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The airplane was packed full of travelers and young Brendon was crammed into his tiny seat alongside a tall and athletic older woman, his girlfriend’s mother. Said girlfriend Jennifer had asked Brendon to come along on their family vacation, so here was, pinned between the cabin wall and a buff older woman. He was looking forward to the tip of course, but the thought of also spending a week with her family did not sit well with Brendon.

Especially Mrs. Amanda Stanton. She was a certified hater.

To make matters worse, Brendon was not who he appeared to be, at least to everyone on the plane other than Jennifer.

You see, that was because young Brendon was dressed like a bubbly college girl, and not the slender athlete he truly was.

Why you ask, would this young man be wearing a string tanktop, skirt, knee socks and some pink trainers? Well, that’s because his girlfriend asked him too, and it was the only way he was going to go on vacation with them. Because, you guessed it, her family would never allow a boy to tag along to a beautiful Caribbean resort with their daughter.

Shit. shit, shit! Brendon thought as sat there, dangerously close to Mrs. Stanton.

Their seating was so cramped that their arms and elbows touched!

Brendon and Jennifer, both nineteen years old, had been together for a year. Over that time, Jennifer had gradually gotten more and more kinky in the bedroom. She also wasn’t allowed to date. Apparently at all. So one day she hatched a plan to dress Brendon up anytime she wanted him to come over or spend the night.

No boys allowed? Fine with her.

She would just disguise Brendon as her friend ‘Becca’ and her parents were none the wiser!

Over this time Brendon had come to know Jennifer's parents too, a beautiful, yet stern pair of lesbian women. Her father had apparently left years ago, and shortly thereafter Amanda Stanton entered the picture, a tall, big breasted woman who was some sort of fitness instructor. She was one of those "gym rat" types, always talking about working out or protein shakes or how to ‘bulk up’. It was very annoying.

While Brendon was an athletic guy, lean and fit, his life didn't revolve around Crossfit or weightlifting. To make matters worse Mrs. Stanton was always razzing Brendon, a.k.a. Becca, for being too small, un-fit and scrawny.

And there was something about her though... other than her captivating beauty anyway. Something about her aggressive, testosterone-fueled remarks that stirred uncomfortable uneasiness within the boy. A certain something that he couldn’t place. At least not yet…

Caught between the bulkhead and busty Mrs. Stanton, there was no relief for the teenager. The beefy woman dominated her seat, bursting over against Brendon's slender frame. Mrs. Stanton's broad shoulder stretched across into Brendon's personal space. The teenager's bare leg, extending from his skirt, was tight to the woman's chiseled, beefy thigh and calf. The side of Mrs. Stanton's breast occasionally brushed along Brendon's arm, sending a rush of endorphins through his body. The heat of her body transferred directly into the boy, providing warmth but extreme awkwardness.

“I know I’ve said this before, Becca…” Mrs. Stanton said while thumbing through a magazine. "But you should try working out."

She reached over and quickly squeezed the ‘girl’s’ bare thigh. "See? Barely any muscle, it’s all fat."

The lithe amazoness then lifted her own arm and flexed, straining flesh and t-shirt alike. It was smooth and lean and feminine, but when her skin went taut the sinewy strands of muscle constricted, showing power hidden below tanned, pristine flesh.

Brendon's eyes traced along the bulging muscle. While she flexed, Mrs. Stanton rattled off her exercise and diet routine, but Brendon was too visually entranced to really hear the details.

As she spoke, Brendon glanced at the woman's acute jawline and her pillowy pink lips. She was indeed beautiful, tall and robust and confident, well aware of her own sexiness. Her deep, dreamy eyes were topped with thin, perfectly manicured eyebrows and her hair was thick and full, tied back in her trademark ponytail. Her scent wafted into Brendon's nostrils, perhaps from her incessant need to touch or prod him, igniting receptors in his brain of what she might look like naked.

A fire flared in Brendon's chest as this woman's presence bombarded his senses. Getting turned on risked much more than the obvious. Afterall, he was supposed to be her daughter's friend, not some horny teenager. Coupled with his growing arousal, Brendon's anxiety rose at this sudden closeness, the touching, the heat...

"I mean, hey, you live your life how you want, but if you want to be respected in this world, especially as a woman..." Mrs. Stanton continued to pick away at the slender teen. “Or men will just walk all over you.”

She suddenly stopped and looked over, cocking an eyebrow.

“Hey, are you even listening, Becca?”

Brendon snapped out of his stupor.

“Y-yeah!” He said, “sorry Missus Stanton, just tired is all.”

The woman chuckled. “Good meal prep and morning workout would fix that too. I always sleep like a rock!”

Brendon rolled his eyes.

Jesus, being trapped for a week with Mrs. Stanton was going to be a total dumpster fire.

But Brendon didn't want to let it spoil his time with Jennifer, so he tried to focus on the positives. Maybe they'd even get lucky and find a private moment to hook up in an exotic locale. Finally ‘seal the deal’ so that he might lose his virginity. If so, all of this charade would be worth it.

So young Brendon, stuffed tightly into his corner of the airplane beside this perfect specimen of feminine-slash-masculine creation, popped his ear buds in and scrolled through his playlist of songs, then tried to fill his mind with thoughts of his sexy girlfriend, drowning out distressing notions that he didn't want to deal with.

After they had arrived at their destination, they all gathered together in the hotel lobby, discussing plans for the next day.

Mrs. Stanton, always the one in charge, took a tally of all those involved; a head count if you will. The list of participants included:

Brendon/Becca, Jennifer, her younger brother Jake, Catherine, her mother, Amanda Stanton, her ‘other’ mother, and Uncle Roy, Catherine’s brother.

The last item on the agenda for the night was room arrangements. Jake and Uncle Roy quickly buddied up and headed out to their room. The two of them were basically joined at the hip, so that pairing was no surprise.

"Becca and me?" Jennifer asked hopefully.

"Absolutely not. You're staying here," Catherine insisted.

"Aww, Mom!" Jennifer whined.

"Alright, Becca!” Mrs. Stanton announced, slapping the diminutive teen ‘girl’ on the back. “Looks like you're with me."

Jumping nearly through his skin, Brendon shriveled inward to keep his composure. The massive woman's vigorous blow shook the smaller-statured Brendon.

Trying to remain unfazed, Brendon took it in stride.

This was all normal, he told himself. This was just two women supposed to share a bedroom for the night. Nothing unusual here!

"Totally understandable, Missus Stanton," Brendon said, unfolding the legs and struts of his rolling suitcase, keeping his reluctance and disappointment to himself. "It would be inappropriate any other way."

He wanted to sound sincere, but feared he only came across as patronizing.

"Hmm," Mrs. Stanton grunted.

"You girls will have plenty of time to chill out or whatever tomorrow," Catherine said, wrapping a protective arm around her daughter. "But we should all get some rest first."

After a quick hug from Jennifer, the odd couple went down the hall to ‘their’ room. There, Mrs. Stanton tapped the key card at the door lock, waited for the electronic ‘beep’ then let Brendon in first.

He rolled his suitcase into the room and flipped on the lights, unaware that the looming tower of she-muscle was right-fucking-behind him. It was much the same as the room he had just left, but instead of two twin beds, there was one queen-sized bed!

“What the?”

Bewildered, he looked around the room for a second bed.

Certainly this had to be some sort of mistake? Right!?

Mrs. Stanton strutted inside, effortlessly carrying her duffel bag over one shoulder. As the door slammed shut behind her, the teen jumped and turned to the taller, older woman who entered, looked around, and appeared completely unbothered.

"Nice," Mrs. Stanton said, hoisting her bag onto the dresser. "Well, I'm pooped. Let's get ready for bed."

"But uh… Missus Stanton, ma’am? There's only one bed," Brendon objected.

"Don't worry. It's big enough for the both of us if we snuggle up real close." She began unbuttoning his shirt. "Besides, we’re both girls right? What’s the big deal?"

"Uh, yeah I guess you’re right," Brendon said halfheartedly.

Truthfully, his concentration was suddenly occupied elsewhere. His eyes were glued to Mrs. Stanton's body as the amazonian beauty peeled off her shirt and unzipped the fly of her jeans, leaving them open slightly as she wrangled her top up over her head. The big, heavy tits wrapped in a lacy black bra drew his attention like a fiery beacon. Flesh and muscles burst into view; a pristine valley of cleavage sitting atop a tight abdomen and rippling abs.

The way she so nonchalantly undressed was shocking, undressing as if they had known each other for years.

"You gonna get ready, Becca?" Mrs. Stanton asked as she shucked her shirt off completely and unbuttoned her jeans.

Brendon snapped his eyes down to his own feet, forcing himself to look away. He hadn't thought about sleeping arrangements while packing for this trip, but he usually slept in his underwear and sometimes a tank top. That attire however would not work now that he was supposed to be a girl, and his girlfriend's mother were sharing not only a room, but also about to be sharing a bed!

But what choice did he have? Sleep in his skirt?

Mrs. Stanton would surely find that strange.

Shit! What was he gonna do?

“What’s wrong sweetie?” The older woman said, pausing her disrobing before slowly moving over to the timid little teen.

Brendon shrank as she got close, staring down at his feet while he trembled like a leaf.

Mrs. Stanton wrapped an arm around him and said, “You're shy huh? There, there… it’s okay. There’s nothing to be shy about.”

“B-but…” Brendon slowly looked up at her.

Their eyes met, and the boy saw true compassion in the beautiful woman’s face.

A year. Three hundred and sixty-five days. All that time was about to be a complete waste. Jennifer and he would be ripped apart. Their elongated lie would be their undoing…

“But what, dear?” Mrs. Stanton said, pulling him closer.

“I… I… can’t sleep in the same bed with you…” Brendon mumbled on the verge of tears. “Be-because I’m… I’m not…”

She squeezed his shoulder, still gazing down at him with curiosity and concern.

“Because I’m not a girl!”

Mrs. Stanton gasped.

Tears trickled down Brendon’s cheeks as he fought back the urge to outright sob. He half expected the woman to slap him, or start screaming. But instead… she pulled him closer.

“It’s okay, sweetie…” She began, ever-soothing. “It’s okay. There, there now…”

“Y-you’re not mad?” Brendon asked meekly. “That I’m a… boy?”

Mrs. Stanton chuckled softly.

“Not at all, dear. Not at all. Because well…” she looked away briefly, then back into his watery eyes. “Because so am I”

This time, Brendon gasped.

He jumped back, and that’s when he looked down and saw it…

It was a massive bulge centered at the front of Miss Stanton’s jeans. The zipper to her fly had fallen open too, showing off the base of a thick, menacing cock. Her panties swelled, and her obscene, softball-sized bulge billowed out from the opening like an alien trying to burst out of an astronaut's chest!

“M-Missus…” Brendon stood there, frozen, unable to look away from the positively gorgeous woman, her massive heavy tits, or the gargantuan bulge hanging out from her fly. “Y-y-you… How? Wh-what?”

But Mrs. Stanton just giggled and moved closer.

“Well… I used to be a boy… a man…”

Brendon shambled backwards, soon hitting the hotel room wall. He was trapped!

“I just always felt like a woman. Always wanted to be a woman. So I made the change.” She stepped up to the shivering femboy, stopping just short so that her titanic bust didn’t crash into his face. “Jennifer’s father didn’t just ‘leave’ one day, sweetie. I -am- Jennifer’s father. Just in a much…”

She stepped closer, mashing her tits against her prey.

“Much…”

She pushed harder. Closer. Squishing the boy's head into her cleavage.

“Much better body…”

Suddenly her lips were on his, and Brendon nearly shot through the roof.

His eyes shot open but his body melted. He could feel Mrs. Stanton’s nipples respond beneath the bra, stabbing into his flat, boney chest.

‘Her’ tongue snaked into his mouth, and the boy received it, moaning a shuddering moan around her wet, twirling muscle.

When finally she broke away, Brendon sighed. His cheeks burned and his head was foggy. It was as if this woman’s saliva was some sort of aphrodisiac!

“Now then,” she said sternly. “Let’s get you out of those clothes and get ready for bed, hm?”

Slowly, shoddily, hesitantly, Brendon nodded.

“O-okay…”

Mrs. Stanton stepped back and turned, moving towards the bed as she unfastened her bra.

Brendon watched, in sheer amazement, as her beautiful, sculpted bare back exploded into view. She hooked her thumbs into the jeans next, pulling them down as she bent over, unveiling an insanely perfect ass divided by a tiny thong.

She looked over a shoulder, then turned, holding up her arms to cover her breasts. It was folly however, since the twin orbs were so big and round and heavy, that her forearms did little else other than cover either of her nipples.

Brendon stared up at the woman: tall, gorgeous, and rife with muscle. Her hairy chest brimmed with strength, and her tummy was etched with a six pack. The lacy thong did a poor job at hiding her absolute mammoth genitals, and Brendon could even see the outline of a thick, veiny rod and pronounced circumcised head through the fabric.

The boy’s cheeks flushed and he felt his face grow warm as he took in the lewd details, totally unable to look away.

“Well?” Mrs. Stanton said, ”go on then. Undress.”

Entranced by the beautiful she-adonis, he snapped back to reality and looked himself over. Then with shaky hands, he began.

His shoes came off first, his tank top next, then his bra, then his skirt, and finally the bloomers underneath. He felt Mrs. Stanton's eyes on him as he stripped down to just his snug compression briefs. His trim, attractive young body was soon utterly exposed to the woman's attention. His chest and midriff were shadowed with the indications of his light workout routine, but there was only slight definition throughout. His undies cupped his perfect, round ass and adhered to his ample backside, itself sticking out like a shelf. His dumptruck of a ass was always the subject of ridicule.

Around front, Brendon had always been proud of his dick, but his sizable bulge was completely inferior to Mrs. Stanton’s absolute monster. It looked like she had a god damn grapefruit stuffed down the front of her panties!

The size difference stung his manhood deep inside, stabbing his confidence with a wound that would never heal.

He quickly grabbed his nighttime T-shirt, an oversized tank top that hid much of his shame, from his suitcase and pulled it on over his head. Yet even with this slight cover-up, he still felt like prey under Mrs. Stanton’s predatory gaze.

Changing complete, he stood there, staring back at Mrs. Stanton, waiting for the next command. But it did not come. Instead, she dropped her arms and motioned for the boy to come to her.

He almost didn’t notice her lecherous, curling finger, because the sight of her enormous bare breasts was all his eyes could ever desire. The woman’s tits were immense. Perky and round, sitting high atop her chest without the slightest hint at imperfection.

Yet move he did, slowly, until he was nose-to-nipple with the amazon queen once again. Once more her perfume wafted into his nostrils, and he felt high. Her scent both relaxed and exhilarated him.

Mrs. Stanton walked around to Brendon's side, brushing against the nervous teenager.

"Cute underwear. Is that so no one will see your cute little dick?"

Brendon nodded.

“And a baggy shirt so no one can tell you’ve got no tits?” She asked before brazenly reaching out and grabbing Brendon's t-shirt, wiggling the loose fabric. "It's gonna get hot in here tonight, though. You should ditch the shirt."

“Y-yes, but…” Brendon objected weakly. "I… don't think I should,"

But Mrs. Stanton already had the thing halfway off. Brendon's arms raised instinctively and the woman pulled the shirt over the boy’s head before tossing it aside.

"Much better," she said, openly eyeing the teenage boy's pale, scrawny, hairless bare form.

Even embarrassed as he was by his own state of undress, Brendon couldn't take his eyes off the incredible pair of breasts beside him. Of specific interest was the big, weighty mound waiting below, literally tenting out the tiny thong. It was so big, and the panties so tiny, that one could look down and see the trunk of a smooth, girthy trunk. In fact, it seemed to have gotten bigger in just these past few moments since Brendon had undressed!

"I hope you're not too stressed out about sharing a bed with me, Becca," Mrs. Stanton said in a low voice.

A thrill shot through the teenager at the mention of his girl name. Although he also quickly realized that Mrs. Stanton didn’t even know his ‘real’ name.

"I really want to... get to know you, sweetie," the woman said, reaching out and clasping Brendon’s hand in hers. "Find out who you really are..."

His other hand came up to Brendon's chest.

The teen's anxiety rose. Mrs. Stanton was even closer now, their nearly naked bodies were side-by-side, and this beautiful woman was touching his bare skin.

Swallowing down his fight-or-flight reaction, Brendon protested weakly, "B-but, I'm not really into this sort of thing."

“Oh?” Their eyes locked and Mrs. Stanton tilted her head. “You don’t think I’m pretty?”

“Ah! That’s… that’s not what I meant. You-You’re beautiful Missus Stanton but…” Brendon nearly swallowed his tongue. “But you’re not a… I mean, you have a… a dick. A-and I don’t like dicks.”

"That's not what your body says," Mrs. Stanton responded. “See?”

Brendon looked down. Sure enough, the teenager's tight undies betrayed his arousal. His hard cock tested the thin fabric, bulging outward. He couldn't help it. His teen body was involuntary reacting to the tense and unexpected situation.

Mrs. Stanton ran her fingertips down Brendon's front side, eliciting a quiver from the young man. Then she hissed quietly through tight teeth. Mrs. Stanton stopped just above the waistband of Brendon’s compression briefs, letting her fingers hover over the hot erection just a few inches away.

Shit, Brendon cursed to himself. This realization struck him like a bulldozer. Mrs. Stanton was fucking hot, penis or not, and he was turned on beyond words! The teenager knew there was some small part of him that liked dudes, but he hadn't really investigated those thoughts. He had certainly never thought about doing anything with a guy over twice his age. But there was no denying it. Brendon was horned up for lusty, busty and very well hung - Mrs. Stanton.

"It's okay, Becca baby. I know you want me. Most boys do, even if they won’t admit it.” She said softly, slowly peeling herself from Brendon's body. “Let's explore these feelings together."

With a step backward, she waited until the boy looked over then tucked her thumbs into her thong’s waistband.

Brendon’s eyes went wide as the woman slowly peeled down her skimpy panties, allowing a mammoth cock flop free. It was semi-hard, thick as a wrist, and capped with a menacing purple tip. Her hefty balls came next, smooth but large, like two apples in a hammock. She let her panties fall to the floor and stepped out of them, then stood up straight, her enormous pole-like sex organ protruding from a smooth pubis. Her cock was long and thick and heavy, and it wasn't even close to fully erect. Her big balls hung pendulously below.

She stood there a moment, letting the femboy stare.

And then the woman's hands went to Brendon's underwear.

"May I?" She asked.

The teen watched in frozen horror at that woman's hands on his underwear. He looked up at Mrs. Stanton's elegant face, lips trembling, wanting to protest but unable to summon the words. He then looked at the amazon's big cock, and felt his mouth flood with saliva. It looked so delicious… so virile…

In the next moment he found himself nodding, like his own body was acting without consulting his mind. He was giving consent.

Mrs. Stanton smiled and pulled down Brendon's undies. The teen’s raging boner, ulta-stiff now, popped free as this last barrier of modesty fell to his ankles.

The springy erection was tiny, pink and cute, a stark contrast to Mrs. Stanton’s titanic genitals. It was nothing compared to the dark, tanned, veiny weapon that had no doubt destroyed countless holes…

"Mmm… That's better," Mrs. Stanton said, reaching across to touch Brendon's chest again. "I know you've had your eye on me. And you don't know what to think about that. But it's okay, Becca baby. I'll help you understand."

Slowly and softly, she took Brendon's hand and brought it to one of her big, heavy breasts, letting him cup it. She put his finger and thumb around her nipple and squeezed his hand, forcing him to cup her soft, squishy breast. Her free hand found the boys backside, cupping one of his hefty, bubbly buttcheeks much like he was doing to her bosom. They stood there for a moment, touching each other… slowly fondling.

She squeezed his bottom, getting closer, letting her tits wrap around the boy’s spindly arm.

Brendon’s head was positively spinning, so much so that he was actually dizzy. His cock felt stiffer than steel as he stood there, his trembling fingers tentatively holding Mrs. Stanton's warm, full breast. The woman's temperament had transformed completely and her inclinations revealed so suddenly, that Brendon was dumbstruck. He hardly knew this woman, whose voice was now so gentle, her caress so tender, and her advances  confident. Her large hand roved slowly, softly over Brendon's bare, soft skin, exploring his lean, hairless teen body. Mrs. Stanton was gruff and rude, but in this moment she was intimate and sensual. The person standing naked in front of him was powerful, but affectionate, an utterly confusing blend of femininity and testosterone

Brendon's eyes travelled down this luscious burly body pressing against his, soon landing on Mrs. Stanton's long, thick monster protruding out from her groin like an oak tree. The giant she-cock had grown in its short time in the open air, now a rigid tower of flesh with pulsating veins and a swollen tip.

"Go ahead, Becca. You can touch it."

Brendon looked down, seeing his own hand move towards Mrs. Stanton's titanic fuckpole. He didn't feel in control of himself as his fingers closed around the hot thickness.

Mrs. Stanton sighed a sexy-as-fuck sigh as he gripped it.

Damn, Brendon thought. This thing was huge! It was at least ten inches, maybe more, and it was so thick that his tiny-in-comparision fingers couldn’t even wrap around its entirety.

Already impossibly big in his hand, the cock reacted to his touch by swelling… growing! Right before his eyes it grew longer, thicker and more robust. Like a gestating larva the fat veins criss-crossing over its surface throbbed!

The heat and feel of the thing was just too much. So much that Brendon felt light-headed!

Shit… he might even faint!

"Here," Mrs. Stanton said, placing her steadying hands on Brendon's narrow shoulders. "Let's get you on your knees."

Those strong hands applied a light pressure and the teen sank down to the carpet.

Seconds later Brendon's face was aligned with Mrs. Stanton's insanely huge cock. It throbbed, begging for attention, and his hands answered. Shivering with delight, he slowly reached up and gripped the hot, veiny shaft with both hands, then tepidly began stroking the towering meat-pole. It was still getting so hard in his grip. His hand traveled all the way to the base, hidden in the thick layer of hair, then back up to the fat knob. Veiny, red, hot, hard. Along the underside, the ridge that ran the length of the shaft was so broad it looked like a tree trunk of its own. The swollen glans flared out like a helmet, already dripping a shiny dollop of dew. The taut, shiny skin of the rounded tip glowed with the intensity of Mrs. Stanton's arousal. The slit oozed precum when Brendon squeezed it, and it seeped down the slit of her crown, clinging to the underside until it struck the boy’s hand. It was a gooey liquid so hot that it literally sizzled against the teen’s flesh. Every detail seemed hyper-exaggerated. Every ridge, every curved line, and every indentation was so robust that Brendon studied each one with his eyes with a sharp focus.

"Go ahead, Becca baby," the woman said, taking hold of Brendon's head. "Put it in your mouth. Give it a taste."

Brendon didn't even realize that his jaw had dropped, and his mouth was agape. But upon hearing the words he suddenly realized that he was indeed, and he was fucking drooling! The boy was salivating so much that drool was literally dripping off his lower lip, collecting on the carpet between his knees!

Mrs. Stanton took a half step forward, moving the massive thing towards the petrified teen.

Instinctively, Brendon leaned in though, and with his hand still wrapped about its base, closed the space between the two. The boy opened his sopping mouth, outstretching his tongue, trying to give the looming intruder a warm, wet home. Moving past his lips, the engorged knob ran over his tongue, draping the sticky, fruity pre along its way. Soon, he had several inches of the big unit in his mouth, in danger of reaching his gag point at the entrance of his throat. He had his jaw stretched wide, keeping his teeth out of the way as the huge mass rested on his tongue.

Mouth completely full and with tongue pressed flat, he looked up at Mrs. Stanton, past her rippling abs and past her big heavy, teardrop-shaped tits…

She was smiling down at him. Smiling whilst chewing her lower lip.

Her gaze fueled his intention and ego. He must be doing good! Good enough to warrant her sincere look of affection.

Brendon sealed his lips around the shaft and sucked. He had no idea how to do any of this, but he knew he wanted to suck on the big piece of meat and give Miss Stanton all the pleasure he could. His cheeks sank in as he pulled back, lips dragging along the length of steely cock. Then he dropped his mouth down on it again, lunging until his throat was threatened yet again.

Despite his inexperience, Brendon was sloppy and awkward, but enthusiastic. He tried to repeat the stuff that he liked when Jennifer was blowing him, or that he had seen in porn: eye contact, lots of spit, and a lashing tongue. He moved his lips around the rim of Mrs. Stanton's cock-head while jerking the shaft, suckling on the leaky tip like the first scoop of ice cream atop a cone.

"Mmmm, that's it, Becca," Mrs. Stanton hummed, massaging the boy's scalp. “Suck that big cock.”

In an instant Brendon felt like he had lost control; lightheaded, overwhelmed, anxious and delirious. He was astounded by his own actions, fist pumping and rotating on the fat rod as his mouth slurped up and down.

It felt like instinct.

Maybe he was destined to suck cock?

Maybe this was what he was born to do?

Hearing Mrs. Stanton's moans, and her gruff encouragement, made little Brendon a believer… a follower… a disciple of this grand design. Pleasuring this woman was like a drug. He loved that fat prick in his mouth and wanted to do his best to make Mrs. Stanton feel good. The act of satisfying this amazonian queen satisfied Brendon like nothing before or since. His teen bone rose stiffly from between his legs as he fellated her, completely devoid of contact - because his tiny dick meant nothing compared to hers. He wasn't even touching himself and he was harder than he'd ever been. Not even Jennifer had never turned him on like this!

Jesus, he thought. Jennifer. His enamored girlfriend. He loved her and she loved him. They had a great relationship that Brendon hoped would continue long into the future.

But here he was, on his knees, blowing her mother… or dad… or whatever the fuck she was!

If poor Jennifer ever found out, there would be no reconciliation. There would be turmoil. There would be strife…

But Brendon didn’t want to think about that right now. He didn't want to think about Jennifer. At this moment he just wanted to suck this big, juicy cock and drink its contents. He wanted to give himself over to these feelings that he had hidden away. He loved it. He loved cock. He loved older, bigger, stronger women, and he wanted them to dominate his pathetic manlet form.

And so, to show his devotion to such a thing, the teenager worked his mouth and hands exuberantly against this big, juicy, virile cock that had been placed before him.

Brendon was keen and hungry, but this was still brand new for him. So Mrs. Stanton guided the boy, helping him adjust and give a better blowjob.

What he lacked in experience, the young femboy more than made up for in energy. Indeed her hunch had been correct. Amanda had certainly hit the jackpot with this cock-hungry boy!

Amidst this virginal oral escapade, Mrs. Stanton stopped suddenly and gripped the teen’s head, flexing her cock with his formally un-fettered mouth.

"Hold still," she ordered.

Brendon silently relented, releasing the mammoth sheshaft and putting his hands in his lap.

Holding either side of Brendon’s face, Mrs. Stanton began thrusting her magnificent cock into the boy's hot suctioning mouth.

The boy of course took it, even as the enormous weapon defiled his face, then surpassed his gag reflex, popping into his throat deeper and deeper with each thrust. The teen choked and gagged around the fat pole, but Mrs. Stanton continued to fuck his face.

Each cough sent a splatter of spit out from around the thick cock, sending spittles onto the amazon’s taut balls and chiseled thighs.

GLUCK, GURGH, GLUCK!

A few pumps later and Brendon’s nose was being repeatedly smashed into Mrs. Stanton’s pubis, and his chin was tapping the heavy, churning nuts below. He was being throated, choking be damned.

The teenager placed his palms on the sculpted thighs of his new muse, trying to stabilize himself to little avail against the oral assault. She was twice as strong and three times as big (in more ways than one) so there was no other option.

So a rigorous facefucking it became…

All of a sudden however, the older woman became rigid and breathless, then stopped her thrusting all together.

The boy whimpered, but remained still, waiting until his deliverer-of-cock slowly gripped him by the hair and began to extricate herself from the hot, teen throat.

Mrs. Stanton, growling, held Brendon still and eventually pulled her saliva-covered cock from the youth's face.

"Damn, Becca," she panted. "You almost had me cumming."

Brendon, wiping the drooling saliva from his lips and chin, looked up as Mrs. Stanton with big, teary eyes. The boy was so damn cute, his youthful face a mixture of confusion, lust, and shock. It was as if he couldn't believe what he had just done, but also wanted more. With maybe a hint of betrayal at Mrs. Stanton's withdrawal. Why had this beast of a woman taken his new favorite toy away?

Mrs. Stanton lightly smacked her big, hard cock on Brendon's innocent face, leaving trails of sticky precum and saliva in its wake. She let Brendon lick up and down her cock for a few moments before turning and sitting back onto the bed.

“Get over here Becca baby…” she commanded, pointing at the space on the floor between her legs.

Brendon crawled over on his hands and knees, eying the big wet piece of meat she held in her hand.

When he arrived she spread her beautiful legs and inched forward so that her heavy nuts dropped off the bed.

Brendon looked at his towering mistress. Without further command, he somehow knew what to do… The woman held onto her towering cock as her full nuts hung low between her meaty thighs. The teen moved his face into Mrs. Stanton's space, his mouth connecting to the amazon's big, smooth, rife-with-cum testes. 

"Thaaat’s it. Lick my balls," she ordered.

Mrs. Stanton lazily stroked herself as the boy washed her nuts. Brendon took to this task as well as he had to cock-sucking. He lapped up the heavy sack, then sucked each big egg-sized orb into his mouth. He was a horny little guy, eager to exhibit his desires. He wanted this woman's private parts all over his face. He wanted to be covered in her musk. He wanted everything.

Mrs. Stanton chuckled at Brendon's eagerness. "Let's try something else."

She reached down and gripped the boy's hair, pulling him up and over her atop the bed. It wasn’t a violent maneuver, more like a ‘determined suggestion’. She then spun the boy, rotating him so they were in a sixty-nine position. Mrs. Stanton took her liberties with Brendon's slender form, touching his tight, teen body inappropriately as she maneuvered him into place. She groped his squishy thighs and plump ass, fondled his hard nipples and supple little boytits, until finally she had him right where she wanted.

Mrs. Stanton lay back and Brendon was on his hands and knees above her.

No sooner had they gotten into position did the older woman's mouth wrap itself around Brendon's stiff teen boner.

“AHH!” The kid groaned intensely. “OHGAWD!”

Brendon had always liked Jennifer's blowjobs, even if they weren't really very good. He was just happy that she tried. But her mother... WOW!

With an incredible skill Mrs. Stanton moved over Brendon's four inches, licking and sucking like a pro. The way she used her lips and tongue on his dick, the way she sucked… it was marvelous! It was like she knew where every tiny nerve ending began, and knew just how to exploit them!

Brendon moaned and trembled under her skill, squealing when she put both hands on his ass and pulled him down, forcing the entirety of his boyhood down her throat!

Her forceful grip made him arch his back too, hoisting his bubbly backside high up over his spine’s alignment.

Meanwhile, the woman's enormous fleshpole was still sprung up right in front of Brendon's face. Focusing was hard, not on the juicy cock, but summoning the strength to reach up and grab it while his body was convulsing was!

Eventually though, despite the incredible fellatio, Brendon was able to grip the thick pipe and aim it towards his mouth. As the young man relished the blowjob he was receiving, he hefted Mrs. Stanton's member to his lips. He tried mimicking what his mate was doing, licking around the swollen knob and tonguing the dripping slit.

“Mmmm…” Mrs. Stanton reacted, moaning around Brendon's stiffness.

Her words were muffled, but the vibrations she sent up through his dick made him shiver to the core.

While the older woman worked effortlessly on Brendon's tool, so much so that the boy was sweating. He wrestled his mouth around that bigger hunk of meat, reluctantly unhinging his jaw so he could swallow it again from a whole new angle. He continued to suck energetically on the towering womanhood as Mrs. Stanton moved her hands along the teenager's taut young body. The smaller teen felt like he was being enveloped by Mrs. Stanton's feral energy. With her grasping, clutching grip at his back, his sides, his flanks, his taut stomach and midsection, legs, the beefy amazon had full control over Brendon's mind and body. She molested every inch she could reach, but Brendon took particular notice at the attention she was giving his healthy, squishy buns, kneading them like two giant pieces of dough.

With Mrs. Stanton's hands firmly settled on Brendon's butt, rubbing his smooth cheeks, she repeatedly spread them, making wide circular motions. Each time her big palms spread them out at their highest apex, Brendon could feel the warm air strike his hole. And each time he would moan, gurgling out a series of vowels since his throat was wrapped about a footlong cock.

Suddenly, an all new sensation came, when Mrs. Stanton’s index fingers crept into the boy’s valley.

Simultaneously, she spit Brendon's cock from her mouth and pushed the boy’s body down, hilting her cock inside his throat and putting herself at an all new angle.

“You keep sucking, boy…” she huffed, placing one of her strong hands on the back of Brendon’s head and pushing him down. “And don’t fucking stop till I say!”

The boy obeyed, plunging his face down onto the slick pole.

Mrs. Stanton was now staring right down the barrel of Brendon’s supple, virgin ass, all while her slender fingertips approached their bullseye - the tight, pink star that was her goal.

She wasted no time, and Brendon let out a high-pitched, effeminate groan around Mrs. Stanton's cock as the woman contacted his most-secret little place.

A wet digit pushed into him, his tight seal spreading open. The dull burn was nothing compared to the exploding tingles. The nerves of his anus were shooting pleasure signals straight to his cock.

“MMM!” Brendon’s shrill voice reverberated around the piece of meat down his throat. “MMLLPPHH!”

And then, as the finger moved deeper, Brendon almost choked on the fat cock as his prostate was touched for the first time. Miss Stanton truly was an expert, finding and stroking the boy's inner button with one swift movement.

Brendon's cock-sucking shifted into overdrive as Mrs. Stanton tickled his g-spot. The woman snaked a hand down Brendon's slim frame, reaching down to his head, holding him still as he bucked her hips up. She fucked the teenager's face, while she toyed more aggressively with Brendon's tiny bud, pumping her finger in and out..

“Oohh yeah… Fuck yes you little slut… You like Mommy’s cock? You like my finger up your ass?”

Jolts of electricity coursed through Brendon from the teasing yet determined play on his asshole. Deeper and deeper she plunged her finger, until she was knuckle deep, pumping with a smooth rhythm.

Brendon struggled with Mrs. Stanton's huge, pumping cock in his mouth, but he was majorly distracted as the woman's long digit penetrated him. So much so that he was nearly limp, a ragdoll being mouth-fucked and finger-banged. So he mostly just laid there, and let the blissful abuse happen. His tight ring spread open, the big finger driving deeper into him, over and over.

Before long a second finger joined the first. He moaned again, feeling his dick spasm and balls tighten. He was gonna cum soon! He was getting his asshole reamed out by two thick digits by this unbelievably beautiful transwoman and he fucking loved it!

Mrs. Stanton shifted her head, hooking her tongue around Brendon's stiff teen cock. She sucked it into her mouth, all while shoving her fingers deep into the boy's hole.

Brendon's throat sent lewd, reverberating sounds through the small room, a mixture of wet slapping sounds and guttural groans. It was all too much. The hot, wet mouth on his hard prick, the plundering of his ass, and the huge girl-dick in his own slurping mouth. The sights, smells, and sounds of sex infiltrated his core. His brain was broken and his body was on fire.

His orgasm boiled, the fingers repeatedly jabbing his prostate inched him closer and closer and CLOSER! He could feel his body tremble, and his hips throwing themselves back into the twin assaulting digits behind him.

“MMPPHH!” He bellowed, shooting loads of cum down Mrs. Stanton's gulping esophagus.

About that same moment, she clutched Brendon’s skull and thrust upward, bottoming out in a ferocious upswing. It was a thrust so forceful that her heavy nuts swung up and smacked the boy in the face, striking either of his eye sockets. Then, with a hearty moan, Brendon's mouth was flooded with hot, thick spunk.

Overcome with the astounding sensation of his prostate massage and his intense orgasm, Brendon could only lay there prone while his throat was inseminated. It wasn’t until the musclebound woman said, “swallow that shit slut!” that he gathered enough wits to swallow, drinking down the hot batter.

He continued sucking the fat cock as it spilled its viscous seed into him, choking down the sweet, thick syrup.

Shaking, weak, Brendon pulled off, drool and cum dripping from his mouth, choking and coughing. Thick strands connected his lips to the woman's shiny cock. He gasped for air when the thick slab of meat was finally extricated, panting like a lost puppy.

Mrs. Stanton flipped the boy around, bringing them face to face, and slammed her lips against his.

Through a rough kiss, they swapped the remains of each other's seed. Brendon was dazed, and fumbled through a drooling swallowing of his own DNA being fed to him. Their cum-covered tongues lashed at each other, forming their own intimate dance. But Mrs. Stanton’s talented tongue was far stronger, and she quickly deposited Brendon’s pitiful load into his mouth without resistance.

When finally their lips separated, the strong woman rolled Brendon over and pushed up against his flank, spooning with him. Sweaty, exhausted, and spent, Mrs. Stanton wrapped an arm around the smooth, slender boy's naked body, holding him close. She slid her fat cock between his cheeks and pinned it there, letting her thick beast come to rest between the bubbly butt.

“Mmm… that was great Becca baby,” Mrs. Stanton said in a low, gravely voice. "This is going to be a great vacation. I’m so glad you tagged along." 

Brendon was a tornado of emotions. He just had the best, most explosive orgasm of his life, but it was with his girlfriend's mother. Or was it father? He was so confused!

And then there was the fact that he had just sucked a dick. Whether it belonged to a man or a woman, it was a dick nonetheless, with someone over twice his age. And he had gotten so fucking horny doing it. The troubled teen had never allowed himself to feel this attraction openly, and now felt as if he had been freed. It was terrifying.

And Jennifer... oooh, Jennifer. What was Brendon to do about their relationship? He couldn't imagine spending the rest of the vacation with her as though everything were normal. He had just sucked off her trans parent. He would have to pretend like they were still the perfect couple.

He felt so bad for her, for what he had done… but damn if this little tryst wasn’t exhilarating!

But the raging storm of conflict couldn't compete with the post-orgasmic exhaustion. As the youth descended into sleep, his final sensation was Mrs. Stanton's strong, luscious body tight to his back, her big soft breasts against his shoulders, and the fat cock she possessed pressed firmly between his bare butt.

“Get some rest, sweetie,” Mrs. Stanton purred in his ear. “You and this tight lil ass are gonna need it…”

THE END

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