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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, hangover 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 began 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 heavy 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 devilish 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 cock 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 amazonion 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 or dried semen.

"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 fucking 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 she 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 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 hard little 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.

Soon, 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. Then she began to forcefully french kiss little 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 the boy, 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
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