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		Last night's boy was a good catch with some serious potential.

		

		I liked his profile and his pics almost instantly. The pictures he sent confirmed my adoration - young, slender, with a big butt. His curiosity and naivety was almost too good to be true. He was so willing, so enamored, yet no deviant, it was hard not to gush.

		

		I first saw him in person standing apprehensively in my doorway. Wearing tight blue jeans, a dark sweater and tennis shoes, he was just your typical next door teenage boy. His hair was wavy and reddish-blonde, he had a few freckles on his soft cheeks, and perhaps most inviting were his big, green doe-eyes. He had a narrow face with ears that protruded slightly from his golden mop, giving him the uncanny aspect of an elf or nymph. To the naked eye, he certainly didn't look more than the eighteen years he claimed to be.

		

		I was almost twice his age. But he had been the one who had reached out to me. There was always something about a woman like me, taboo or exotic, that drove men mad. An allure I used frequently on unsuspecting lads. He was no different, safely protected behind his screen, he had taunted me with obscene language, and had insisted so much that I ‘finally’ accepted his advances. I doubted he was ripe enough to play against me though, even doubted he would show up at all.

		

		But to my surprise and joy, there he was, on time, standing on my doorstep.

		

		At first all he could do was stare at me with wide, questioning eyes, like a rodent petrified in front of the headlights of a car. With his juvenile face and frightened glance, I assumed he was probably a virgin, although I could not be sure.

		

		I can feel he was nervous, but it is a matter of pride for me that he did not turn and run. Instead he glanced at me when he thought I may not be looking, and I don’t blame him. I'm much taller than he, even for a woman, and quite stockier, with voluptuous DD breasts, athletic frame and broad shoulders. I might remind him of a college teacher, or a busty librarian with dark, narrow eyes with her hair in a tight bun. But his dumbfounded gaze may just be astounded that I answered the door in nothing but a short, red kimono.

		

		I could tell he was intimidated by my curvy body and alluring attire, and yet irresistibly attracted by the stark contrast in our size. By entering my den, he had already stepped out of time and space, away from the rules of the outside world.

		

		The boy followed me into the dim orange lights of the living room. He looked around the sleek, modern furniture and the bookshelves, not knowing what to do, maybe thinking there was still time to escape.

		

		I offered him a glass of wine but he refused at first since he was ‘not of age’.

		

		It’s cute, willing to engage in the fantasies of a lonely trans woman but not take a sip of alcohol.

		

		I insist but he hesitates, probably due to stories of people putting strange things in drinks. But since I'm ready to have one too and have a toast, even if I don't need it, he accepts.

		

		He stammers with his first gulp, giggling at the taste. That's a good start, boy.

		

		I watch him sip down slowly, perhaps his very first glass of wine. His cheeks get rosy and once he finishes the glass, he looks back at me with a glassy, flirtatious smirk.

		

		But when I stand up the smile on his face vanishes.

		

		He stares at me almost defiantly until I ask him to come over.

		

		With a pout and a lip bite, he stepped ahead, and I felt how tense he was as I put my hands around his waist and pulled him against me.

		

		He reacts as if expecting me to kiss him… but I won't for the moment. I'll just be just nuzzling him, fondling his cushy young body with my hands, smelling him. I like the way my tits feel against his flat chest. I can feel his nipples through his sweater and I know he can feel mine.

		

		It’s useless to indulge in comforting or introductory small talk. I don't want to know his name. I didn’t care. And he certainly didn't need to know mine. But I wouldn't let him be distracted, and there, pinned together, I asked him if he was ready.

		

		He nodded, although I could see the flush on his face and the gulp in his throat.

		

		So I got straight to the point, and told him to take his fucking clothes off.

		

		While watching the boy strip, I sipped my glass of wine. After taking off his shoes, he bashfully removed his sweater and the t-shirt he was wearing underneath, then unzipped and peeled down his jeans, his clothing items falling down on the floor one after the other. I’m not sure how he packed all of his ass inside those jeans, but by some grace of Dionysus had, so now I was treated to the biggest boy butt I had ever seen. His skin was white and milky, and although he still looked somewhat frail and slender, I could tell he had good genes, and that his muscles would sculpt harmoniously given proper training.

		

		He looked surprised when I told him to get on his knees, but sat on his haunches quite expertly, pushing his plump tushy out against the balls of his feet. It was a matter of seconds on the carpet, with nothing but a white thong that molded perfectly to his taut little boy-package.

		

		Still fully clad in my kimono, I was standing in front of the boy at a distance, and his nearly naked body looked completely and utterly vulnerable in contrast. Exactly how I needed it to be. I told him to put his hands on the top of his head, like a prisoner, revealing his tender, hairless armpits. Little could he suspect that to me, a boy's armpit is like a preview of the rest of his body. It was a trait I learned over my many years of deflowering young boys like him.

		

		A tinge of heat boiled in my stomach and burned towards my loins. My kimono jostled below the waist, and I subsequently felt the silky smooth material on the top of my cock as it started to swell behind the veil. I could see the boy's eyes were concentrated on my crotch, torn between lust and anxiety, anticipating the carnal ceremony about to take place.

		

		As I moved closer to him, sauntering and swaying my hips. I could well see the fear in the boy's eyes as he looked back up at me. He was nervous and trembling, as a lamb should be when brought to the altar of sacrifice. I could see his wide and sultry eyes were on the verge of tears, and I won't lie: it made my fucking mouth water. The sight of his tender flesh brought up a lupine ferocity in me, something close to the primal instinct of a beast catching its prey.

		

		He shuddered as I laid my palms on the smooth skin of his freckled shoulders. I could feel his heart pounding through them, and his breath was fast and heavy. I ran my hands over his back and chest, taking my time to explore his precious, offered body, visualizing the warm and wet cavities which I knew my cock would soon visit.

		

		But beyond the apprehension, I could sense the boy longed for approval. I suddenly knew this truly was his first time. The notion made me both proud and hard. He yearned for me to stroke his hair or pat his shoulder, but I would not smile or give affection for the moment, instead only showing firm and determined authority. I kept the stern look appropriate for serious matters, with pursed lips and furrowed brow.

		

		For this could not be more serious indeed, as I was entitled with a strong responsibility…

		

		Now, my role was to be the boy's teacher in sex between genders. To show him the ways a woman like me was to be fulfilled as it had been in the phallic rituals performed in antiquity or the ancient tribes from when the world was still close to nature. And nature commands that the senior partner dominates and penetrates, while the junior must yield in full confidence and acceptance of his position. By worshiping a woman’s cock, the junior male is put in direct communication with her phallic energy. And thus is shown in superiority. However repetitive, this sacred ceremony is the path to mystical ecstasy. The puritanical modern faiths could never erase the potency of forgotten cults.

		

		The firm touch of my broad palms on his juvenile body made the boy realize that I was the master, and there was no debate. He still had his hands on his head in the prisoner position, as I had prescribed to show acknowledgement of his submission. All he had to do was to surrender to lust, to the dark forces of nature that pulsated in his hormones. There was no danger, just pleasure, a pleasure so intense that it can indeed confine to pain. I felt the tension inside his body giving up confidently, and he began to give in.

		

		Just as he had grown accustomed to my touch however, my hands slid down to his chest and he erupted into a new bout of shivering trembles. I pressed his little nubs to test how they would react, which caused him to utter a light squeal.

		

		Feeling I was on the right path, I made him drool in my cupped hands, ointed his nipples in his own spit, then twisted and teased them between my thumbs and forefingers. They hardened instantly, and he could not restrain moaning, looking up at me with desperate eyes. I could see the tent of his dick hardening in his tiny thong.

		

		The boy's smell aroused me, a blend of pungent soap, fruity deodorant and that musky scent typical of redheads. My own nipples pushed so hard against my robe I thought they might break through the fabric. I couldn’t resist any longer. And if my womanhood was not freed, it would soon jettison out of my short kimono dress and spoil the surprise.

		

		So it was time to free his hands and make him participate actively.

		

		I gave him instructions about what he had to do: put his palms in his lap, open his mouth, and stick out his tongue…

		

		As he obeyed, my throbbing cock released itself from its bounds, bouncing out of the slit of my kimono like a fleshy baseball bat, pointing at his juvenile face. It rose majestically like a scepter, and the sight of it hovering over his innocent face made me feel like a queen. The boy looked at it in disbelief at its size and firmness, maybe wondering how it would possibly fit into any of his supposedly virgin orifices. With a smirk, I untied my sash and slid my robe off my shoulders, letting the Japanese garment flutter to the floor around my feet.

		

		Salivating in a pavlovian reaction, the boy opened his mouth wider as he stared at the masterpiece of flesh that was my cock. He obviously wanted it badly, but I wouldn't let him swallow it yet. Worshiping womanhood is a complex art, and I deemed it better that my pupil would start with good habits, and be introduced to more elaborate foreplay.

		

		Since I would end up in both his holes anyway, why rush it?

		

		He was waiting to be guided, looking up to me towering over him, my massive breasts jutting out in front of my like proud mountains. I made my shaft bounce up against his face with a slapping sound, then ran it against his nostrils and lips, rubbing my musk on him.

		

		I had him take my smooth, veiny cock between his tiny hands and jerk it slowly. It was rock hard, assisted by the boy’s soft, dainty palms. He tugged slowly at first, handling my footlong fuckpole in front of his face like a snake charmer. I urged him to lick my shaft from underneath, like a lollipop, and he passed his velvet tongue over from the glans down to the base.

		

		Virgin my ass, I thought

		

		The boy took my balls in his palms, playing with them, weighing how heavy they were, perhaps aware of what precious juice they contained. When a droplet of precum oozed out of my tip he craned his neck and engulfed the head of my cock.

		

		Mmm, good boy.

		

		As I cupped my breasts, the boy continued his delicate licking, down to the soft spot between my cock and balls, and then up the underside of my pulsing erection. I knew my pheromones were filling his lungs all the way up to his brain. Impregnating him with my natural odor was like an animal way of marking him as the territory of my alpha presence. By now his face was flushing and he was panting heavily like a bitch in heat.

		

		He was already completely overwhelmed by my womanhood. I was half Japanese but no one could ever tell from my meaty endowments. I was easily eleven inches long, and felt so generous in that moment that the boy’s first cock would be a beauty like mine.

		

		I noticed the boy's dick was impossibly tight in his tiny, little thong, leaking profusely so much that the front pouch had become wet and see-thru, so I allowed him to pull it out. With a quick tug, he yanked the front of his panties down, allowing his tiny dick and balls to spring free before clasping both hands back down on my shaft. His stiff little boyhood, maybe three inches tops, was pointing straight upwards, and I saw his little rosy nuts held up in place by the thong, like two ripe grapes about to be taken from the vine.

		

		I giggled as his dick throbbed and oozed more clear pre, but kept a hand on his head so that his fellatio never faltered. I told him he would have no use for his pathetic little dick, just that I needed to check his erection to make sure his lust for me was not fake.

		

		Then I had him turn around to take a look at his plump, white buttocks, and the sight of his voluptuous, heart-shaped rear gave me another hungry pang in my balls.

		

		He leaned down and pushed his butt up eagerly, keeping his thighs pinned together so he could better lift his posterior higher towards me. I bit my lip as I slapped his right cheek, gripping it firmly and shaking it with glee.

		

		He squealed at my strike and moaned as I groped him, slowly gyrating and thrusting his ass towards me like a hungry whore. I enjoyed the show, salivating at the femininine, bubble butt backside that belonged to a hip hop starlet and not a ninety pound white boy.

		

		Like a good goddess should do for all her loyal subjugates, I freed his hungry bottom of the tight, white thong. It was soaked thru-and-thru, and with it gone I was finally able to see my prize in the flesh, a tiny pink rosebud of sweet, fresh boypussy.

		

		As I had taken off my kimono, I was just as stark naked as he was. He stared hypnotized at my glorious nudity. It must have been the first time in his life that the young lad could see a woman like me, and such a specimen I was. It is indeed a privilege for the young male to afford being in the presence of such a goddess in full control of their sexual energy.

		

		But he stared too long for my liking.

		

		I gave a swft, hard smack across his little nerdy face! I was not here for his pleasure. He was here for mine.

		

		The boy looked disoriented and scared, staring with googly eyes again, and that was precisely what I wanted to see. I needed to test his total submission to cock.

		

		In order to soothe him after my strike, I inserted my thumb in his mouth. He sucked on avidly.

		

		“Good boy,” I said.

		

		I knew it was hard, but tasting me was an honor that had to be earned and deserved. His hunger and eagerness to suck a cock is one thing, but I needed to be worshiped like the goddess I was.

		

		He quickly understood.

		

		On his knees again with his mouth open and waiting, he looked exactly like a catholic youth ready to receive the communion wafer. That was indeed an appropriate position of worship.

		

		As for me, I was still standing up, towering over him, with my mammoth cock jutting out across his entire head and face..

		

		I flexed my cock, signaling the boy's head towards my crotch. Without hesitation he lunged, swallowing my womanhood until it struck his first barrier. Like before he surprised me, despite claiming to be virginal, because he used his lips, mouth and tongue like an expert in the field. He opened wider, his lips tightly wrapped around my shaft plunging further down his warm wet hole. I maintained my hand on his head to set the pace, guiding him in the facefucking that I alone wanted and deserved. He continued to bob his head dutifully back and forth, servicing me dutifully with wet, sloppy, slurpy sounds.

		

		I had to urge the boy to look up at me while he was working on my divine tool. I pinched my nipples as I watched him work, thrusting in tune with his head bobbing until he produced unarticulated groans, as his mouth was full of my flesh. His salivary glands and his tongue were doing a perfect job savoring his treat.

		

		He was doing a fine job, a fine job for his new goddess.

		

		As my cock was melting inside him, I complimented the boy about his eagerness. And then, as I made him use his hands to caress my balls, I could feel the pleasure building.

		

		I pulled out, and my cock head was glistening with his spit. I commanded the boy to put his hands back on his head in the prisoner position. I always needed to be reminded of his total acceptance and commitment. It was now my turn to do the job, and I pushed my shaft back home between his lips, fucking his face. He was groaning and drooling, his boy dick up in the air, trembling as he swallowed my womanhood to the hilt. I thrusted my inches deeper, pushing his lips further apart.

		

		Shooting my load in his mouth without any warning, or splashing it all over his face would have been the easy option if I had not managed to hold back. But I wanted to see him cum before I did, and preferred sodomy anyway.

		

		I pulled out again and ordered him to lay back down on the carpet, face down and ass up.

		

		I pushed my guest down to get a full display of his bottom. His buttocks were plump and fat, looking like two ripe peaches ready to be served, ready to be savored. I told him to spread his juicy ass, getting a full view of his little pink rosebud nestled between his two, bubbly cheeks.

		

		View of a boy's anus is the most potent sexual stimulation.

		

		The fact that he was supposedly a virgin aroused me even more, and I spoke to him with a benevolent but determinate tone, telling him to relax but there was no turning back. I revealed to him that I was a physician, which seemed to impress and reassure him, and my diagnosis was I was certain it would be easier than he thought. I would be make sure he felt good, and from what he already knew about my sexual power, he would not regret it. But little did he know that his feelings, emotions or pleasure was second to mine.

		

		Mounting the boy from behind, I slid my swollen cock between his plump rear end, sliding it up and down the crack of his buttocks, before tapping either cheek. My thick muscle made heavy ‘slapping’ sounds against the jiggling flesh, sending ripples out like rocks into a still pond. I grunted at the sensation, pinning his fat globes around my girder rod and fucking the orbs, grinding against his trembling pucker.

		

		As I pumped, more liquid spewed from my weapon, and my cock spread it into his crack which became glistening and wet within seconds.

		

		Rearing back, I used my cockhead to tease his quivering exit. His asshole was now in close sight, and I could study its anatomy. I could see his boyoussy twitch in reaction to my teasing. It flared and winked, goading defilement. I gave it a few soft taps with my cock which made him whimper and clench in a reflex.

		

		With a smirk, I ordered him to ‘open up’, and pushed harder, watching in amazement as his slippery, slutty hole swallowed my fat, wet, leaking glans. Tip inside I slapped his ass hard.

		

		He screamed like a whore.

		

		My hand left red marks on his firm white buttocks. His hole was beyond tight indeed, but gave way, wrapping around the helmet of my rock hard girlcock.

		

		He moaned and gyrated his hips, trying earnestly to spear more of himself on my mammoth tool. But I relented, pulling back when he pushed. It wasn’t time yet, little whore.

		

		He needed to know that he was not in control of his virginity.

		

		I. Fucking. Was.

		

		Commanding my new weak-willed acolyte, I had him lay down on his back so I could watch his face while I penetrated him properly.

		

		I lifted his legs up in the air, and pressed my cockhead onto his hungry, pink pucker, then took a deep breath as I pushed slowly inside.

		

		I gave him a stern and determined glance, to which he responded with a wary look, and as my face was close to his, I realized how young he was. Young enough to be my son, barely out of his teenage years, and yet…

		

		Old enough to be fucked.

		

		I ordered him to relax once more, and he sucked me in, his innards slowly giving way to my fat, glistening fuckstick. I pushed in deeper, steady and forceful, my tool stretching his rectum around my flared tip, then down around the shaft, then outward again as my thick vein along its bottom side gave my cock an otherworldly plume. I caught his ankles between my hands like a wheelbarrow, sinking deeper amidst his wailings, plowing him dutifully until he threatened my entirety. I glanced down between his legs, and saw my shaft disappear between his white buttocks, every inch now gliding inside his tight wet orifice. I kept the pace slow but steady, undulating with my hips as my cock dove in and out, with the sounds of his moaning as judgment.

		

		I quickened my pace, and throttled him as though I was riding a horse. His boypussy had become slick, not offering any resistance as my member was chambering back and forth. His dick swung like a pendulum, slapping into him and flinging his sweet, clear pre into the air. Each time I rammed my cock into him, each time I made a swift, hard thrust, making it bounce against his belly button, an all new string developed, coaxing orgasm after repeated orgasm out of him.

		

		The air in the room had become of sweat and sex, and reverberated with the sounds of our copulation. The slapping of my heavy balls on his luscious ass and the boy's nasally, feminine moans were like symphonic music to my ears.

		

		I kept my eyes focused on his, because I wanted the penetration to be both physical and mental. He didn't try to look away, and his expression became aggressive and primal as he gritted his teeth and wagged his tongue. To more surprise, he was squeezing my ass with both hands, pulling me in each time I drove into him. Then, as if he knew I had caught him, ran them instead up over my sweaty, heaving bosom as though he wanted to incorporate my superior femininity. His young dick still slapping lewdly, I thrusted my hips roughly onto his hole, slamming the tip of my cock against his youthful prostate. His noises changed, and he started to moan whorish and unabashedly, and it suddenly struck me that he had never experienced the sensation before. My balls swelled full of seed, but my goal was to make him cum first, not so much out of altruism as to give me the physical proof of my sexual power over the boy.

		

		His cock glistened with nectar, his hormones were pulsating while his youthful boy-fluids were flowing like a fountain from his prick, but his true euphoria had not been met. I insisted firmly that he let it all out, as it seemed he somewhat struggled against his upcoming orgasm instead of letting go. I stimulated him by pinching either nipple, and when I felt his sphincter muscles contracting with spastic want, I knew he was on the edge.

		

		I never stopped my rampant fucking. Not when he gave me a look of agony. Not when his body tensed and he squealed. And certainly not when his sap gushed out in several generous blasts onto his tummy, coating him in his own seed.

		

		He wept with tears of pleasure, and his moans were so long and so shrill that they echoed all the way down through my spine.

		

		I could not hold on much longer. Not with his tight ring convulsing and spasming around my most sacred organ. As my balls readied to unleash my load and flood him with my sperm, claiming him on a biological level, the feeling of control dispersed throughout my body. I pounded his hole with rough, angry thrusts, uttering primitive grunts and obscenities.

		

		Gripping the boy tight, I howled. I pinned him down onto me, spearing him. My howl turned into a long, loud moan that rattled the neighborhood. I felt dominant, virile and strong like a barbarian warrior winning victory in the area.

		

		Sweat poured. My muscles flexed. And every ounce I had saved spilled forth into new, unconquered lands, besieging the young boys' bowels with my brand.

		

		When I pulled out, I could see the rosy pucker twitch, drenched in my white cream, gushing my white spunk in small spastic moves. It was all-to-satisfying, which the grateful eyes of my young partner would only confirm.

		

		The whole ceremony lasted over an hour, and in my afterglow I hoped he may not be just a one night stand. And if the boy doesn't come back, I will wait for the next one, for it is my natural role in this life to initiate young men to the cult of girlcock, teach them what a privilege it is to be with a woman like me, and show them - by my example the virile energy we bring.

		

		As for me? Well, I will fulfill my role as long as nature entitles me to do so.

		

		THE END
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