to stem. I stop counting after twelve. The rest disappear in a wiry tuft of dark, unkempt pubic hair.

"You like?" The Stranger says as she gives her mammoth weapon a few swift tugs. It starts to harden right before my eyes and she taps it against my face. I almost cum right then and there, just from having this bitch smack her meaty cock against my face. I try and kiss it each time it reigns down on me, and let out a moaning squeal when I succeed.

She laughs. "Like a bitch in heat. Open up that mouth and give it a taste, girly."

I open wide and stick my tongue out so she can rest the juicy head of her enormous cock against my tongue. "Do you know what faggots like you are best for?"

I shake my head.

WHAP! She slaps me hard across the face and spits on me. Her loogie hits my cheek and splatters into my right eye. I yelp but it’s immediately drowned out by her fierce and angry tone. "You call me daddy you dumb fuckin’ slut! Now I asked you a fucking question. Do you know what faggot sluts like you are best for?"

Who the hell is this woman? I clutch my cheek and hold back tears. “N-no daddy,” I whimper, feeling her fresh spit sliding down my face.

She smiles down at me. I look up at her evil, twisted smile. She's an abuser. Just like Miss Danvers. She's cruel and evil, and here I am, dressed like a pornstar, on my hands and knees, wearing a leash, and calling her daddy. A few weeks ago I was a man, and now I'm a feminized open-mouthed bitch, drooling as I await my next orders. Part of me wants to run. Part of me wants to tell them I'm done, put my clothes on, and drive to the nearest police station.

I think about getting a respectable 9-5 job, paying my taxes, living in a small apartment. I think about a life without giant girlcocks, spit and cum. I think about getting a girlfriend, starting a family, Thanksgiving, Christmas, and every other holiday where relatives clash and be merry.

But then I twirl my pierced tongue around the head of her gorgeous, smelly cock.

No. Fuck no. I'd rather be here. On my knees for this woman I literally just met. For Miss Danvers. She may be mean and rude and cruel. She may treat me like nothing more than an object. But she, for reasons beyond my comprehension, takes all my worries away. When I'm here, between a pair of knees, my whole responsibility no, my whole WORLD, is the cock in front of me. Nothing else matters. And because of that, because cock takes away all the crushing worries of the world, I'll worship anyone who will use me.

But then… the unthinkable.

"Faggots like you make the best urinals," The Stranger says.

Then, a stream of hot piss explodes from her cock and into my mouth. It fills my gullet instantly, spilling out the sides and onto the warm stone. I retch, spitting up what was first inhaled and turning away in disgust. She continues on, laughing while I serve as a dressed-up-urinal for her. The Stranger douses me, emptying her bladder over my head, hair and body.

But I let it happen.

I don’t scream or protest. I don’t run or scramble out from under her stream. I just sit there and take it. Sit there and get pissed on amidst two laughing witches.

All thoughts of defiance are gone, and this moment is the last surrender of my pride.

She wipes the last dribbles of urine across my face. "Now, what do ya' want faggot?"

I bite my lip and look back up at her, "I want to suck your cock, daddy." I moan and pout, begging her to let me give head like the lowest, most disgraceful whore I can imagine. “Please?”

The Stranger smiles. "Show me what you can do, bitch."

I get to work with eager enthusiasm. Never breaking eye contact, I slurp her meaty weapon  halfway down, while licking all the way, making sure to rub the tongue stud along the underside of her shaft. I twirl my head and create suction with my lips, making a tight wet hole for her. I watch as her eyes close and her head rolls.

She grips my head and puurs, "Mmm, a well trained whore!" She gropes my ass and I can feel her fingers dance against my smooth, oiled cheeks. I suck more vigorously, taking more of the dick into my mouth, swirling my tongue, and moaning so she can feel the vibrations against her thick rod. I let drool spill from my lips, coating her shaft and balls with a layer of saliva.

"Yeah! Suck that dick, slut. Take it alllll the way down your throat you little leashed faggot."

I suck more eagerly, hoping she's pleased with my efforts, praying that she's not going to force the whole cock down my throat. Suddenly I feel a pull against the leash and my face is yanked off her cock. With one hand tugging the leash taut, she grips my chin.

"Tell daddy what you want."

"Your cock," I sputter.

"Oh yeah? Beg me for it then."

"Please, daddy. Please, let me have your cock."

"Open wide," she says, slackening the leash. I open my mouth and she sinks down my throat. There's still a long way to go but the angle is perfect. Her free hand finds a braid and pulls me deeper. "You ain't going anywhere, bitch. You’re either gonna choke to death or learn to take this whole dick today."

"GAWK!" I scream. She’s big. Really big. Longer and thicker than Miss Danvers. My eyes grow cloudy with tears. My stomach convulses. I taste acid bile in the back of my throat. There’s another pull. "GLUCK!" I cry again. My legs kick and I dig my nails into her thighs.

"Dumb bitch," she grunts. "I said take it tall!" The Stranger pushes harder against my face. Spit and mucus explode from my nose. My eyes roll into the back of my head and my world goes blank. I feel the cock deep in my throat, maybe in my lungs. She rocks her hips back and thrusts deeper. I start going limp, feeling myself impaled on the might of her giant girlcock.

The Stranger thrusts again. I can't tell where her groin ends and my face begins as she plunges her cock deeper into my gullet. I can't see anything. I feel the air leaving and I hear myself being mocked, but I can't understand the words. I scream, desperate for air, but my cries are muffled by the foot-long dirty cock down my throat.

I can feel my soul slipping away. My eyes roll over white and flutter closed. Her grip is like a vice. There is no escape. This was it. She was right. It was either take all of her or suffocate. And my body was choosing the latter.

Finally, as if God himself came down to unclog my ears, two words were spoken.

"Good bitch!" The Stranger says, releasing my head. I fall back crying and shaking. I gag and retch, spitting up Miss Danver’s cum from earlier. I try to get up onto my hands and knees but I convulse and spew more semen again.

I hear her laughing. She and Miss Danvers chortle and giggle but their words are lost somewhere in the cloudy ether of my psyche. It’s like I’m underwater trying to hear two people whisper on dry land.

Once more I’m ripped from my reverie by The Stranger’s stern and powerful grip. She yanks on my leash and pulls me close to her groin with her other hand. "Read it!” She growls.

I blink rapidly, trying to clear the saliva from my gaze. I can hear her words but don’t yet fully understand them, “Read my fuckin’ tattoo, bitch!"

Sure enough, there was a tattoo made from thick black letters on her pelvis. She had hiked up her wife beater, and it was now on full display. I looked at the words, having to take a moment just to remember how to read.

“Bitch breaker,” I mutter through the mess of spit in my eyes.

"That's right, slut. Bitch breaker. And that's what I intend to do today. Break a bitch."

The Stranger spins me around and shoves my face into the puddle of cum I had just spit up. "And you can start by cleaning up your mess," she shouts.

Shakily I move to the reused semen. It’s still hot, cooking on the stone that encircles Miss Danvers pool. My makeup is smeared across my face, with black tears running down my cheeks. I'm dizzy from lack of oxygen but my cock is rock hard inside my single piece of clothing.

Suddenly, there’s a foot on the back of my head and The Stranger pushes my face into the puddle of cum. "I said clean your fucking mess you dumb whore."

I open my mouth as she pushes me down. My cheek is mashed against the warm ground and wet semen. I lap up what I can while she laughs and calls me a slut.

"Naaasty! Heh, she'll make a good whore," The Stranger says.

"Got to fully break her in first," Miss Danver coos. They smile at one another. Their chemistry is something otherworldly, like two halves of a whole. They could probably communicate telepathically with one another but instead choose to spout their vile obscenities out for the world to hear.

"Oh, don't worry. That comes next!" The Stranger laughs.

“That’s why you're here, my love.” Miss Danvers replies.

When my mess is cleaned I finally take a moment and look up at Miss Danvers. She’s fully erect again, stroking her fat, throbbing cock and spread eagle on the lip of her chair. She licks her lips and cups one of her breasts when we lock eyes.

“Bet you’re wondering who she is, hmm?” Miss Danvers asks me condescendingly.

My worried look is all the answer she needs.

“Well too fucking bad, slut. Not get back to sucking that dick!” Miss Danvers smiles.

Once more I'm yanked up by my leash so that the enormous bitch breaker is dangling in front of my face. "Didn’t you hear her? Give it a kiss, bitch" The Stranger says. I kiss the tip of her mammoth dick and an involuntary shudder passes through my body. I don't have much time to consider it as she yanks back on my leash and forcefully opens my mouth by the chin. When my hole is wide enough, she aligns her monster phallus and sinks back inside.

Not even halfway and she begins to fuck, pumping her thick piece inside me.

"Gluck, gluck, gluck." The Stranger pummels my throat, jack hammering downward like a battering ram.

My thoughts go blank as my mouth: once the mouth of an adult male, once the mouth of a college student, the mouth of an informed citizen, the mouth of a man debating careers... is used as an obscene fuck hole.

"Gluck, gluck, gluck." The assault continues. I have no thoughts. My body may as well be made of rubber. I melt into the warm embrace of being a brainless cock slut, a stupid bimbo devoid of reason or opinion, good for nothing except pleasuring superior creatures.

There’s movement behind me. I try to crane my neck but The Stranger has a hold of me, pistoning her wet length down my throat.

"Time to lose your virginity, slut," I hear Miss Danvers say. My owner. My master. My mistress. I stupidly think about how I already lost my virginity to Stacy Peterson Junior year of high school. My first and only girlfriend who broke up with me the next day for having a tiny ‘needle dick’.  Then I feel Miss Danvers pull my ass apart. My hole winks, trying to eat the tiny string of the thong’s back.

I hear Miss Danvers gather a mouthful of saliva then spit it hard onto my hole. It’s warm and wet and slimy. Then, without even moving the thong aside, I feel her place her hot, steely dick against my asshole. I come back to my senses and claw at The Stranger's inked thighs, desperate to get away. I kick my legs, suddenly full of regret, suddenly ready to fight back against this humiliation.

She’s too big. She is way too big. There’s no way it will fit.

"Too late for all that," The Stranger says. She pulls her mighty dick from my throat and smears globs of spit across my eyes. "I wanna see your face when she does it," she says. She pulls me by the collar so that I'm looking into her eyes.

I obey, feeling Miss Danvers mount me, her cock poised at my little exit.

Miss Danvers grips my hair, tells me to be a good girl, and sinks her hot girlcock into my folds. Immediately and forcefully she breaks my rings, shoving the full length of her fat weapon to the hilt. I scream and tears quickly roll.

"MMM, FUCK!” Miss Danvers bellows. “Take it! Take it all my little slut!"

She bores into my bubbly butt, sinking fast until I can feel her hefty balls against mine. Once she’s lodged within she doesn’t wait. Doesn’t give me a single moment to prepare. Doesn’t give my insides time to align to the invader. Instead she swiftly begins pounding against me as I scream and spurt out gibberish. The Stranger watches my face, laughing and jeering as I cry out from the anal ravaging.

Miss Danvers uses a free hand and slaps my ass. A fistful of my hair is still in her clutches and she pulls my head back to hiss into my ear, "Twerk that ass you little bitch. Twerk for your fucking master."

I hesitate. Not because I don’t want to but because I physically can’t. I heard the words, the command, but my bones are jello. My muscles are shredded. I’m lightheaded and woozy. I can’t see anything except for The Stranger’s giant ‘Bitch Breaker’.

Whimpering, still being violently pummeled, I slowly rock my hips backwards and forwards, feeling my owner's cock slide in deeper and then slightly out. I moan. "Little girl's starting to like it.” The Stranger growls. “That's it faggot, back your ass up on her cock."

I'm imprisoned inside the bliss of ownership, the true power of a woman’s cock to destroy my manhood. I push my hands into the floor, desperate to get leverage to throw my ass back harder against my master's glorious beast.

"That's it, slut. Fuck that dick." Miss Danvers slaps my ass again.

Purpose returns. My thoughts focus. I hone in on what is now all-too natural. I open my mouth to take the Bitch Breaker back between my lips. What a sight I must have been, groggy and nearly blind, trying to find her hot meat with my mouth. Just when my lips find it though, she pushes me away and laughs.

“Nuh uh, you little cocksucker!” The Stranger says.

I whimper again, still fucking myself on Miss Danvers glorious staff. The Stranger rolls backward, lifting her legs in the air and pulling my head to her asshole. "You got a different job now, whore." She adjusts further my mouth situates at her hole. It's pink and hairless. "This is where sluts like you belong."

My master thrusts harder into my ass. She ruts me with magnificent, powerful thrusts. My tongue laps at the other woman's ass crack. The Strangers ass is a tantalizing mix of sex and musk. Her taste drives me wild. She clutches my head with either hand, cramming my tongue inside her. When she’s had enough she rolls forward again, cramming her hot length back into my battered throat. This is where I belong. A pathetic spit roasted whore.

Miss Danvers pounds away. I can feel her wet balls slapping mine and her hot sweat dripping onto my back. My heels ‘click’ and ‘clack’ on the ground, the only other sound other than two cocks sawing in and out of my body.

Suddenly a hot, wet, filling sensation fires through me. Miss Danvers clamps down on my love handles and groans. She slams in deep, rooting her stem into my bowels. I feel her tremendous cock swell and I realize she’s cumming inside me. She hisses, gripping tighter as her balls empty. I cum along with her, shuddering and moaning. The Stranger chuckles as my body tenses, then goes slack.

“Good slut,” Miss Danvers purrs as she pulls out. She leaves my guts and I can feel the warm air on my colon. Her seed gushes out, pouring down my taint and splattering on the stone. I groan again, a gurgling mess of vowels that send bubbles of spit around the Bitch Breaker.

The Stranger jeers again, yanking me off her cock by a braid.

I gasp as I collapse. The ground is warm from the afternoon sun. She and Miss Danvers stand over me, their cocks dripping and their mouths curved in smiles.

“Broken in yet?” Miss Danvers asks her endowed lover.

The Stranger chuckles, “nah. Not yet.”

She can’t be serious… I think. I can hardly move let alone stand, crouch or kneel.

But undeterred, The Stranger moved behind me. She lifts one leg and I feel more cum ooze out from my anus. But my spigot is swiftly plugged by the fat head of Bitch Breaker.

“Mmm, fuck yeah. I love sloppy seconds.” The Stranger says.

If I said words, I don’t remember. But if someone told me I screamed like a thirsty whore I would believe you. Even loosened by Miss Danvers' beautiful cock, Bitch Breaker still found resistance sinking it. Lubricated with cum and spit, it was still a baseball bat of thick, veiny muscle.

The Stranger groaned as she sank inside me. I could feel every bump, vein and nodule. She tore me open, feverishly pushing and rearranging my once pristine tunnel. I couldn’t breathe as she ground into me. Any air was caught in my throat as she pinned me down, pulled my leg into the air and rooted her skyscraper of cock inside my swollen, puffy hole.

My first gasp for air came later. What felt like minutes after she hilted inside, and her mighty balls crashed against my thigh. “Like that fuckin’ cock, bitch?”

I groaned in reply.

She pulled out slightly then SLAMMED back in with a wet SMACK!

“I said you like this cock, hoe?!” She growled again.

“Y-Yes!!” I cried, half-blathering.

She smiled, took a deep breath and said, “that’sa good girl. I know you do.”

What followed was a swift and violent defilement. The Stranger assaulted me like a prisoner in a jailhouse shower. No ceremony, no love, no passion, just a hard, raw, visceral rape brought forth from a timber treetrunk of hot, seething muscle. My body wasn’t ready. It clawed at the tile and stone of the pool. It wailed and muled as it was rutted. I lost all control over every atom holding me together. Nerve-endings I never knew existed fired and sparked. For what felt like hours I was literally re-wired, root-to-stem by a sasquatch-sized hunk of flesh that was aptly named.

Miss Danvers watched throughout. I would occasionally see her, when my vision cleared and when my face wasn’t mashed down into the stone, sipping her drink or smoking a thin cigarette.

Meanwhile The Stranger gouged me, remolded me, and fucked me into oblivion.

It was hell until I went numb. When the pain finally subsided and I just felt the hard, heavy slapping against my backside. She was caked in sweat. We were now two writhing bodies, heaving and smacking against one another. The gel in her hair had long since been washed away by gallons of sweat, now fallen into wet locks over her face.

Soon I could feel her cock and balls throb, but when her gasps quickened and heightened, she grabbed my boy parts in one firm squeeze. I yelped as she closed down tighter. I thought she was going to pop my useless dick and balls like grapes. She pinched them in the palm of her mighty grip, and fucking SQUEEZED.

I screamed in retaliation, balling as she tightened her grip and squeezed harder and harder and HARDER as she jack hammered me.

“No, bitch!” She hissed, running me through. She had my leg over her shoulder now, long-dicking me with feverish, virile strokes. “You’re not cumming again until I do. Hear me? You can’t cum till I drown you in my fuckin babies!”

I watched her muscles tense. Her arms bulged. She was an animal. Veins popped and sweat flowed, all the while she crushed my tiny grapes in a powerful, superhuman grip. I watched helplessly as her inches vanished and reappeared. The numbers on her ruler tattoo were a blur. Wet, carnal SMACKS pilfered the steamy, summer air.

Tongue-wagging, mind blank, eyes white, I moaned. I heaved and muled, cock drunk as the Bitch Breaker, true to its name, rewired my brain. My colon would never be the same. I would never be the same. No cock would ever satisfy me like this one, but now I would devote my life to fill the void it left in me. I would suck and fuck every last dick to sate the need Bitch Breaker was instilling in me, no matter the consequences.

Finally the choking burst of semen came. The Stranger thrusted deep and howled, firing a crushing tidal wave of torrential cum deep inside my stomach. It felt like she had a straight express lane straight through my intestines, rerouted by Bitch Breaker.

I screamed as she filled me and convulsed as I came, spewing through my panties despite her iron-grip. I felt like I was going to burst from inside, even noticing my once flat belly protruding slightly from her deluge. I was pregnant with a Strangers seed, broken by Bitch Breaker, covered in sweat and cum and spit and piss… and I couldn’t have been fucking happier.

Her meaty fuckpole slid out of me with another awesome, wet, SLURPING belch, allowing pints of hot spunk to spill out onto the hot, sun-scorched tile. I was powerless to stop it. I could feel my gaping asshole attempting and failing repeatedly to keep her contents within. So I just laid there, limp and thoroughly used.

Out of air and out of my mind, I watched as the Stranger stood, her cock still oozing white semen. Then she gave the amused Miss Danvers a peck on her cheek, collected her things and left without so much as a word.

I must have passed out. Because the next thing I knew it was night and I was staring up at a star-filled sky. I coughed and choked but all I could taste was cum. I almost thought what had occured was a dream until five figures encircled me, blotting out my view of space.

Their massive cocks came next, dangling around me, swollen and monstrous. Five thick and heaving poles needing my attention. Miss Danvers sat perched on her recliner, drink in hand, with a slight and timid boy beside her. He looked like me, only pale, with shorter hair. He was dressed in nothing by a tiny blue thong that showed off his plump rear end.

But who he was wasn’t important now, Miss Danvers said.

I had five beautiful, meaty cocks to address.

And I best not keep them waiting.

THE END


Splitting Blonde Hairs

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

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

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

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

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

This time, he doesn’t look away.

It's fate, then.

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

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

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

Time to put him out of his misery.

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

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

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

They won’t get the chance.

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

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

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

The poor thing is blushing like crazy.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

He looks confused at first.

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

Finally, he nods.

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

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

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

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

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

That's more like it.

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

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

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

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

"That’s because it is." I smile.

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

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

He swallows hard, squeezing my pack of hot meat.

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

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

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

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

Not for long though.

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

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

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

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

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

He nods, “uh huh!”

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

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

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

He screams.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Oh? First time?” I say with a smile.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"I want it." He whimpers.

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

"I want... your cock."

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

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

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

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

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

This poor thing is about to get ruined.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Ready to get fucked?" I say.

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

That's all I need to hear.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Blondie is going to feel this in the morning.

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

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

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

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

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

He's mine now. I’ve claimed him.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Maybe."

Blondie shuffles awkwardly, trying to close the distance.

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

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

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

THE END


Sandy and the Shemales

Sandy's foggy mind quickly registered that someone was tonguing his ass. He wasn’t sure where he was or who was vigorously rimming him, but in that split-second he didn’t care.

He laid there for a moment, trying to recall the night before, but it was all a blank. It was some sort of party, that he knew. But what for? A friend? A client? It was too hard to focus. The gnawing pain in his head was unreal.

The hungry, wet muscle pushed its way deeper inside him, and the ticklish feeling finally forced Sandy to slowly open his eyes. Immediately he was blinded by sunlight cutting through the dark room's windows. At first he couldn't see anything, but gradually his eyes got used to the stinging brightness and he started recalling where he was and just what the fuck was going on.

"Hey, I think the lil' faggot is finally awake!" a husky female voice said from somewhere in the room. It had a cocky tone to it, the way a bully might mock their prey.

Sandy put more effort in turning his hungover head towards the stranger. And while it took a moment for his hazy vision to focus, the figure soon became clear. She was a muscular, statuesque Amazon with massive tits and devilishly red hair, whose religious devotion to fitness was clearly visible. The woman was completely naked, standing a few feet away with what looked like a baseball bat hanging between her legs. She stood as if ready to pounce, flexing all her muscles as if mere moments later she might charge into a gladiatorial arena. Her veiny, sizeable dick and smooth, nearly orange-sized balls were unashamedly swinging between the buff she-stud's swole thighs.

After a minute of staring Sandy recognized her and vaguely remembered her name..

“Amber?” He said.

“April,” she replied, “that’s Amber.” She pointed across the room where another stunning, chiseled specimen was standing. They weren’t quite twins, but the two sisters' beauty was truly unparalleled.

“Morning cupcake,” April continued, flexing her cock to make it jump. Around her, Sandy saw a few other ‘women’ around the same age, literally each one of them an outrageously hot, exemplary Amazon ideal, with only a couple wearing skimpy panties or jockstraps, the rest were likewise stark naked. Same as April, they were also waiting poised to attack, each towering six feet or taller, covered in sweat like her.

"And a good morning to you too, ladies," Sandy said towards the crowd with a coy smirk. Now he remembered where he was, and his smile grew wider as it all sank in. Yup, he was still in the luxurious, top floor penthouse suite reserved for last night's party.

A few of them smiled. A few others coughed out a ‘hey slut’ or ‘bitch’ or ‘faggot’ derivitive as a reply. Only a small handful referred to him as Sandy. Of course that wasn’t his real name. It was merely a well placed moniker he acquired due to his ‘sandy’ blonde hair, sparse freckles on his cheeks and Californian look. But the boy adored it all the same, just as with any other derogatory label.

The room was in total disarray, and the air was filled with the telltale smell of sweat and cum. Sandy knew that mixture all too well. There was quite a lot of furniture, but almost all of the chairs and sofas and tables were overturned and shuffled about in total chaos. The floor, and every other available surface, was covered with half-empty cans and bottles, scattered pieces of clothing, ecstasy tabs, remnant trails of cocaine, dildos and lubricants. After a closer look, Sandy also saw condoms strewn about: pulled over beer bottle necks, in cups of liquor, oozing out over the floor from being stepped on, and draped over light fixtures as if they were fuckin' Christmas lights. There were dozens upon dozens of red plastic cups, liquor bottles, as well as whole beer kegs. Discarded lingerie and cum-stained panties were hanging from handles, lamps, and posts. A two foot long, double ended dildo was lying on the couch across the room, still slick with whatever bodily fluids the rubber hadn’t absorbed.

Most notably though, were the beautiful, powerful naked or semi-naked bodies all around him,  of hot, busty, athletic trans women, each of them drunk and/or high and staring at Sandy as he laid face up on the bed. He was totally nude save for some torn knee high stockings and a tight black choker around his neck. He had worn a bra and panties when he arrived, hidden under a trench coat, but all those articles were long gone.

"Rise and shine, sleeping beauty! Get the fuck up already!" said a tall, black woman wearing a  tight wife-beater and a bulging, black thong.

Her name, as Sandy recalled, was Mia, and she approached him with a small, lit joint and a mouthful of churning white smoke that she nonchalantly blew into his face. The tiny shirt did little to conceal her fat DD tits that strained the fabric or her sculpted, gym-built abs. The thong was pulled so low below her deeply cut V-lines that the woman's jet-black pubes stuck out above the waistline. The sizable bulge was clearly visible in the underwear, and her meaty girlcock was growing at the sight of the young boy sprawled out before her.

“Here you go ya little faggot,” Mia purred, clamping her lush, plump lips down onto Sandy’s mouth to shotgun the rest of the smoke into his tiny lungs. Yet just as their seemingly sensual kiss ended Mia swung her head up and glared at the woman who was currently, and had been, eating Sandy out. "And gurl, please! Stop eatin’ dat ass already, you lil’ skank! There must be, like, a hundred loads up in dat pussy!"

It finally re-dawned on Sandy that he was being rimmed. He was so fucked up from last night that he nearly forgot how his smooth, coltish legs were raised wide above him and that his plump ass was held in the air by a beautiful brunette below Sandy's hairless crotch. Her hypnotizing, sinister brown eyes were stealing glances up at him every few seconds. The woman eating him, Veronica, was feverishly lapping at Sandy's butthole, seemingly trying to suck out as much of her and her friends' cum as it was possible. The voluptuous Amazon's actions were causing loud slurping sounds, interrupted only by a quick, occasional gasp for air. The warm waves of pleasure pulsating from Sandy's boy-bum were filtering through his small body, still weak and fragile after the undoubtedly perverted, dickgirl-charged debauchery of the previous night.

Veronica Petracova was the Alpha of Alpha’s, queen of this particular pack of hungry trans predators. Standing just over six feet tall, Veronica's uncanningly sexy allure was infinitely mesmerizing. It was as if the twenty-something babe had just stepped out of the cover of some European high-fashion magazine, with sultry, hazel eyes, a perfect smile, unblemished, smooth complexion, sharp cheekbones, button nose and delicate jaw. All that coupled with immaculate definition of her ideally-proportioned, buxom, almost fat-free, hot-as-fuck body truly made her look like a Greek goddess on fucking steroids.

"Bedies Veronica, bet you'll have to fuckin' pay him for this. He's only paid for the night," Mia said as he gave the brown-eyed vixen, who was still busily munching on Sandy's sloppy pussy, another stern look.

"Mmm... nah, let her have her breakfast,” Sandy uncoiled like a waking cat. His speech occasionally impeded by the wet and writhing muscle in his asshole. “Mmm... it's on the house. Besides, ooohhh... it's all your cum, right? And I can't... exactly... oh! Go home, fuck... while it leaks down my legs, now can I?"

Sandy giggled in a cute way, simultaneously trying to control his moans caused by Veronica’s long tongue deep inside his wet, puffed up asshole. He was still feeling quite drowsy, even though he was also starting to feel the aching numbness throughout his body – a reminder of the wild party, no doubt. Even the sensation of being eaten out by a gorgeous dickgirl couldn't possibly relieve the pain in the small boy's tired, worn out limbs.

Veronica, the stunning, ample bodied, Amazonian queen, rose from between the boy's sluttily spread ass cheeks, her chin smeared with remnants of cum and saliva. Her tits were enormous, standing proud on her chest with only the slightest, gravity induced sagging - that slight imperfection to make you wonder if they were real or not. They matched her soft, olive tan skin and were of course blemish free. She was the absolute pinnacle of beauty, built for sin.

"Fuck, that’s a sweet ass!" Veronica, who was completely nude, snickered then went to grab her smartphone from a nearby table. Sandy noticed Veronica's erect, near ten inch dick, a big, heavy, smooth ball sack just below and after the gorgeous, lithe Amazon turned around – her curvy, bubbly, mouthwatering ass.

Veronica was back in a flash, phone in hand, and immediately started filming Sandy; the boy's pale little body obscenely spread on the once-white, cum-stained sheets, surrounded by half-empty vodka bottles and used condoms.

“Smile for the camera, bitch. I’m gonna make you famous!”

Sandy was an eighteen year old boy with curls of platinum blonde hair surrounding his delicate, cherubic face. His big, beautiful eyes were bluish-greenish depending on the light, and there was always a wide, cheerful smile on his sweet, sexy lips. He was 4'5" tall and weighed about eighty pounds, so he looked a bit younger than his real age. Sandy's skin was pale white, flawless, and of course, perfectly smooth. He naturally didn't grow much body hair, though a few months prior, his first pubes began spurting above his boyish dicklet. Neither Sandy nor his customers could have any of that, so the same day they began appearing, the boy started removing them vigorously, making sure to secure his innocent, preteen looks for as long as it was possible.

Sandy's smooth crotch treasured a pathetic yet circumcised cock, a mere three inches long when standing at full mast with a smooth, tight sack. Sandy could only barely produce real cum. Not the normal, thick and semen-filled batter used to procreate, but instead a thin, slippery fluid more akin to pussy juice.

His body was almost fat-free except for his ass, the rest was nicely toned and delicately muscled thanks to swimming and various other physical activities. The young boy was also a regular gym-goer, which always made quite the impression on men in the lifting area or the lockers. Sandy, however, became a gym bunny not only to stay in shape, but above all to inebriate in that pungent, sexualy-charged atmosphere of eager, semi-lewd, raw masculinity prevalent in most good gyms. Amidst all that cut muscle flexing and pumping and then at all those long, luscious, dangling dicks in the lockers was his main attraction, of course.

Quite shamelessly, Sandy loved showing off his hot, feminine body in seemingly innocent ways, especially in his gym or the school locker rooms. Most of the time he made sure to wear his sexy split-side shorts outrageously low, put on the tiniest lo-rise briefs or jockstraps and the most revealing, extreme crop, nip-slip tanks... or, alternatively, the tightest compression shirts and pants he could find his size, so his lewd bulge could be displayed in an obscenely visible, flirtatious way inside the form-fitting, athletic garment. Apart from that, the boy allowed himself to sometimes wear t-shirts with inscriptions like: "Keep calm and FUCK!", "Born to FUCK", "Shit happens when you party naked", "Party n' Play", and "Who needs tits when you have an ass like this?" Yes, the blonde femboy made many new friends at the gym, mostly with muscle-worshipping men ranging from twenty to sixty.

These same men that he teased were generally his typical clients as well, such was his love for big cocks. But when he was approached with an offer to ‘entertain’ ten plus well-hung trans women for a night long party, how could he refuse?

Amidst his newest and now favorite slew of customers, Sandy lifted his pert, plushy ass so Veronica could have a better view. The teen’s bubbly butt was round and squishy, meticulously crafted since the boy paid such special attention to its development and worked hard for it to look as fuckable as humanly possible. The mouthwatering pale buttocks hid his most cherished treasure, a pinkish rosebud leading the way to the boy's velvety love tunnel. It was usually tight and a healthy pink, a tiny little starfish ripe for abuse. But now, in that demolished hotel room, it was a gaping, red, thoroughly used and ravaged fuckhole.

The teen had spent the previous night serving as a dedicated sex toy for a whole clique of drunk, hung, deliriously horny dickgirls, all at the very top of their animalistic sexual prime. The devious women came up with the idea of ordering a young teen boy to brutally gang fuck for a birthday party, a ‘no strings attached’ companion for the entire lot of them to enjoy. Most of the women had boytoys of their own, but tonight was a special occasion, and each of them yearned for release and domination after a night of partying. Sandy, among a handful of other femboy options, had agreed to be their willing and eager participant. To many of the girls’ surprise, they were quite shocked how little Sandy’s asshole was able to be repeatedly pulverized with such reckless and repeated abandon. Truly, the mysterious black business card with just a telephone number printed on it had been a godsend for their party.

“C’mon you little whore, do something slutty for the camera!” Veronica commanded.

Sandy, still drunk and horny as fuck, obeyed and slowly reached down towards his well-fucked ass with both hands, sliding down either thigh with slow, meticulous grace. When he reached his bum his fingers slithered to his gaping anus and, with complete ease, stuck two of his fingers on either hand inside the sloppy, hungry boyhole. With a sharp gasp he toiled them around inside and after a short while they came out glazed with the remnants of the party – fuck knows how many loads of tasty dickgirl cum, long since deposited deep inside his young bowels. As he reopened his cunt, the sweet, potent, pungent odor of their sex once more filled the air.

Still spread eagle for the camera, Sandy lifted his hands, stuck out his little pink tongue, and started to sensually lick the contents of his own pussy off his digits, making slutty, yummy "mmmm!!!" sounds. It was as if he was having the best treat ever, all the while looking at Veronica and her phone. Was she filming? Live streaming? Showing a friend? It didn’t matter. He was giving her and whoever may watch that video a delicious lewd show, as requested.

"Oh my God! This little fuckin' little whore was worth every penny," Veronica chuckled, staring at the screen of her phone and slowly stroking her throbbing, distended cock.

“Mmm, I sure am.” Sandy squealed.

Some of the other girls, who had noticed what was happening between Sandy and Veronica, had taken notice of what they were doing and started forming a group around them. Most of them were still naked – while others still wore lingerie or pieces of clubbing attire. Each of them were sculpted with ridiculous, model-esque proportions, their huge dicks a marvelous vision of unparalleled beauty for all to marvel at, matched only by their grandiose, silicone breasts.

Most of them were strippers or dancers. Many from the popular dance and strip club, Transcendence. They were each tall and had a physique typical for the industry they served, but each and every one was an extremely fit, dominant, gorgeous specimen of oversexed, hormone-fueled, feminine beauty.

Soon a group of eight horny dickgirls had surrounded little Sandy, Veronica and Mia. The promiscuous boy looked around at each of them, giving every member a smile of their own,  then reached again into his gaping asshole. This time with only one hand, but this time all five of his fingers dove into the leaking orifice, twisting and turning inside. The sight left the endowed Amazon’s speechless. Though they had fucked Sandy multiple times in dozen of ways throughout the evening, they were still so fucking turned on by the stunningly beautiful blonde boy as if they were seeing him for the first time in their lives. The women were either groping themselves through their skimpy underwear, or openly stroking their long, enticing cocks, oblivious to anything else but the slutty, teenage bitch who was practically fisting himself in an obscene pose before their hungry eyes.

Sandy pulled his fingers out of his hot, swollen, bubbly ass. This time, a gush of milk-white cum poured out onto the damp sheets, quickly forming a small pool of not so fresh, but still tasty she-nectar beneath his adolescent buttocks. His pussy looked like it was breathing, desperately trying to close itself.

What his fisting had procured was an overstretched and twisted condom. It must have been rammed deep into the little blond cherub. Sandy started giggling in a sweet, boyish way as he lifted the soaked, used rubber above his cute, innocent face. Little drops of pearly cum dribbled onto his forehead and flushed cheeks. The crowd was awestruck and Veronica never stopped filming as bright eyed little Sandy spread his pink lips and opened his cocksucker. When the condom rose to his face, he flipped and squeezed it, dumping its thick, creamy contents into his outstretched tongue. It was an obscene deluge of semen, crafted notoriously by one of any of the trans women’s thick, round baby making balls.

When the sleeve was finally empty and the show finally over, Sandy swallowed with a loud, audible ‘GULP’ and smiled brightly, his perfect white teeth glowing with seed.

"How was that?" Sandy asked, looking at each of the hung beauties. “Slutty enough for ya?”

Veronica smiled, stepped forward, and tossed her smartphone onto the cum-stained bed sheets next to Sandy's nude, teen body. The dickgirl stripper was slowly stroking her fat nine inch dick with both her hands now, greasing her pole for the coming assault. She was using the leaking clear girl-honey to smear her long, hard-as-fuck shaft all over, making it slimy and slippery. Pre-cum was dripping onto the horny woman’s heavy ballsack, coating the smooth pouch and scattering to the floor. Her luscious, blood-engorged prick was red and swollen, but at the same time it was literally twitching to plow Sandy’s wrecked cunt.

"Alright, bitch. You asked for it".Veronica hissed.

The girls had spent the whole night fucking, sucking, licking and rimming the blonde teen. Most of them only had a couple of hours of sleep, if any at all. Some of them were still cross-faded. Others were tired and hungover, but every single woman in the room gladly welcomed yet another opportunity to watch some quality ass fucking, especially since they themselves didn't have to do anything more than just stare, jerk off and record the hot action with smartphones of their own.

Veronica's enormous fuck-stick, painfully hard, tantalizing in its menacing beauty and leaking girl-honey, was pointing directly at Sandy. The air was sultry; it was causing everyone to sweat and breathe like hungry pigs. Shed panties, shorts, and thongs were lying around the boys' ankles. A few of the women were jacking their horny comrades next to them, spattering the pre-cum dripping from their huge dicks onto the floor and each other. Nobody cared about picking up empty beer bottles, righting the furniture up again or sweeping the coke off the counters anymore. Instead, they were watching a little blonde boy’s gaping cunt about to get expertly fucked by their queen.

Sandy emptied the remnants from the latex condom he pulled out of his own messy twat then squeezed what was left onto his tongue for good measure. When he was sure there was no juice left, he spat the used rubber out onto the dirty floor.

The boy's little hard cock was splayed across his delicate abs, leaking steadily and covering his small chest with its gooey cream. Sandy knew exactly what he was doing. He felt like being fucked one last time by one of those lusciously hot, massively-muscled women. He was hungover and his sexy little body was aching, but he was also horned up beyond belief. Then he saw that feral look in Veronica's eyes; he immediately knew that nothing could make the horny dickgirl abort her plan to fuck him senseless. Veronica has already caught a whiff of Sandy's intoxicating, boyish scent and was inevitably going to breed him like a fucking bitch.

Still a bit drunk and groggy, Sandy raised his smooth, thin, shapely legs and threw them both over his shoulders, so his cute little feet were lying along his head and his slutty, obscenely gaping ass was on full display for all the older dickgirls to feast upon with their hungry eyes.

"C’mon.” Sandy huffed. “Fuck me like the little slut that I am. Please, I need to feel that fat dick in my ass! I need you to fill me up!" Sandy cried out. The boy's voice hadn't really changed yet; he was still piping like a young girl. Hearing him swear and beg for some serious dick like that sounded absolutely obscene. The women loved it of course, their ripped, smooth, shiny-with-sweat muscles flexing as they were all furiously jacking off. Their breasts rose and fell with each of their deep, throaty breaths, they too covered in a sheen of gleaming sweat.

Sandy stretched out his arms forward and again reached inside his bottomless boyhole. Fingers hooked on the edges of his pucker, trying to widen his puffy, slippery exit to its apex! One could almost see inside his colon.

It was an unmistakable gesture of invitation – Sandy was in a desperate need of some brutal ass-fucking. And for good measure, Sandy licked his lips and grunted, "Fuck me now!"

"Oh my gawd," Veronica smirked. She couldn't take it anymore. The studly trans Amazon jumped like a panther towards the juvenile whore on the bed and grabbed Sandy's petite, folded body on both sides. She aimed her powerful, almost beer can-thick, nine inch cut cock at the eighteen-year-old chute and slammed it hard, straight into the moist tunnel of love, balls deep.

"HOLY FU-MMPH!" The thrust of Veronica's hips was so powerful that it caused Sandy's body to bend in half even more, forcing his leaking cock into his own screaming mouth, muffling the girlish scream.The wide-eyed boy wasted no time and immediately began slurping the delicious goo off his penis.

"Christ, that's hot," mumbled Veronica, seeing how the folded kid beneath her athletic, larger form was sucking at his own dickhead with frenzied abandon. Her own cock: so long, so hard, so solid, was buried deep in the teen's most sacred orifice. Though Sandy had been continuously long-dicked throughout the party, Veronica could still feel some tightness around her fat, meaty shaft. She looked down at her body, her massive tits and musculature shone with glistening sweat and her rippled abs were flexing just above where she plugged into a slutty, sex crazed kid. She could smell the awesome stench of cum and sweet sweat on herself and all the sexy dickgirl Amazon’s surrounding her and her fuck toy.

"Fuck, where do little faggots like this come from?" Veronica grunted as she bottomed out.

The exotic she-stud's muscular, bubble butt tightened as Veronica pulled out a bit, only to stuff Sandy's sloshy insides with her succulent cock in another heaving, expert thrust. Her smooth, sweaty balls jostled and slammed hard against the pale boy-flesh. As Veronica again pulled out, the pressure on Sandy's frame eased, letting the delirious boy's body straighten out enough for his dick to exit his lips, leaving a fresh trail of boy-honey dripping from his lips. The kid shifted a

bit just in time before Veronica's mighty fuck-stick again plunged inside his cavernous cunt. This time Sandy's hard cocklet escaped the catch of his open mouth, affording him time to mumble in feverish lust.

"Ohhh fuuuck!!! ...Fuck my pussy... That’s it... oh, please... Fuck me hard! Like that... oh yeah, just like that... Fuck my faggot pussy! Mmm... Harder! Yeah, fuck me like a girl!"

In and out, in and out, in and out. The wicked dickgirl sawed her beefy length within the boy, harder and harder with each new thrust. Tears started forming in Sandy's eyes as Veronica’s pace picked up to the extreme, soon fucking him into a rag doll. Sandy was thoroughly smeared with sweat and his own pre-cum. His blonde hair was damp and glued to his forehead. Tongue wagging, he was panting and gasping abruptly, every now and then spitting out obscenities with his girly, high-pitched voice.

Suddenly Veronica lowered herself even more and wantonly forced her aggressive tongue into Sandy's mouth, her steely shaft still buried in the teenage whore's hot cunt. Veronica began to forcefully french kiss Sandy, making loud moaning and slurping noises. The sexy kid beneath her responded in kind, and dueled the glorious muscle with his own. Veronica's sweat was dripping onto Sandy, who in turn could smell the She-Alpha's heavenly odor, but more importantly, he could feel Veronica’s huge, veiny dick buried deep inside his adolescent body. And Sandy loved it.

After a couple of minutes, the horny dickgirl broke their kiss and once again looked at the childish face beneath her, before going into a power fuck mode.

As Veronica began to rapidly fuck his inflamed cunt, Sandy screamed. The sexy Amazon pinned the boy down, heaving into the boy's sticky innards with vicious, long-dicking, power strokes.

The pain caused by the girder-like flesh pole rearranging his insides was matched only by pleasure coming from the exact same sensation. Veronica was rabbit-fucking the little boy in a truly rapacious manner, each time taking her huge schlong almost completely out, only to once again slam her much larger and heavier body against Sandy's petite form. Every time Veronica was pulling out of Sandy's dilated hole, her luscious globes flexed outward, revealing her own beautiful pucker. Night and day was the difference was between her intact, mouthwatering rear entrance, coveted by so many, and Sandy’s busted, leaking hole.

The room was filled with sounds of fapping, flesh slapping against flesh, loud moaning and the incoherent mumblings of an adolescent slut in the grip of ecstatic intercourse. Sandy was trying to feel up Veronica's gorgeous abs, bouncing tits, and those huge, swole thighs, but it wasn't easy because his whole body was shaking to the rhythm of the athletic dickgirl’s rapid fuck-thrusts. He was mumbling incoherently, his high-pitched voice trembling, turning on the talented fuck-machine even more.

"Jesus fuck! Take my fuckin' cock! Take it you lil' faggot slut!" Veronica growled.

The other trans women in the room were filming the hot action and stroking their own hard, feminine pricks with total abandon. More were coming in from other rooms, curious about what the fuck was going on. At one point there were well over ten Amazonian dickgirls present. April and Mia moved onto the bed, positioning themselves so they could spurt their hot jizz onto the boy's delicate face. Saliva was dripping from the teen's gaping mouth, as the long shafts hovered above him, squirming and squealing under the insanely sexy bodies of the swole sex gods towering above his tiny form.

Mia’ cock was huge. At least twelve inches long or bigger. She had her thong pulled to one side so that it hung out the other, her fat balls tucked inside the lacy fabric. As soon as she was on the bed she ran her greasy cock over Sandy’s face, smearing her thick, musky pre-cum.

"Oohh, I think he wants more!" April purred.

“Fuckin’ A,” Mia huffed. “Dis lil’ faggot is insatiable!”

Young Sandy greedily stuck his little pink tongue out to catch the pearly drops of cock-honey from either girl. The pre-cum oozing from the girthy fuck-sticks was already coating his face with a gooey layer.

Then the redhead, April, who had been feverishly stroking her swollen rod pointed her cock right at Sandy’s face and roared.: "Oh, fuck! I'm gonna cum! Eat my load, faggot! Uuuuuunnnngggghhh!!!"

April's sweat-covered balls tightened as her thick cock started spraying Sandy with volley after volley of hot white nectar. Gobs of the musclebound dickgirl's potent jizz landed on the kid's face, neck, chest, in his hair and into his slutty mouth. The thick, tasty essence was splashing all over Sandy, amidst his panting moans of pure, unconditional lust. The sensation of being cummed on prompted his own powerful boygasm, and he too started shooting streams of clear baby-milk, trying to direct as much of it as possible into his own greedy mouth. The orgasm made Sandy squeeze Veronica's love-stick extra tight. The beautiful trans goddess, who was pillaging the ass wriggling under her majestic, athletic physique, time and again hitting the teen’s sensitive G-spot, roared like an animal after she felt the orgasming twink's pussy muscles tighten around her iron shaft, sucking it in even deeper into the young body.

"OH, GOD! FFFUCKIN' CHRISSST! UUUgghhh! Fuck! I'm cumming! Take my fuckin' cum, bitch!!! OOHH, take it you fuckin' faggot sluuuut!!!"

Premium, trans-stud sperm was flooding the teenage cumslut’s bowels, carved out by countless cocks throughout the evening. The other women also started cumming, trying hard to cover the boy's face and firm, smooth body with their delicious, tangy essence. It was a cum bath for the ages. The horny women were all gladly sharing it with their young, very special guest. When one Amazon was finished spilling her nectarous seed on the boy, she was moving aside to make room for the next anticipating her turn. Soon, all the sweat-soaked transexuals were done, and little Sandy was absolutely drenched in white, steamy dickgirl-cum. 

"Oh, fuck," was all each were able to say, repeating the words one after another. Veronica was still buried in the boy, while the others were again grabbing their phones – their fat, dripping dicks wagging between their lean, muscled quads – shooting pics of the now motionless, heavily breathing kid lying on the cum-soaked bed, coated in a thick layer of delicious-looking cream. It looked like someone had taken a bucket of white paint and thrown it over the boy.

"Someone... bring me a bowl, or a glass, or something," Veronica panted, spent, but still hilted in all her naked, sweaty glory. Erin, a twenty something bombshell with short brown hair and sparkling smile, hopped to one of the cluttered coffee tables nearby. In less than no time the naked, busty fitness instructor scanned the filthy surface, crammed with bottles, cans and cups. More colorful condoms, some new but most used, were strewn around among liquor and beer bottles. Spotting what would suffice, she grabbed a glass bowl filled with spiked punch, dumped the contents into the sink and quickly returned to Veronica.

"Here you go," the lean and busty brunette said as she handed Veronica the empty vessel. The Alpha Queen quickly slid the bowl at the foot of the bed, under Sandy's curvaceous ass and his thoroughly-fucked cunt, then began to ever-so-slowly back away from the exhausted, cum-covered teen, pulling her sore, sensitive schlong out of the used slut.

There was a long, wet, ‘SSHHRRLLK!’ as she unsheathed herself. The women all stared in lustful fascination as a fragrant, heavy torrent of semen started gushing from Sandy's abused hole, the flow increasing gradually as Veronica was pulling her beautiful dick further and further out of the boy’s innards.

When the bowl was filled over half way with the liquid goodness, when Veronica's still hard prick left Sandy's insides at last, he gasped. The emptiness in his guts felt unnatural to the boy, all of a sudden not having a dick in him after such a tremendously satisfying fuck made poor Sandy involuntarily whine. He shifted a little, attempting to lift himself off the bed, but to his complete surprise – since his eyes were glued shut with dick snot – something big, bigger and thicker than Veronica's awesome cock, re-entered between his pale, hairless ass, rapidly invading his loose, fucked-out pussy once again.

"AAAAAAAHH!!!" He squealed! "JEEESUS FUUU!!"

Without hesitation, not bothering to at least warn the drained boy, the sculpted-by-gods Amazon dickgirl rammed her whole hand inside the teenager's spent, juicy cunt, wrist deep. All of the dominant woman's five long, bony fingers were twisting and churning inside the high schooler's abruptly assaulted body, like he were some lewd puppet. Like a dam that burst, streams of Veronica's seed and the numerous other loads that had been dumped inside Sandy started flowing into the bowl. The twink's body reacted in the only way possible – his sore boy-dick started spurting more fresh jizz, without anyone even touching it. The sudden boygasm made Sandy tremble and his eyes rolled back in his head. He arched his back, twisting and trembling in another handsfree assgasm. Finally, Veronica pulled out her hand, collecting the last drops of precious liquid from the young whore's obscenely stretched, unnaturally gaping asshole.

Sandy fell flat on the drenched sheets, gasping for air, every now and then even coughing. He was on the brink of exhaustion. It was a magnificent fuck. It wouldn't wear him out so much if he hadn't been already skewered throughout the whole fucking night. The horny transwomans' amazing fuck-stamina left Sandy a quivering, panting mess. True he was supposed to serve as as all of the women’s fuck toy, but never in his wildest dreams did he imagine such a long and vigrous marathon. It was past noon and there he was, still in the luxurious penthouse, lying in a

pool of cum like a piece of human trash... and loving every fuckin' second of it.

"How much more you think he can take, girls?" Carmella, who was one of the women who drained her balls onto Sandy while the twink was being ass-fucked, said. She was wearing a wife-beater, except now it was wet and soggy with sweat, clinging tightly to her beautifully sculpted torso and pert c-cups.

Mia chuckled. "I think we should check if the bitch is still alive first!"

"Here's a special treat for you, my good little slut," smiled Veronica, smearing the last drops of the creamy delicacy over Sandy’s lips.

"Mmm… mmm..." eyes closed, groggy, delirious and on instinct, Sandy took the digits into his mouth, suckling each one clean.

Veronica smiled, letting him suck until he finally opened his eyes to look at her. When he was done, the slutty boy smacked his nut-glazed lips and again started grinning at the naked Amazon’s, his whole face aglow.

For the next hour, the women gathered their clothes and cleaned what they could, occasionally taking short breaks to have Sandy service their hard cocks or hungry assholes. Not once did he protest, even when trying to clean himself up or get dressed, he would simply drop to his knees and start sucking or licking. He was sure to allow everyone to fondle or grope him as they wished, eventually taking nude selfies with each as lewd momentos.

Even though he was naturally quite chatty, the blonde boy was cautious not to blurt out too much about his profession, but was generous about hanging out more of his  mysterious business cards.

Finally, it was time to go.

"Here you go, blondie," Veronica said as she handed Sandy a roll of hundred dollar bills, "It's what we agreed upon yesterday. Plus a bonus."

"Aw, that’s sweet, but you didn't have to pay me extra," Sandy smiled at the naked trans-goddesses, still feeling a bit weak, "It was my pleasure..." He reached for both Veronica's and Mia's plump dicks, pulling at them sensuously and getting their slimy pre-cum all over his hands, "...to get a chance to play with these!"

The girls both smirked.

The kid had some trouble walking by himself, his anus still sore and gaping. He was used to it, though.

Sandy got dressed, packed away his wads of cash and then gave everyone a hug and a quick kiss.

“Thanks for all the fun, girls!” Sandy said, saving Veronica for the last goodbye.

She gave him a wide grin, taking the black business card he had saved just for her. Those hazel eyes of hers ran over his body one last, gripping time.

“Give me a call anytime.” He said with a wink.

“Oh, you can count on that.”

THE END


The Dionysion Key

Sometime in the late twenty-first century, Humanity was in peril. For reasons unknown, women across the globe lost their fertility seemingly overnight. Theories were scarce, and are even scarcer now, scientist theories ranged from a virus to some sort of solar anomaly from space.

Weeks turned to months, months to years. Decades passed and human beings became an endangered species. Resources were hoarded, thousands died not just from old age but to murder, rioting and war. Eventually, nuclear weapons were detonated across the globe. No one knows who struck first, but when the desperate used their makeshift, dirty bombs…

Earth became a wasteland.

No one even really knows how long it's been. I certainly don’t. All I know is that my parents, God bless them, told me I was special. Maybe I am. But now that they’ve passed away all I can do is carry on their last wishes.

‘Head West’, they said, ‘and carry your seeds. You are the last child of Earth… the youngest of us all. So head West and find the secret. So that humanity can live on...

So I did. Despite the unpredictable and volatile weather. Despite the roving gangs of raiders and cannibals. Despite the radiation storms and mutants, I traveled West… in search of hope and answers.

My name is Jay and I’m eighteen years old. I am a thin, feminine looking boy with pale skin, dirty blonde hair and substantially puffy round globe bottom. I mention that because strangely, the rest of my body is void of any excess meat. No matter how much I try, my figure remains. Although, I do do a lot of walking, trekking across what’s left of the United States, so I suppose it’s all due to exercise and diet.

I've been traveling on my own for years now. So long I’ve lost count of the days. The world isn’t at all like my parents told me about, but it's not so bad if you ask me. Over the years I’ve learned what places are safe or where to stay away from, and it helps my parents taught me everything I needed to survive. They were unique like that, always preparing and always learning. In a way, I trained my entire life for my nomadic journey. I could make fires, set traps for animals, and I knew which plants were edible.

It’s spring time now. And so as I traverse the lands westward I am treated to all sorts of blooming flowers, sights and smells. Since the weather is nice, I fashioned a small animal hide from a rabbit I hunted into a lightweight loincloth. It keeps my privates protected from hungry bugs and the like, though it's basically just two small flaps in the front and back, so tiny that the bottom of my butt cheeks are still exposed. But I don’t mind. My hair has gotten long, almost past my shoulders now. I do a good job of keeping clean by following rivers and creeks along my journey and I try to swim daily to wash off the mud I always accumulate on my travels.

I hadn't seen a single person in years. Growing up when I did, it didn't much bother me or surprise me. I knew the end was coming. By now most humans had perished, or at least I thought so. 

I'm not quite sure where in the country I was or how far I'd travelled, but wherever I was now was quite stunning. There were vast open fields with god sized mountains and vast blue skies, a very stark contrast to the normal black or gray skies of most other places.

As I navigated along a rivers edge, once more surprised at its clear, blue waters, I smelled a faint and distant aroma of food. Cooked food. And not just some animal tossed on a firepit, but the distinct smell of actually baked bread!

So, skirting the bank, I dashed up a nearby hill and saw a gentle plume of smoke slowly rising from behind a ridge in the valley. I narrowed my gaze, putting a hand over my eyes to block the rare sunlight to get a better look. And when my eyes focused I gasped aloud - a house!

Like I mentioned, people are rare nowadays, and actual homes were even rarer. Most survivors I had come across lived in dilapidated huts or underground, nothing like the clean and quaint place at the bottom of the hill. I hurried toward it, sprinting at full speed and overcome with curiosity.

As I crested the ridge I almost couldn’t believe what I was seeing. At the base of the valley, next to the same stream I had been following, was more than just a house, it was a full bore palace! What looked tiny from atop the hill was actually a gigantic, sprawling, multi-storied castle surrounded by lush trees and topped with high towers. It looked like something out of a children’s fantasy book!

In a flash I was at the regal gate of the palace: two, huge double doors carved from dark but immaculate oak. Without another moment of hesitation I knocked, my dainty knuckles barely making any audible sound beyond the thick wood. My heart raced. Who or what could be on the other side? I wondered. Yet as I waited for my knock to be answered, fear began to trickle in. I knocked once more, louder this time, despite the now gnawing anxiety that what I was doing was beyond stupid. 

WIth still no answer I backpedaled, looking up and around the massive face of the palace, its gate, and high walls. It was stunningly beautiful and clean, but barren. It was as if someone just built it yesterday then left it sitting there, abandoned.

Summoning what courage I had left, I moved to the giant door once more. Though instead of knocking, I pushed, startling myself as I effortlessly opened the gate without any strength at all. Silently and stealthily I peered inside, only to be awestruck once again. Just a few yards from the entrance was a huge, marble fountain! Crystal clear water blossomed from its many fonts, cascading over carven mermaids, each with long, elegant tails and hefty, nude bosoms. Thirst and instinct took control of me and I ran over to the fountain's lip and began scooping up handfuls of the heavenly water. I drank as much as I could, even splashing some in my hair and face. Afterall, it wasn’t everyday that you had access to clean, radiation free water!

I was so taken by the fountain I didn't see the woman step into the courtyard.

"A boy?!" A feminine but husky voice belted from behind me.

I jumped back with a squeak, startled at hearing another voice.

“What are you doing here?” She continued. I spun, snapping to look in her direction.

She was beautiful and tall! An, at least, six foot adonis of femininity with long, shapely legs, a sleek, toned figure and huge, milk-heavy bust. She had long blonde hair that was tied and braided in a variety of ceremonial weaves across her shoulders. Her face was angelic and blemish free with an otherworldly, elven grace. She wore a type of thin, white, almost see-thru  tabard that barely covered either breast, leaving most of her chest and belly exposed.It was like two strips of cloth over both shoulders, open on either side to show off her thick thighs and curvaceous hips. The robe-like silks conjoined at her crotch, then draped down between her legs at the front and back, barely covering her genitals. She also had no shoes on but still towered over me, carrying a tall staff that looked like it was used for walking and spells alike.

Taken aback at first, her non-threatening posture gave me poise to speak. So with a meek tone, I chirped to her. "Oh! Uh, hello miss."

The woman smiled softly. But in a flash her relaxing smile turned into a grin. Then she looked me over, like I was meat or prey, or both. Suddenly I was afraid once more.

“And who might you be?” she said, taking slow but deliberate steps towards me.

"I'm... I’m Jay." I whispered. As she got closer I was consumed by her look and her scent. She was positively glowing, moving with elegant grace and confidence. Her eyes were a piercing blue, never straying away from me. She was like an elf from a fantasy movie - a perfect specimen of sex and nature.

She didn’t reply until she was on me, her massive tits at my eye level. They bounced and jiggled as she moved, finally coming to rest after her final stride. I met her outstretched hand with mine without another word.

“My name is Adelle,” she said. "Welcome to our haven. It is quite a pleasure to meet you, young one. I'm glad you found us." She eyed me head to toe again, processing my appearance. I noticed her trying to crane her neck to look at my sides, her devilish, curious gaze wavering on my lower half.

"N-nice to meet you, Miss Adelle.” I replied.

Suddenly I could smell her. She had a sweet, fruity scent. It wafted over me. It smelled of flesh and… something else. But whatever it was, was intoxicating and invasive. It saturated my skin, taking hold of me. My entire body began to heat up. It felt like I was being lowered into a warm bath. I could feel the serotonin flowing through me. It was euphoric just to be around her.

Adelle slowly and gently ran the tops of her fingers over my cheek. Her hand was pure silk. It sent a shiver down my spine. I hadn’t been touched by another person in years, let alone by a beautiful woman. After my trembling subsided she smiled, placing the same hand on my exposed shoulder, then spoke. "You’ve been alone for many years.”

I nodded.

“But you're here now. Don’t worry. My Sisters and I invite you to stay here for as long as you wish. And if you do, you will never be alone again. You have my word" Her voice held such grace. It was like she was singing to me.

My cheeks flushed red. I couldn’t help but smile. "Miss Adelle?” I asked. “What is this place? It's so beautiful. Where am I?"

Adelle smiled down at me then pivoted, moving her luscious body so I could see the rest of the courtyard., "This is Nextar, little Jay. We built it during the war that scorched the skies. It protected us.”

“Us?” I queried.

“Oh, yes. My Sisters and I. Some two hundred of us live here. We protect this place, this beacon. And we hope that one day we can rebuild.”

“Rebuild?” I uttered.

“Rebuild the world, precious little Jay.” Adelle said. “As I’m sure you know, women's fertility was lost years ago. Then the fire took the rest. Humans are a dying breed. But not us. Not The Sisters. We were gathered by The Queen long ago, brought here, and here we build this city. Waiting for someone like you."

I swallowed, pointing to myself. “Me?”

“Yes, Jay. The Queen foresaw your arrival. She said that one day a boy would come. And that that boy would be a blessing to us. And that that boy would be the key to rebuild the world.”

It was all so surreal. A society devoted to re-seeding the human race. And they were all gorgeous women!

Sister Adelle silenced me thereafter, instead admitting she would rather show than tell. She led me through the stone palace, introducing me to the others. Every Sister was dressed in the same white robe and all looked somewhere between 20 and 40 years old. All of them had some form of narrow, elven faces, lush lips and sultry eyes. Each of them stared at my body when Sister Adelle introduced me, even after I walked past. It was thrilling to be meeting so many beautiful women, and they all seemed so happy I was there. Also true to Sister Adelle’s word, there were no men at all throughout the entire complex.

After an hour or so walking through the palace, Sister Adelle and I entered a large room with rows and rows of enormous tanks. They looked like giant beer brewing barrels attached to a variety of pipes that ran up the walls and into the ceiling. I was, for whatever reason, mesmerized, perhaps from their size or the creamy white liquid they housed. Without reason I stepped to the closest one and placed my hand on the glass tube. It was warm. Hot even. And I could smell a faint yet similar aroma to that of Sister Adelle. But this was coming from the tanks.

"What are these, Sister Adelle?" I asked, unable to look away from the fascinating contraption.

Without me even noticing that she moved, Adelle placed her hand on top of mine and pressed it flush against the glass. I gasped at her touch. Her hand was so soft. It was a strangely intimate gesture, despite its simplicity.

"This…” she began slowly, softly. “Is the heart of Nextar. This is our life's work. The accumulation of each of our Amazonian seed. And we believe it will be humanity's salvation.”

“Salvation?” I asked, turning to face her picturesque face. “How?”

“Young boy, were you taught anything about reproduction? About sex?"

Her direct question threw me off guard. I blushed again. I did know some I guess. Not much about the pleasures of sex but my parents taught me about how babies were made so that, should the day ever come, at least I knew how to. But I knew little else.

Ashamedly, I admitted. "I know how babies are made, Sister, but not much about sex..."

Adelle smirked. "Well boy, then you should know what's in these tanks. This…” she began to caress my much smaller hand still on the glass, “is semen.”

“Years worth.” She continued. “From all of us here. We keep it preserved here in hopes of one day repopulating the planet. We have tried many things over the years. With the last women of Earth. First we tried to break their infertility, but even our potent seed was not enough. Those that became pregnant died, and soon there were no women left. So we began researching other ways to breed."

“But, Sister Adelle?” Our eyes met again. “Aren’t you a…”

“Hmm?” She purred, our hands heating up.

“Aren’t you, and all the sisters… women?”

She smiled again. That same wicked smile as if I was her plaything. This time when she poke, her voice was a hushed purr. “Oh no, sweet boy. Far from it.”

Suddenly she pulled my hand off the warm vat of semen, bringing it down between her legs. Her loin-cloth twitched, and a second later my tiny fingers wrapped around a thick, hot appendage dangling between her thighs.

I gasped, gripping the thing with her robe-front still wrapped around it. When I clasped it I could see its outline, a tube of muscle that I couldn’t wrap my whole hand around. How I hadn’t seen it dangling before I did not know, but there was no mistaking it now. Sister Adelle had a long tube of muscle that hung down to her knees, hidden ever-so-poorly behind a silky, white strip of cloth.

“Oh my God…” I huffed out, uncontrollably. I was immediately fascinated and transfixed. It all made sense now. I had heard tales of mutations and new species emerging but never seen or felt something so amazingly beautiful. I could feel her carnal pulse in her throbbing member and it hardened in my hand. It was massive, easily over ten inches, pulling at the bottom of the thin robes flap so that it dangled off her meaty rod.

"It is a miraculous thing that you found us, little Jay. Some say divine. You see, The Queen believes that a boy, not a woman, will be the key for reproduction. Since women became infertile and then their population dwindled, Humanity too must evolve. The Queen believes that young boys, if treated and raised correctly, who serve a woman’s role to mate and give birth, is  our salvation.”

Their mission intrigued me beyond belief. Could this really be the answer? So many others had tried all sorts of things, so why not this?

Adelle’s cock and the energy of this room filled with semen had a powerful, ambrosial effect that made me tingle all over. I could feel my penis tickle and stiffen, tenting my leather loincloth at my front. I'd never felt this way before. I'd had erections but they were more of an annoyance than what this felt like. I felt light headed, elated and animalistic all at once.

Adelle noticed my erection and continued her speech.

“To do this, the boy must engage in sex with the fertile as much as possible. Every waking hour of his day, and some even not, he should assume his birthright, and consume only…” She placed my hand back on the teaming tank, “this!”

“And when his transformation is complete. When this boy becomes a woman. The Queen commands that he will be able to give birth."

She paused, dropping my hand but staring at me nonetheless.

Finally, I looked back at Sister Adelle and asked, "Am… am I that boy? Am I the key?"

She looked me over again, over my tiny, tented loincloth, down my smooth legs, over my plump, bubbly backside, then back in my eyes once more. "Yes, I believe you are. Come, let me take you to The Queen."

Back through the courtyard, down several hallways, and up a grandiose set of spiral stairs, I was led to a large, open room beset with fur rugs, golden ornaments and a massive bed. Across from me sat none other than The Queen, an imposing yet stunning creature of pure, sexual femininity. Her massive breasts sat high and proud on her chest, both huge melons of titflesh. She was nude save for a crown and a cape, sitting cross legged on her royal throne. Across one thigh was a thick and meaty cock, easily ten inches yet still soft.

Adelle nudged me to the center of the room directly in front of her majesty. I was in awe but equally afraid. What if she didn’t like me? What if Adelle was wrong? What if I said something wrong? What if either of her Amazonian guards wanted to snap me in two?

With a smirk, The Queen looked me over. Her beauty was much the same as the other Sisters, with golden hair and fair skin. Though she towered over the tallest of them, with the biggest bust and cock of them all. She was also far more muscular. While many of the Sisters, Adelle included, were trim and athletic, The Queen was powerfully built, with rippling muscles, eight pack abs and chiseled, skull-crushing thighs.

“My Queen,” Adelle began, “I found this boy in our courtyard. He is from the wastes.”

The Queen looked me up and down.

“I believe he is the chosen one you spoke of. I believe he is the key.” She continued.

"He is fair indeed.” The Queen said to Adelle, her eyes never leaving me. “You. Boy. How is it you are so feminine? So frail? You look as if you are woman, yet I see your tiny cock."

"I… I do not know y-your majesty. My mother… she, she was pretty. I was always told I looked like her." Despite her insults I was still hard as steel beneath my animal hide.

“You did well, Adelle. I believe he will suit our needs.” The Queen snapped her fingers.

From seemingly out of nowhere, a curtain was thrown open to my right and two young girls in robes shuffled in. Between them was a large, brass basin. It had two fat, rubber tubes attached to it, like a pair of clear fire hoses. They sat the contraption in front of me and I noticed quite quickly it was a bathtub!

Just as quickly as they entered, the two handmaidens left, but not before turning the tubs faucet on. The smell hit me first, the same sweet aroma that wafted off Adelle, the same as the tanks in the other room. My body tingled once more, heating up despite my fear and embarrassment. A second later the faucet let loose a creamy current of the pearly white, dickgirl semen. Like hot syrup is oozed, elegantly and seamlessly, filling up the basin in mere moments.

The Queen stood, her massive cock dangling past her knees. Her penis was immensely meaty, with bulbous veins and a smooth, heavy sack that contained two huge, grapefruit sized balls. She had no pubic hair to speak of and her penis did not stick up, but rather out slightly, as if it were too heavy for gravity. Her entire body had an imposing, heavenly glow while her skin was shiny, smooth and looked impossibly soft. She was also well over six feet tall, towering over my diminutive four foot frame.

"I will teach you about the carnal ways, boy. Today you will begin the first of many lessons. And after I initiate you, you will continue your training with the entire tribe. After I am through, you will be a great lover for us all and your pleasure will know no bounds. This is your gift for your lifetime of service. We will mold you into the most desirable lover the world has ever known. Your body and mind will change in ways you cannot yet comprehend. For now you must bathe. So strip."

I was dizzy from her words. She made me feel so important and special. I felt empowered and lusted after. I was naked now and my small, roughly two inch pink penis was throbbing, leaking clear fluid. My plump, milky white bottom was on display for The Queen and Adelle who both seemed quite taken by it. The Queen moved towards me, pressing her massive breasts against my side as her hand slid down my flank. She squeezed my nearest butt cheek before guiding me forward to the bath.

The tub was large and deep. When I looked into it, I realized the water was thick and milky. I gasped. It wasn’t water at all. The pipes, the gooey consistency and the smell, oh my God the smell, it was semen!

The Queen’s hand moved to the small of my back, holding me in place despite no grip at all. I was in awe of the dreamy bath that awaited, until her deep voice jolted me back to reality.

"This is the first of many semen baths, young boy. You will soak daily. The semen must penetrate every part of you so you must cover your entire body."

Without hesitation I stepped into the warm, slippery fluid. The Queen guided me in, gently pushing down on my shoulder as I sank into the tub. It all seemed so normal until my butt touched the hot cream. Something about my sensitive nethers touching the life producing liquid made tiny jolts of electricity shudder through me. Lowering myself still, when the semen touched my anus I shivered and a feminine gasp escaped my lips. It oozed and writhed at my little exit, warming it and moisturizing it with untold persistence. I looked down at my penis as I sank in further, watching it disappear into the ocean of sperm. I was rock solid, still leaking before vanishing in the superior mirth of the Amazonian cream.

Once my bum hit the bottom of the tub, I slid backwards, laying down fully into the sperm. The Queen assisted me, her large hand still on my delicate shoulder. I ran my fingers through my hair, working the semen in thoroughly. The squishy fluid felt so nice around my body, it was like bathing in warm silk.

“Good... good boy.” The Queen said, caressing my neck and shoulder still. “Go on now, drink.”

I obeyed, opening my mouth for my first taste of semen. I let it flow in and fill my cheeks, tasting the complex flavor of virile, feminine masculinity. It too fueled my body's lust, warming me now inside as well as out. My eyes rolled back into my head and I moaned again, then swallowed the mouthful of juice and felt immediately energized.

I opened my eyes and saw The Queen and Adelle sitting on opposite sides of the tub looking at me. Their huge, thick thighs bulged over the rim. They smiled and stared. I felt my cheeks redden. I was suddenly shy and embarrassed, realizing my lustful, hungry drinking had been observed by all.

"Very good, boy. Now just relax. We will be right here to monitor you." The Queen’s words were comforting, and I saw her thick cock start to rise up into view.

I laid my head back to rest and was soon neck deep in the semen. It felt wonderful and intoxicating. When I closed my eyes I was aware of its contact all over me. I could almost feel the sperm swimming over my body, tickling and teasing me. The bath felt alive. I suppose in many ways it was! Soon I drifted into what felt like a dream, surrounded by what felt like fingers and tongues and cocks all slithering over my body. I quickly fell into a dreamy trance, relishing in the warmth that coated and caressed my ass, crotch and nipples.

Before I knew it, The Queen called for me to come out. But before I stood, I took another drink, cupping my hands together to drink from my palms, savoring the still-warm seed. 

"Very good,” The Queen mused. “You have good instincts."

I beamed up at her, proud in my newfound yet appropriate abilities.

She took my hand and guided me to stand. My entire body tingled as it hit the warm air. I heard the other Sisters in the room gasp as my entirety rose. Each of their eyes were on me like a hawk glaring at a mouse. I too looked over my curves, watching the semen drip and ripple off my pale skin, giving it even more of a gleaming glow.

“Come now, boy. It is time.” The Queen said.

Stepping out, hand still held by The Queen, I walked with her and Adelle to a hedonistic bed at the foot of the throne. Still drenched and coated in semen, I knelt onto the plushy spread. When I turned, Adelle had disrobed, allowing me to gaze at her voluptuous body. She was built like the Queen, yet only slightly smaller in dimension, girth and curves. They embraced my body on either side, kneeling in unison and attacking my neck and arms with their lips.

“So delicious,” The Queen said, licking up my neck. “You did well, Sister Adelle.”

She turned me so I was facing Adelle, wedging her thick, hard cock between my ass. Adelle took my face in her hands and kissed me, jamming her hot tongue in my mouth. She moaned into me, twirling her wet muscle around mine. When she broke away the Queen pushed on my shoulders, angling me until Adelle’s steely girlcock hovered just inches from my lips.

“Sister Adelle found you, boy. So your mouth will be her reward.” The Queen purred. And with another nudge, Adelle’s throbbing, purple glans touched my lips. Thick pre-cum smeared over my tender, pink lips. She mashed her tip under my nose, filling my lungs with her musk. My eyes fluttered. It was even more fantastical in taste and smell than the semen in my bath.

I wanted to be her reward. I wanted to please them both. And why not? After all, it may very well be my destiny.

The Queen sandwiched her thick cock between my butt cheeks, squeezing my fatty orbs around her veiny shaft, rubbing her underside against my slippery, semen-soaked anus. I drove my hips back, feeling her hungry, pulsing member throb.

Adelle took my head in her hands, rubbing her cock against my face. As she did she pulled me lower, lining me up ninety degrees to The Queens waiting spear. I tried to open my hole for her, desperately winking my little opening to begin my journey to womanhood. I could feel her fat tip probing my waiting orifice, waiting for the perfect alignment until-

POP! Her cockhead slipped inside. She grunted. I moaned. Easily sliding past my first ring, she pushed in further with one long, deliberate thrust. My mouth agape in virginity stealing ecstasy, it was immediately filled with Adelle’s succulent cock.

The Queen sank deeper, gripping my hips as inch after inch pushed its way inside. She was so thick I couldn't breathe. It was like she was pushing out all the air in my lungs. Adelle fed me from the other end, both sinking simultaneously, so deep that I thought they may touch tips somewhere inside me. Before long I felt The Queen's heavy balls on my own and Adelle’s on my chin. Hilted on either end, they both giggled at my gumption.

“Oh, he is something Sister. Something very special.” The Queen huffed, digging her nails into my fleshy buns. Adelle smiled, running her fingers through my damp hair. Without a moment to spare, The Queen began to thrust into me deeply, taking nearly her entire length out before sliding it back in - it was a series of passionately deep, sawing penetrations.

I came repeatedly, over and over, spewing spurts of my worthless cum into the sheets. Each time I screamed, moaning as femininely and womanly as I could, seesawing between the two beautiful dicks. I was in heaven.

We made love like this for the next hour until The Queen instructed Adelle it was time to release. The Queen told me they were going to cum and I was to accept every drop. The closer either of them got, the more their thrusting and fucking became more primal. I could see the many other Sisters around me: the guards, the handmaidens, everyone, all feverishly stroking their long cocks as they watched the debaucherous display.

Soon I felt my two partners tense and shudder. Each of them hilted inside me at once, howling as their cocks unloaded. The Queen came deep into my rectum, filling me to the brim. She came so much and so hard I felt it spurt out around her thick piece, splattering to the bed below. Simultaneously, Adelle’s heavy balls hit my collarbone then poured copious amounts of potent semen down my throat. I swallowed with conviction, sealing my lips tight over her masculine organ. I drank every bit of her essence, sucking as her balls churned out ungodly amounts of delectable semen.

Adelle gasped and crumpled onto the pillows but I kept a firm seal over her glans, desperate to  milk out any remaining juice. The Queen collapsed on top of me but kept herself sheathed in my guts. More cum followed, this time from above, as the dozen dickgirls all unleashed a torrent of their own semen onto my nubile form. Sandwiched between my pair of lovers and covered in layers of thick seed, I drifted to sleep - Adelle in my mouth and The Queen in butt.

When I awoke several hours later I was seemingly in the same state as before, but quickly found the cocks sliding in and out of me were quite different. Gone was The Queen and Adelle, instead replaced by one of the brutish guards in my swollen asshole and an unfamiliar, brunette  Sister in my mouth. I was scared at first, terrified that I was being manhandled by an all new duo of Amazon goddesses, but then I spotted Adelle. She was nude still but flaccid, standing by the soaked bed and watching while I was spit roasted. She held a thick, clear buttplug, already shiny with white dickgirl nectar. When the guard gripped my love handles and came I felt her semen refill me and I screamed.

Then as if just going through the motions, the guard pulled out of my anus with a loud, wet POP. I felt cum ooze out of my gaping hole but Adelle quickly knelt and stuck the rubbery cork in my milky, white applebottom. 

I whimpered but Adelle shushed me, instead gripping my hair and forcing more of the brunette’s cock down my throat. “All this semen must stay in you, boy. Per orders from the Queen.” She said, tapping the plug with two fingers, making me shiver more. It offered a tight seal for my rectum, so that I could “incubate their seed”.

The brunette came when I was finally able to deepthroat her, depositing a second (I think) load into my waiting belly. When she stood and left, Adelle continued to explain the Queen’s plan as more sisters entered the large room.

"In addition, you will take cum baths daily, typically after your service in the morning. And soon, your body should begin to absorb our semen.”

I blinked once, twice, groggy from my rampant sex acts but curious and thrilled by her words.

“Yes. The Queen believes that with your diet of only sperm, and as we constantly fill you, your  body will change. Change for the better. And save us all!" Adelle smiled.

I smiled and thanked her, just as two red-headed Amazon’s strolled up to me and pulled out their matching semi-hard cocks. I agreed that I would do all the Queen asked of me with no hesitation at all. I would be theirs to use and fill and form and fuck.

I took either twins’ cocks and noticed drops of pre-cum leaking from both tips. They each ran their hands over my cheeks, and I sat up to my knees to lick both their piss slits in tandem.

Soon I began to alternate, slavoring up their heads, then their shafts, before taking their entire girths down my windpipe. In mere minutes they were squirming and tightening up, quickly divulging their slippery seed down my gullet. I felt a rush of energy as I gulped and swallowed, wanting to consume all I could - just like The Queen commanded.

Months passed in my new paradise. My days were filled with bliss and serenity. I was fed the most delicious cum, dressed in the most elegant silks, pampered and bathed by beautiful handmaidens - I was treated like a literal princess. I read many books, learned from every Sister in the palace and I was never lonely. I felt the best I ever had, loved and lusted over without abandon. It wasn’t long before I noticed the dramatic changes The Queen said I would.

Physically, my body had voraciously transformed. Lithe and feminine even before my new life in Nextar, my entirety was now smoothed and rounded. I lost nearly all definition in my muscles, replaced with soft lines and ample curves. I had begun growing breasts and although still small, they we're definitely growing just like a girl. My hips were much wider and my waist had tapered, giving me a perfect, hourglass figure. My butt had always been big, but now it was even more round and plump. My tiny penis had shrank dramatically, now barely an inch or two despite my constant erections. Lastly, my balls were like two little grapes sealed in a cute little fleshy purse.

When I wasn’t in the service of a Sister, I spent hours looking in the mirror, adoring my new look. My lips were full and bright red against my perfect white teeth, my eyelashes were long and dark as if constantly caked in mascara, and my cheeks were rosy in contrast to my milky white skin. My hair too had grown longer, shinier and somehow blonder, with gorgeous dynamic highlights and long, wavy curls.

Despite its near, never-ending use, my anus was still a succulent, puckered pink starfish. I was told I could never refuse a Sister, no matter where or when, but never wanted to. I was always willing no matter the time or the place. Whether it be orgies in the courtyard, a blowjob during dinner, or a double anal fucking from my redheaded twins, I was theirs.

I felt like a sex goddess. The whole Sisterhood was rich with love and lust for me. All for me.

Heaven, I thought. This place is heaven.

After a year I was honored by a special ceremony in which every Sister was invited to the courtyard. I was dressed in my most elegant, yet revealing, gowns and led to the central fountain - the same fountain that had drawn me to Nextar. Only this time the fountain’s water was replaced by creamy, delicious semen, pumping and spraying into the sky. I was placed inside the basin, soaked once more in my birthright.

Then the Sisters joined me, bathing in their sperm whilst plugging, fucking and fingering me. I sucked the jizz from their semen covered cocks, only for them to dip their dicks into the fountain so I could drink some more. Their monster rods were like spoons for my feeding, dipping and re-dipping their cocks before placing them back inside my holes. In no time at all two cocks in my ass became three, and three became four. My boypussy stretched for each and all of them.

Following my ceremony, my curves became even more dramatic. My breasts were now a supple C-cup size with thick, one inch nipples and my butt was enormous, puffy and round. My ass cheeks separated at the bottom after I developed a thigh gap, displaying my pink rosebud permanently. Soon the bone structure in my abdomen and hips was identical to a young womans, and my one inch penis now resembled a large clitoris.

I felt so beautiful.

I was the chosen one, the re-birther of humanity... the key.

A short time later something miraculous happened. I started feeling nauseous in the mornings and my stomach bulged more than average. Typically, it was just an over abundance of cum filling me up, but this was different. So I went to Adelle for guidance.

She could tell right away what it was that changed in me. She told me I had the special glow that young mothers get when they're pregnant. She checked my tummy and listened to it with a stethoscope for a moment. The air was tense, but only for a moment.

“It worked!” She said with a beaming smile. All the semen I had ingested, bathed and been injected with had done just what The Queen said. It was like magic, like divine intervention, I was pregnant!

Now humanity was saved.

THE END
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