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Sammy awoke expecting to see snow blanketing the yard and street. The news had been predicting snow for days, but when he climbed out of bed and looked out the window, there was nothing but green grass and clear roads. The sky was gray with overcast, and Sammy's breath fogged the window pane of glass indicating a chill, but alas, no snow.

According to all the weather reports last night it was supposed to be the storm of the century,  but not a single snowflake had fallen.

A bit miffed, young Sammy wandered down the stairs in just his underwear and t-shirt. The small, cotton briefs hugged his thick hips that rubbed together as he moved, and barely covered his shapely ass.

It was only the third day of winter vacation and Sammy was already bored to tears. At school, he had finally felt normal. Nobody judging him or looking at him weird. Being back home made all of that disappear. Sammy was skinny, with feminine features. A high school bully had even often ‘mistaken’ him for a girl, but thankfully, now in college, he was rid of him.

Trodding into the kitchen, Sammy reached for the newspaper on the table. The headline screamed: SNOW STORM ARRIVES FRIDAY.

Looking for the comics, he flipped through the pages until an advertisement for a yoga studio halted his search.

Maybe his quaint little hometown was finally catching up to the rest of the world? He thought.

And oh, how interesting, the advertisement mentioned free morning classes for newcomers on weekdays.

Sammy looked up at the clock. It read 7 o’ clock.

He rushed to his room and pulled a pair of yoga pants on, feeling them grip his perky, bubbly ass, a tight form-fitting sleeveless top, and finally an oversized hoodie.

Once dressed, he checked himself out in the mirror, doting over his trim-little-self.

He was a twinky femboy through and through, and now it was time to stop doing Yoga at home and get some real, true, training in the art!

Happy with his appearance, Sammy rushed through the cold to the few brief yards to his car parked in the driveway. Once inside he blasted the heat, shivering until the interior finally began to warm. There was no time to waste though. If he didn’t make it by eight the ‘free’ session would lapse, and he would have to wait until tomorrow to try again. So, despite the cold and struggling heater, he went, teeth chattering the entire way to the yoga studio.

Arriving just before 8 a.m. he quickly parked in the empty lot of the fitness center, noticing the scant few cars around him. Checking the time on his phone, he hopped out and climbed the stairs to the top floor of the building.

As advertised, he found the Yoga Studio, its doors emblazoned by the ‘free’ sessions each morning. The lights inside were on, so Sammy put on his best smile and strode in.

The studio had laminated wood floors that looked brand new. Its walls were mirrored and there were no windows on any side. A small door in the far corner labeled ‘equipment’ was the only other egress.

Sammy stood there, panting from his brief hike up the stairs, and looked about the room for anyone or anything.

The room however, much to the young man’s surprise, seemed completely empty. No teacher, no mats, and no clients. It was totally barren!

"Uh… Hello?” His little voice rang out. “Is anyone here?"

There was a tepid beat of silence, before a loud CLANG rang out from the equipment room.

"One second!" A deep but feminine voice called out from beyond.

The next few moments were ones of fear, anxiety and trepidation, as young Sammy stood there by the entrance, clutching his workout bag.

Suddenly a large, tall figure appeared from a back room, squeezing through the small door.

Beautiful in every facet of the word, the woman was also a towering Amazon, with eight pack abs and an overly-defined figure. She must have been well over six feet tall and had broad shoulders, ripped with muscle. She may as well have been carved from stone - a Greek goddess in the flesh! Her dark red hair was down, pouring over either shoulder like two damp rivers. She wore a matching, tight pair of athletic shorts and sports bra that did nothing to hide a set of chiseled, bulging muscles.

Her physique didn’t stop there though. Her body was immaculate, and quite distinctly female. She had massive breasts that strained the existence of her lycra top, puffy nipples that poked through the fabric, and an hourglass figure that defined the phrase!

Stomping across the room towards little Sammy, the wood floors creaked underfoot.

Her breasts jostled slightly with each step, and before long she was looming over the diminutive little teen like Goliath over David.

When the amazoness approached she extended a giant, manicured hand.

Sammy reached out, feeling the woman's enormous palm devour his own diminutive mitten.

"Hi. Welcome. I'm Amber."

"Hiya, my name’s Sammy.” He began, blushing and feeling tiny compared to this giant, body-builder of a woman. “Is... this the yoga class?"

"Sure is, small fry!” The woman said, using her other giant palm to pat Sammy on the head. “And today is hot yoga."

“H-hot yoga?” Sammy asked.

Amber didn’t answer. At least not right away. Instead Sammy felt her eyes on him. Down on him to be more accurate.

Amber towered over his slender frame by well over a foot (or maybe two) and Sammy had to look up just to make eye contact.

“I’ll explain as we go,” Amber said, passing him.

She moved to the door and locked it.

CLICK!

Sammy jumped at the sound of the latch.

Crossing back to his front, Amber crossed her arms, pushing up her already perky breasts, and said, "why don't we get started? Hmm?"

Then with curious, somewhat terrified eyes he said, “w-what about everyone else?”

Amber snorted, “Oh, I thought you knew. One-on-one class today.”

She and stood in front of him for a moment, her giant breasts swelling with each powerful breath she took.

“You look like you know the basics right?” Amber asked.

And Sammy nodded.

“Figured you did,” she chuckled. “Nice lil body like that. I can always spot the type.”

She winked, and Sammy jumped.

What was happening? He thought…

Suddenly, Amber moved towards the wall and turned a small dial.

"Okay then, time to sweat,” she said. “Let's start with downward dog."

Sammy pulled his hoodie over his head and tossed it on the ground, then began rifling through his bag for his workout mat.

It took him a brief moment, but when he realized the woman looming over him hadn’t moved, he looked upward, back at Amber, who was just standing there staring at him.

Her gaze was one of lust and hunger… with hints of curiosity and deviancy, an utter mish-mash of emotions in various degrees of deviancy.

The look took Sammy off guard, unsettling him slightly, but in a good way. It boosted his confidence despite her sadistic visage, the way a woman might feel when being cat-called by a super good-looking man.

“Did I stutter, Sammy?” Amber snapped, clicking her tongue. “I said downward dog.”

“Y-yes, of course. Sorry!”

He quickly got to all fours and shoved the rest of his belongings into the corner, then scrambled down into position. All while Amber watched throughout.

Sweat had already begun to bead on his forehead as he unrolled his yoga mat, both from the heat and nervousness.

Regardless, Sammy bent over, palms flat on the ground and his ass up in the air.

Amber walked behind the boy, staring at his pale, blemish-free skin and bubbly booty..

“Hmm,” she purred to herself. "Keep your back straight."

Sammy struggled to follow the direction, inadvertently wiggling his butt up in the air. Then he felt Amber's hand on him.

She lightly braced Sammy's thigh in one hand and pressed down on his back with the other, straightening out the tender little spine.

"Perfect,” she hissed. “Just like that. Now hold the pose."

The way she positioned herself made their bodies align, and Sammy could feel her soft skin on his. Her hands and legs touched his leg and back, while her big, full breasts brushed against his ass.

She pushed down on his lithe little body, admiring the boy's curves. 

"Keep holding," she said, carefully pulling out her phone and snapping a picture.

Sammy did as he was told, until his arms began to shake and his legs burned.

Shaking like mad and barely able to hold himself up, the boy whined. Sweat ran down his legs and dripped off his forehead onto the yoga mat.

He couldn't believe it. This was the worst yoga class he had ever taken. Sammy wanted to impress Amber but this was bullshit.

"Good,” she said with a purr. “Now walk your hands back up and stand up straight."

The woman stood back upright and took a half-step back, letting the boy move on his own.

Panting, Sammy looked at himself in the mirror, catching Amber pocketing something in her shorts. He had sweat through his attire already, and his tight clothes were sticking ever more to his petite little body.

"Now bend at the hips,” she instructed. “Palms flat on the floor."

Sammy bent over with relative ease. He had always been flexible, like this mother.

Amber’s eyes followed the swell of his bubble butt, leering like a lecherous pervert.

The boy tried glancing up at the mirror again, to see what his busty coach was doing now, but she pushed his head back down between his legs.

"You're a very flexible boy, Sammy.” Amber said. “Now down further. Get your head between your ankles. That’s it. Good boy.”

Amber approached Sammy again, standing just a few inches behind him.

"Sammy, you're soaked. Should I turn down the heat?"

"No, no. I'm okay." The boy said, feeling her big hands on his slender little waist.

Amber squatted behind him, planting either palm on the boy’s fleshy thighs, just above the back of his knees. She leaned in slightly, so close that Sammy could feel her breath on his ass. But before he could protest he felt her hands running her palms up and over his wet flesh.

Sammy looked back at Amber from between his legs, but all he could really see was her enormous tits and-

Holy shit!

With her legs spread in a squat, Sammy could clearly see the enormous, distended bulge in her tight shorts. It looked like a fucking softball was stuffed down the front - a pouch of sweaty, veiny, obtuse testicles. Amber had a cock. A big cock. A very fucking big cock!

Her words snapped him back to reality, and the vulnerable pose he was currently being held in.

"Since it's just us. Why don't I help you take these off?"

“Wh-what?” Sammy blurted. “Wait…”

Amber slid her fingers under the elastic of Sammy’s lycra yoga pants and tugged, pulling them down slowly…

"Umm. Ahhh…" Sammy began to voice his hesitation, but the warm air hitting his naked backside silenced him.

“Hush now,” she cooed, sliding his damp shorts down over the supple swell of Sammy’s big, voluptuous ass. "It will be much cooler."

Amber pulled them down over the boy's round ass, then down his slender legs, revealing a tight pair of sky blue, boy-short panties. Full-on girl panties.

That’s when it hit the boy. This wasn't yoga. This was… sexual!

But the woman continued on, undeterred.

“Oh!” Amber hummed. “Cute panties my little snowflake.”

Sammy blushed. He had been in such a hurry to leave that he didn’t think about wearing normal boy underwear. Besides that, he never imagined he would be informally disrobed by the Yoga instructor either. There was no way to have foreseen any of this!

Going along with it all, Sammy lifted one foot and Amber helped him step completely out of the little yoga shorts.

Sammy stayed bent over, wearing nothing but his knee-high socks, his tiny underwear and a tight shirt that barely covered his midriff.

Pants gone, Amber straightened her back and said, "Perfect. Now let's see what else you can do. On your knees."

Sammy did as he was told, dropping to his knees.

"Get on all fours. Doggystyle. Head down and arch that back."

Once more, when Sammy dipped his head, Amber silently pulled out her phone and snapped another picture of the boy’s big apple-bottom.

"Good. Now stick that ass up higher," she said as she knelt beside him, running a hand up the boy’s thighs and over his supple buttcheek.

Sammy arched his back, his thick booty sticking out, holding the position.

With one hand keeping his head down, her other found the mound of fleshy boybutt.

Her distended crotch was once again right by his face, and now little Sammy could smell the hot scent of her genitals wafting from her groin and into his nostrils.

Amber’s hand lingered, running generous circles over one of his buns, then the other.

Fuck that feels good, Sammy said to himself, stifling a moan with a sharp bite to his lip.

“My, my, my… you sure do work on your glutes a lot, hmm?” Amber asked.

Shit, he was getting turned on.

But then her hand rose, from his ass to his spine, and she pushed, forcing even more of a slutty arch in Sammy’s back.

“Good boy,” Amber said. "Now up off your knees. Back into downward dog.”

He obeyed, breathing heavy.

“Good little pup. Now hold it."

Sammy's arms were burning. He was starting to sway from the physical torment and wasn't sure how much longer he could stay in the position. Or any for that matter!

Amber stared at the boy's perfect ass. The soft blue underwear was barely able to contain the boy's perky cheeks, which spilled out the sides and bottom. The longer the boy held the pose, the more his panties rode up into his delectable ass.

Amber had been turned on the second the little slut came through the door, but now it was getting even worse. The tight yoga pants and those cute socks… she knew the instant he arrived that she would have him.

As far as she was concerned, the boy was hers for the taking.

"I… ahhh!” Sammy whined. “I dunno know if I can stay like this much longer," 

"You can do it."

Sammy watched Amber in the mirror, unable to look away from the elongated bulge at Amber's crotch, eyeing the outline of the woman's beefy cock. It stretched down Amber's athletic shorts, barely contained.

Sammy had guessed right, it was huge.

And now, Sammy needed more.

Amber looked down at her watch. The boy had been sticking his fat ass up in the air for almost ten straight minutes!

What a little trooper, she thought!

All sorts of images fluttered through her mind. She imagined Sammy tied up in her bed. She imagined Sammy's plump lips wrapped around the tip of her cock, silently begging for the rest.

Oh the fun we will have, she thought.

"I can't do it much longer," the boy whined.

Sammy's face was beat red, sweat tumbled down his brow, and his tiny body trembled uncontrollably. Finally his hand slipped and he fell onto his stomach.

WH-THUD! His tiny frame toppled to the mat.

Lying there a moment, Sammy sniffled, saddened not just from the fall, but that he had failed his beautiful new trainer.

When finally he was able to rise, he slowly looked up at Amber with a teary pout.

"Get back up, boy."

Shakily, Sammy pushed himself back into position.

What an obedient little bitch, Amber said to herself with a grin.

"Are we… going to do any actual yoga?" Sammy haphazardly squeaked.

"What did you say?"

Amber strutted over in front of Sammy, her footfalls making their telltale stomping sound against the floor.

Then she straddled the boy's head.

“Of course we are,” she snorted. "I'm teaching you to control your body."

Amber reached down and grabbed the waist-band of Sammy's undies, pulling the boy's ass up higher into the air.

“AIYE!” Sammy squealed, fidgeting on his tippy toes, hardly able to support himself.

She lifted and held him there, giving the boy the ultimate wedgie!

“Now git up!”

The back strip of cloth ground tight up into his ass, climbing into his divide and rubbing against his asshole. His tiny boybits struggled from the constraint, further complexed by his raging erection!

“Back into position, boy!”

Sammy wallowed and floundered, trying to gain his footing.

Suddenly, Amber let go of the boy's shorts, letting them SNAP against his ass.

WHAP!

Sammy collapsed back onto the ground, right at Amber's feet.

"I… I can't do this.” Sammy huffed.

He clamored onto his knees, dripping face almost rubbing against Amber's thigh. But once again the boy’s feet failed him, and he came crashing down right into the stoic Amber, who was still standing before him.

"Oh?" Amber asked, crossing her big arms. “Gonna quit on me?”

Sammy scoffed, then looked down at his feet.

Amber slowly closed the difference Sammy, looking down at the small, effeminate teen.

"I bet you are used to getting whatever you want, huh?"

Sammy blushed harder. “What? Huh?”

Amber stepped even closer to Sammy, pushing her tits up against his collarbone and backing him up against the wall of the studio.

“You get whatever you want? Whenever or whatever? Well not today. Not with me. With me, you work for it!”

The boy stammered out a response. "I'm sorry."

“Now…” Amber continued. “You’re gonna try. And you’re not going to give up until I say so. Alright?”

Sammy slowly nodded.

“Promise me!”

"I promise."

“Good.”

With that, Amber reached out, slipped a hand up the back of his neck and grabbed a tuft of the boy's hair, pulling it back - hard.

With the nubile little teen’s neck fully exposed, Amber leaned in and took a deep whiff of his supple flesh.

"Are you ready?" She gruffed.

The woman perused his collar with her senses, occasionally letting her lips or nose rub against his moist, supple flesh.

Sammy let out a shuddering, involuntary moan.

But suddenly her lips were on his!

Sammy upstarted when she kissed him, melting under her grip and taste.

Their lips battled for supremacy, a battle which Sammy gladly lost. She helped him to his feet, making out all the way, showering him with kisses before sucking on his neck like a hungry animal. Her large hands squeezed the boy’s big, squishy ass, sending delicious shivers up and down his sides.

"Fuck," she purred in his ear. “You turn me on sssooo good…”

The hot, thick length of Amber's cock strained against her athletic shorts, and Sammy felt it graze his smooth, flat tummy. It looked like a giant banana straining the fabric, but was far bigger than any normal fruit. Hell, by the looks of it, her cock was bigger and thicker than his entire fucking forearm!

"And why should I trust you?" Amber asked, smelling him again. “How do I know you’re committed?”

She pressed her full weight against the boy, mashing her tits to his budding boybreasts, pinning him against the mirrored wall.

"Because… uh… because I'm a good boy?"

Amber pulled the boy's hair harder and turned him around, slamming him against the wall and mashing her fat cock into the sweet divide of Sammy’s big, voluptuous ass.

"You're a spoiled little brat,” she hissed. “But Mommy’s gonna change that."

Amber mashed her bulge against Sammy's perfect heart-shaped ass and then slid his hand up the boy's love handle, then up his shirt.

“Ohmygawd…”

Sammy let out a moan as Amber’s palm found his soft, flat little boy-tit. His nipple instantly hardened to full, becoming a stiff and pungent protuberance.

"You're going to do exactly as I say. You hear me, snowflake?"

Sammy gulped and swallowed hard.

"Y-yes, Mommy."

“Good boy…” Amber pinned herself against him, and huffed into his ear, “you like how my cock feels, slut?

Sammy huffed and panted like a two cent whore.

“Y-Yes… fuck yes…”

Sammy's new muscular amazon held him close as he started to wiggle his hips up and down.

"That's it, you little bitch. Work that ass on my cock." She hissed. "Get it ready for my thick cock, bitch."

Amber put her hand on Sammy's hips and began to slide the boy's underwear down.

As the tight panties fell, Sammy's perfect, round, voluminous asscheeks spilled out like two water balloons once trapped in spandex.

"What a perfect ass, baby.” Amber said. “So big and fat… just like a girls’...”

Sammy gazed at Amber in the mirror, watching as she pulled her phone again.

"Smile for the camera, snowflake."

Her arm rose, angling her phone down for a lewd but impromptu selfie.

Sammy looked up, spotting his red, cherubic face in the viewfinder.

Amber leaned in a bite his ear lobe, then pressed her cheek against his, waiting for the perfect expression on his face to snap the selfie.

Rearing back off him slightly, yet still with her bulge jammed into his naked butt, she snapped another picture, this time capturing his full, smooth, bulbous bare ass.

"W-what are you doing?"

Amber grabbed Sammy's throat from behind, and locked her teeth back onto his earlobe.

"I'm going to show everyone in town what a little slut you are."

Sammy gasped.

"Please. Please don't do that."

"Get on your knees then.” Amber said with a smirk. “And give me a good reason not to."

With a steady, understanding sigh, Sammy turned… then slowly dropped to his knees.

His heart was pounding. He couldn't believe what was happening, but the thought of Amber sending around dirty photos of him sent his brain spinning.

And holy fuck was it exhilarating…

"You know what to do, boy."

Amber stepped closer, mashing her hot, distended bulge right against the boy's face. It throbbed against his cheek.

Sammy reached up and fumbled with the waistband of Amber's shorts. Her skin was moist with sweat and the fabric damp, and he had trouble gripping it due to the stickiness.

Reaching into Amber's shorts, Sammy wrapped his small hand around the thick, hot, massive shaft, and gasped aloud.

Then he pulled down Amber's shorts with his other hand, revealing twelve-plus inches of throbbing girlcock. It flopped free like an oak tree being cut down, toppling down until the angry, purple head was aiming right at Sammy’s little button nose.

The tip gushed out a glistening drop of pre, emerging in front of Sammy's lips as he slowly looked up at his beautiful muse, opening his mouth as wide as he could.

“Mmm…” she purred.

The boy stuck out his tongue, holding his mouth agape.

Amber pressed her hips forward, sliding her cock deeper into Sammy's succulent mouth.

"Oohh, what a hot little mouth." Amber groaned.

Her cock was wet with precum which he happily lapped up, wrapping my hands around the thick shaft and stroking slowly.

"It's all yours."

Amber chuckled briefly. "Now little whore, tell me what you want"

"Oh gawd," Sammy groaned, "I really want to suck your big, sexy dick. I want to taste it, to feel how thick it is in my mouth. I want to suck your cock all night long, Mommy."

"Show me what a horny little slut you are."

Amber put her hands on the wall as Sammy wrapped his soft lips around the hungry, leaking tip of her big cock.

She pushed forward, sinking into the sopping wet orifice with relative ease. Her cock popped into the boy’s throat with a slurping, “GULP!” and she got almost half her cock down Sammy's throat before his body resisted.

It took him a short while to fully have it in his throat, but Sammy was built to be forcefed cock, so he adapted quickly.

“HURK!” Sammy gagged on the cock, and drool dribbled in profuse fountains down his chin.

Fighting back the reflex, he began bobbing up and down, coating the entire length with saliva, alternating between sinking down to the hilt and squeezing the magnificent shaft with my hands.

“Mmm, yesss.”

Amber slowly pulled back briefly, watching the boy’s lips undulate over her thick veins as she retreated. But when he looked back up at her with those puppy dog eyes, she thrusted in even deeper, broaching Sammy’s throat once more and sending his head slamming against the mirrored wall.

"Mmm… That mouth is perfect, snowflake.” Amber hissed. “Keep going. Swallow that cock like a good little bitch."

Sammy did as he was told, trying desperately to take the cock even deeper. His eyes began to water. The thick piece of meat was so hilted inside his throat that he could barely breathe.

"Yesss, you little cock sucker, take it! You like getting your mouth fucked like cheap whore don't you bitch!"

"Mmhmm," was all Sammy could manage while she fucked his throat.

Amber pressed her cock further, bottoming out, and held herself deep inside Sammy's throat. Her big smooth nuts mashed against his throat, the perfect cradle for her heavy sack.

He felt her hands on his head as she bucked her hips, feeding the boy her cock. She had a firm grip on his hair as she slammed in and out of his throat, fucking like a stallion.

Drool ran down the sides of his face, dripping down and collecting onto the floor. The gurgling sounds of a visceral throat fucking reverberated around the room. Amber picked up speed as she drew closer to the edge. She finally released deep in his throat, and he struggled to swallow the copious amounts of semen to keep from choking.

"Are you going to be a good boy for Mommy?"

Sammy choked when he tried to speak but nodded his head weakly, windpipe still full of flesh. His vision began to blur when finally, Amber pulled out of the boy’s throat.

SLURK!

When she finally withdrew, Sammy collapsed back in the wall, gasping for air.

“GLAH! HAH!” Sammy coughed, desperate for oxygen.

“And how are you going to do that? She asked.

"Uhhmm, I can't wait for you to stretch my asshole with your big sweet cock. Fuck my lil ass as hard as you want to. As deep as you want!  Slam my asshole, Mommy."

Amber stepped forward with an almost angry look.

“Turn around, Snowflake.” She said, her voice low, husky and needy.

When she nuzzled his neck Sammy threw my head back, moaning like the bitch in heat. She cupped both his boybreasts and pinched his thick nipples, rubbing the skin raw.

Tangling her hands in his locks, she ground her hips into his, this time skin-to skin, mashing her cock between the fleshy divide of Sammy’s buns. The boy’s hard but inferior dicklet throbbed below, leaving a long trail of clear precum down between his thick thighs and spindly legs.

She spanked his ass - three swats in quick succession.

WHAP! WHAP! WHAP!

And he squealed with each strike, letting loose a triple girly moan.

"Now bend over, baby!" She said, “and spread your ass. Let me see what I'm gonna be fucking."

Reaching back with trembling hands, Sammy spread his ass cheeks wide, revealing a tiny, juicy, pink and puckered little hole.

“Mmm…” Amber purred. "That's a good little bitch."

She slid her finger into Sammy’s upturned butt, curling it till he found the special spot within.

“Ohmygawd!” Sammy bellowed!

Leaning against the wall for support, he arched my back into her long digit, humping it, subliminally begging for more.

Adding another finger, she sawed them in and out.

She began to withdraw her fingers, but Sammy groaned an effeminate plea."No… no please, don't… I'll be good, I promise!" 

What came next was far bigger than two fingers…

Amber’s menacing cock aligned to Sammy’s wet, trembling butthole, kissing the tiny exit with its leaking purple crown.

"This is what you need, isn't it?" She asked.

And little Sammy just bit his lip and nodded.

"Ready to get your little ass fucked?" She asked with a smile.

"Yes, I want it, I want you to fuck me now, please!"

"Spread your cheeks for me little whore."

Sammy reached back, his chest against the mirror, and spread his asshole wide for her.

"Please fuck me with you big cock,” the boy murmured. “I can't wait anymore!"

She slowly pushed in, letting the boy’s slippery butthole adjust to the feeling of fullness before withdrawing.

“Ah! Ohmyfuck!” Sammy bellowed.

Then she sank in again, deeper this time, only to retreat once more.

Amber the busty amazon repeated her maneuvers, slipping in only to exit, over and over, sinking another inch or two with each new breach.

Sammy moaned like a whore, shuddering each time she dipped back in.

Hands came up to play with his nipples, prodding at his ultra-hard little boynubs. The seemingly unending shaft continued its journey into his depths, until her thighs pressed against his battered cheeks.

She propelled her hips forward, her heavy balls slapping against his pale ass cheeks and delivering hard jabs against his prostate.

Sammy grabbed at her arms for dear life, running his little hands across the thick cords of Amber’s muscles. Every last inch of thick meat slammed into his hungry butthole as she picked up speed, sodomizing the boy into oblivion.

Hot searing pain racked his entire being and he felt like he would be ripped in two, but he was too occupied with the dick that paved new paths up his ass

The boy's loud, effeminate moans filled the room, rattling the glass of the mirrors and reverberating off the wood floors.

"Mmm! I love fucking hot little boyholes!" She whispered into his ear while she plowed.

He was swiftly picked up, leading to an even deeper penetration. his legs supported by thick, muscled arms creating just the right angle to brush against his prostrate and drive him wild.

The results were immediate, and Sammy’s useless cum sprayed against the wall, painting his useless seed across one of the mirrors.

Her hot burly body pressed up against his tiny form, and her thick cock sandwiched between his cheeks. She gripped the back of his neck and fed her cock into Sammy’s swollen, now-sore hole.

Sammy has had his climax, and now it's time for hers. She delivered a brutal pounding to the boy’s sensitive anus. Finally, mercifully, she sank all the way in, pumping like a mad dog.

But her bottoming-out was just the beginning, because in the next moment she reared back, unsheathing her thick wet pipe with a loud, lewd POP. A gaping ‘O’ was in place of Sammy’s once tight ring, yawning out like a swollen black hole.

He fell to his knees, trying to hold himself up with weak and feeble hands.

When he shambled and turned, he saw Amber standing over him, pumping her cock in her fist.

"You like having that big cock buried in your throat?"

Sammy panted rapidly, pausing after a deep breath to sputter, "Yes, Mommy."

"Have you ever had a woman cum all over your cute little face?"

The boy shook his head.

"No, Mommy.” Sammy meeked. “But I want it. I want to feel your hot sticky cum all over me."

"Good slut. Keep talking."

Sammy bit his lip and rubbed his nipples under his shirt. His little dick was rock hard and was leaking precum down between his legs, pooling on the wood floor.

He slowly ran his fingers across his sensitive ring, sighing softly as he felt the pleasant sting. Riding his horny-high, the boy dipped two fingers in, running them his puffy hole, maintaining eye contact as he slowly fucked himself.

"Do you like my body?" Sammy asked.

She chuckled, "I do."

"You know Mommy…” Sammy began, chewing his lower lip while squeezing his nipples. “After you cover my cute little face in cum, maybe you can cum somewhere else?"

“Hah!” Amber bellowed. “Sounds good, my little slutty boy.”

Sammy looked up at the beautiful, busty woman.

"Please, Mommy. Cum on my face. Make me a messy boy!"

“Oh fuck!” Amber let out a deep moan and her cock erupted. “I'm gonna cum!"

A hot rope of semen arced across Sammy’s face, painting one side from eye-to-chin!

“Ah!” He gasped, opening his mouth and sticking out his little tongue.

More hot seed followed, splashing against his cheek.

Another rope struck his tongue.

Then a thicker one.

When his mouth was full it overflowed, and white spunk dripped down his chin, splattering against his flat chest.

It all finally ended when a massive final rope fired across his face, arching across Sammy's other eye.

The boy closed his eyes and Amber jerked her cock furiously, shooting the last of her thick, milky cum all over the boy's cherubic face.

She jerked her big dick with her fist, and sent thick spurts of hot cum across my face and into my wide-open mouth, coating the boy’s face.

When finally the deluge stopped, Sammy opened his eyes, smiling.

"Good job, slut."

"Thank you, Mommy."

Amber held up her phone once again, taking a photo of the boy's cum covered face.

Little Sammy smiled for the camera, imagining what she saw. He looked like an absolute mess, with the drool painting my face, swollen lips and a drunken grin.

“So…” Sammy said as he licked his lips. "When's the next class?"

THE END
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