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“Her fingers dug deep into my skin, and then I put her on her bed. I took off her pair of pants, and she helped me to do that by moving her legs. Her pair of panties was now the only thing standing in my way, and I was not going to let it be an issue for me. I reached down with my hands and ripped it off her. I looked at her eyes and found out that she didn’t mind what I just did. The pleasure and lust were probably too much for her to care about something as unimportant as a pair of panties.

I looked at her pussy, and noticed how shaved she was. She made sure to be always ready for a moment like this, even though, for this one, we all knew that it was coming. Her cunt looked wet and ready, and I could already see her juices coming out, soaking the bedsheets that she was going to have to wash later.”


The Futa Matriarch 1




Chapter 1

What Really Happened

I was captured before I could even make sense of what was happening. Before I knew it, here I was, in the process of being punished because I dared to steal food from the futa matriarch. Now, I know that was a mistake and all, but did she really need to trap me like this?

She used lengths of rope and cloth to make sure that I was well tied; there was no way that I was going to escape this. My arms and legs were stretched so much that they hurt, and I wanted to complain, but I was sure that the futa matriarch was not going to have any of that, so I didn’t even bother. I just decided to accept my fate, for now, and that there was not much which could be done.

“Now, that is a good gal,” she said while running her finger inside my pucker. I thought that she was crazy for doing something like that, but the smile on her face… that was pretty telling. She was enjoying this far too much.

She ran her dirty finger inside my rectum once more, and I had no option but to moan. My cunt dripped from my excessive pleasure. What's more, the room was so hot that not sweating was not an option. The futa matriarch knew what she was doing; she was an experienced Amazonian-like woman with all the reasons to think highly of herself. She had been at this for far too long.

"Oh, Bonnie, you didn't think that you were going to get off this easily, did you? You have no idea the kind of things that I have in store for bad females like you…”

Looking up and trying to say something to her that maybe would change her mind, I spoke, “You don't really have to do this to me. I only wanted the food and nothing else. This is going far beyond anything a normal human would do.”

She approached me, her breath on my face as she said, “Well, I don't really care about that sort of thing. You have been a bad chick, and it's time to put people like you in your place.

“Please,” I said, but it was in vain. The futa matriarch, in all her glory, walked over to the wall and grabbed a flogger. I flinched when her fingers were wrapped around the shaft of the thing. This could not get any worse for me

“My dear, you have no idea for how long I have been meaning to do this to you. You have been so bad for me, and with me being a good futa for you… Well, I just didn't feel like you deserved to be treated well by me.”

She struck the air with her flogger and then walked until she stood behind me. Her big, dominating hands fondled my ass. With the way that she tied me, I was totally exposed and opened for her. My pucker was probably fully visible for her delight and whatever sort of punishment for me she had in her dirty mind. She didn't care about my pussy… for the time being. I was sure that its right moment was going to come sooner or later.

“What a nice pair of asscheeks that you have. They look so ready for this… and for me. I should have captured you way earlier. Still, before now, you have been a pain in the ass who has been coming here to steal my food too often. Capturing you was no easy task. Now that you are here, though, I can have all the fun in the world by punishing you.”

Before I could say anything to her, she struck my ass with her flogger. It stung quite a bit, and I screamed until the dark room shook. An evil, wicked smile materialized on her Amazonian-like face. “You liked that, didn’t you?” She asked, completely ignoring how much my whole body was trembling in fear.

She struck my ass more times with the flogger, and although I screamed more, the pain was less. My body was getting used to it. Once she was satisfied enough with the beating, she walked to stand in front of me and then said, “You have the choice to leave this place right now, but know this: if you do that, you will never be able to come here. I will post guards to make sure that you don’t.”

I nodded my head to say that I was okay with staying in this dark room until she was satisfied with the punishment. I didn’t want to lose the opportunity of tasting their delicious food; it really was that great, and it had a special ingredient that I could not quite put my finger on, but which made all the difference in the world for me.

“Good,” she said, with a condescending smile on her face, “I like it when my subjects understand where they stand with me.”

She ran a finger between my breasts and then up to my chin. There, she held it and then slid it along the edges of my lips. She held it at the top of the upper lip, and then withdrew it before kissing me. The kiss came out of nowhere; I thought that she was going to slap my cheeks multiple times instead of rewarding me with her beautiful, full lips.

“You have such a tender and beautiful mouth. It makes me question why people never once hit on you. I have heard that you are a complete virgin. Is that true?”

I looked down and avoided her gaze, and then proceeded to nod in embarrassment. Someone my age was supposed to have had sex several times already. I was just a complete failure, and the futa matriarch knew that very well.

It was just one of the many reasons why she dominated me in this situation, and why I felt the necessity to obey every command of hers.


Chapter 2

Something More… Demanding

“Now, my dear, I know that you are not liking being punished like this, but the fact is that I am not even completely done with you. There are so many more things that I want to do right now...”

She looked at the ceiling while she probably thought about what else to do to me, and then, she said, “I know another little, naughty play which you are probably going to enjoy… or maybe not.”

I have any idea of what she had in mind, and during that short time, all I could contemplate was her big cock and balls that she had. I had never seen a  futa before in person, and this whole time that I was spending with her was quite… revealing. My mind was being completely changed and molded for the new world that she was introducing me to. I imagined that I should have realized that she was no normal female like me. She always kept her legs open when she was sitting. I never thought much about that before, but now I realized that I should have.

Out of nowhere, she lowered her pair of briefs and showed, to the shock of my eyes, her cock. It was not even fully hard yet - it was in a semi-rigid state that was difficult for me not to look at -, but even then, it looked too big to penetrate me. I shuddered at the thought of her doing something like that. If she had an ounce of decency, she was not even going to think about punishing me in such a way. That would be the definitive and the worst thing that she could to me. I didn’t deserve that fate.

Her hand stroked her dick a couple of times before she said, "I have been waiting the whole day to use the bathroom, and with you being this willing to be punished by me… Well, let’s just say that I have been thinking of turning you into my personal toilet. Interested to become that?”

I sensed that it didn’t matter what I was going to answer her. She was going to do whatever shed wished of me.

“No answer? Great; I didn’t expect one anyway. Now, my dear, open that mouth of yours. I want to grace you with my hot, steamy piss. I feel like I am torturing myself by keeping it in my bladder.”

The thought of doing that for her sent shivers down my spine. I didn’t want to be turned into her personal toilet. That and having her pop my cherry… those were things that only her dirty mind could come up with.

She walked over to me and then turned around. She reared her ass up and then spread her asscheeks out wide. I looked at it and felt the fire within me burning brighter and hotter. There was no denying that she was an Amazonian woman with every right to feel proud of herself.

She looked back and noticed that I didn’t open my mouth yet. “What is taking you so long to do that favor for me? You do realize that you have already made your choice, right?”

I nodded my head and then opened my mouth. There was no point pretending that she was going to change her mind about this. I was her personal toilet to be used and misused whenever she damn pleased. What in the world was I thinking when I committed that horrible mistake?

Her orifice opened up a little before a river of her piss flowed into my mouth. I felt the hot water coming in, and it felt as if there was no end to it. I almost coughed and closed my lips as she poured her excretion into me, but I didn’t do it because I didn’t want to make her have another reason to punish me even more.

What she was doing was already more than enough to make me feel dirty and unwanted. I was going to need a long shower after this was done.

When she was finished, she turned around with a huge smile on her face. “That was really good, but I feel like there is something… more that we can do here.”

She paced around me before completing her thought, “Maybe I could shit into your mouth as well?”

She smiled as if she was one of those cartoon villains. Her hand fondled her breast as she looked down at it. I admired her body, despite everything that she was doing to me. There was no denying that she was an Amazonian with every feature that a normal woman wished to have… except for her futa parts, I imagined.

I didn't want to have her cock and balls, but I did wish to have her attitude. She was dominating wherever she went. I watched many men lose their courage when talking to her. She tended to tower over them, after all.

She stopped playing with her breast and then leaned in closer to me. My mouth was stinking with her piss still, and I imagined that she wanted to smell the scent too. It was her scent, her marking on me, and she approved of it; her smile and happy eyes told me as much. I could notice her nose sniffing as she took in the smell.

“Hmmm… absolutely delicious, and to think that I have been holding that with me this whole time… I should have emptied my bladder into another personal toilet. It didn’t have to be with you, of course. However, you being all tied up and willing to function as my toilet worked quite well for this case.”

I would not say that I wanted to work as her personal toilet, but I didn’t have any right to contradict her. At least, not when she had all the power over me and could do whatever she wanted.


Chapter 3

The Futa Matriarch Is Not Done Yet

“I have something else in mind that I want to do,” she said with her finger raised and pacing in front of me.

“What is it?” I finally dared to ask, her ropes and lengths of cut cloth preventing me from moving my body still.

“Have you ever tasted your own shit? Now, I would not be mad if you said ‘no’, but I know that some people did, and I was just… curious about that. It might even be an experience… you would never forget.”

On her face appeared the most diabolical and evil smile I had ever seen. I didn’t even bother to answer her question. I knew what she was going to do, and that there was no stopping her. A shiver ran down my spine at the thought of tasting my own cum.

“Now, I know that you didn’t eat much before coming here, which is why I am going to offer you some food. You will eat it, and then I will serve your own shit to you. Do you want me to do that? Do you want to taste your own shit before being allowed to leave this place? I know that you are probably hungry at this point, so…”

She was right about me being hungry. I could feel my belly rumbling, and it had been doing that for quite some time already.

I nodded my head in obedience and servitude. A huge smile appeared on her face, and this one was very different from the others; it was a smile of victory and of having achieved something which she had been thinking about for a very long time.

“Perfect. I am going to serve you the best food in the house, and it will be all on me. You won’t have to pay a dime, except for your morals and everything that you thought that you knew about yourself.”


The futa matriarch, in all her glory and Amazonian proportions, put the flogger back onto the holder on the wall, slid her underwear back on and then walked out of the room. I was relieved that she was not going to use her dick for the time being… that would be really unpleasant, especially with the sort of wicked plan that she was concocting for me.

Some minutes passed until the door swung open. The futa matriarch walked holding a plate in her left hand. “Food is here,” she said with a wicked smile on her face.

She approached me and then, using her other free hand, she put some of the food on the spoon and offered it to me. The smell was delicious, and dare I say, one of the best that I had experienced for quite some time. I could not even blink while I stared at the food, apparently unable to think of anything different while my whole body burned with hunger.

I opened my mouth, and the futa matriarch put the spoon with food inside it. I closed it and then she pulled the spoon out. “That is good. I like it when a female like you enjoys the food that I prepared with so much care and love. It really makes my job that much easier.”

The process was repeated until there was nothing left on the plate. She even held it in front of me so that  I could lick it clean. Her smile was a  pleasant one as she watched me doing that. She was enjoying feeding me - as if I was nothing more than her pet or something even less significant to her.

Her hand caressed my cheek and then my forehead before she said, “I am going to wait a couple of hours until you are ready to take a shit here. It’s gonna be wonderful when you savor the taste of your own excretion.”

She walked out of the room holding the plate in her hand. I was feeling so satiated that I didn’t care about still being locked in this room, with my body tied in such a way that my back was bent down and my ass, slightly raised. I was also feeling sleepy and it was not long before I was sleeping like a rock.

When I came back to it, the futa queen was right in front of me, and she had the same wicked smile from before that sent shivers down my spine once again. “How are you doing right now? Feeling like taking a dump?”

I noticed something that her hand was holding. It was a small, red bowl. She held it in front of me and then said, “I am going to use this to store your shit.”

I trembled in fear at the thought of savoring my own shit. She made me feel so good by serving me food. I was almost liking her.

“Yes, I think that… I am ready to take a dump right now,” I said, but cursing every word that came out of my mouth. I didn’t want to do that.

“Great. Then, we can start,” she said before walking to stand behind me and putting the bowl just below my pucker. I forced and did my best to make the shit come out of me. When it did, I heard it hit the base of the bowl. Three slabs of shit came out of me, and I was feeling like the most disgusting woman in the world.

“Perfect. This will do,” she said before coming to stand in front of me. The smell of shit quickly filled the room, and I almost felt like throwing up. She put the bowl in front of me with that same wicked smile.

She ran her finger through the shit and then held it in front of me. I hesitated to open my mouth. She pressed her finger to my lips, and with it already touching me, I had no choice but to accept it in. When she noticed that I was not being reluctant any more, her disgusting smile widened.

“Oh, dear. It probably tasted very deliciously and like nothing else in this word.”

My tongue savored my shit, and I wanted to spit it out, but I was not going to do that. I didn't want to be punished even more. This was already more than sufficient. My whole body hurt from being tied up like this.

“I think that we have reached a point where we should finalize this little and fun play of ours,” she said before putting the bowl down and then lowering her underwear once again. Oh God, she is really going to fuck me with that thing.

It looked so big and imposing once her underwear was on her ankles. And her ballsack… it was nothing like I had seen before, and she was going to use it to fuck me. I shuddered, and all I knew was that there was no stopping her.

She positioned herself behind me, and then opened my butthole with two of her fingers. Then, she eased her member inside me without a condom; she liked fucking her females the rough and raw way. I looked back and saw that she was completely focused on ramming my ass; her eyes didn’t blink, nor did they look anywhere else.

I felt her pistoning in and out of me nonstop. Her dick was just so huge and it just kept on coming in and out; I was begging internally for her to stop doing that, or for someone else to come here and take her elsewhere. She could enter a contest for the hugest dicks in town and I was certain that she would be able to win it. She was just that big.

She blew her load inside me, and as she did that, she panted. She was finally exhausted after everything that she did. We had been at this for hours, so it was not a surprise.

She came so much inside me that when she took her member out, her sperm dripped out. “Not one drop will be wasted!” She shouted before hurrying to the cabinet and grabbing a buttplug from it.

She came over to me and inserted it into my pucker. I was so taken aback by that I screamed and then fell asleep.

I just hope that this has been nothing more than a bad dream...
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Chapter 1

Is This Really Me?

I looked at myself in the mirror, and thought about why I decided to come here. The smell of this room… it was nothing like anything that I enjoyed having around me. Weed, incense, dirt, shit, and something else - it all polluted the air, and the mixture made my head feel dizzy. Maybe it was part of their appeal, but I didn’t know. I did come here willing to have sex with them and be treated the way that I deserved.

I checked my hair in the mirror, turned my head to the side a bit and adjusted it a bit using my hands. This place… when people talked to me about it, I could not even believe it existed. From what they told me, people came here to have sex in a way that they were going to hate it. It was not supposed to be pleasant and make people feel good about themselves. The point of this apartment floor in this building was to let people experience their most depraved wishes and desires.

Want to be treated like a dog while a big dick fills your mouth? This is the place. When people mentioned that I could have anything here, I was in. I came here with my heart beating in anticipation. The attendant from the front desk who showed me the place was a kind woman who was willing to give her best to show her clients why they needed this place, and it was then that I decided to spend one night here. Just one night where I was going to be treated pretty harshly, and experience something that most people thought impossible.

Society had this one truth that they didn’t want to be changed: that only men have cocks. This floor with no name on the outskirts of the city proved that they were wrong about that: with the right tools and the money, women could have dicks too. While the attendant showed me the many rooms, I came across some chicks with very pronounced bulges that caught my attention the moment my eyes laid on them. They were really huge… bigger than my hubby’s too.


Chapter 2

Her Introduction

I heard footsteps coming to this room and went to the bed. I covered myself with the blanket and closed my eyes; when the people who ran this place gave me some instructions for the service that I had bought, they said that I needed to appear innocent and delicate, like a sole flower in the desert. One way that they mentioned I could achieve that was by pretending to be asleep while I waited for the woman with a dick to come, and me being me, I just decided to follow their advice.

I heard the door being opened as it creaked, and then the footsteps of a single woman coming into the room. From the sound that she was making, I was certain that she was big. Like, big enough to be thrice my weight, and possibly twice my size. Her footsteps were shaking the floor, although slightly, and that was mental. That, in turn, made my heart beat fast enough for me to hear my pulse in my head. Secretly, I felt my pussy getting wet.

“Oh, little thing. You look so delicate for the Matriarch Futa, and here I was thinking that I was going to have to fuck one of those despicable men who never before had a woman in their lives. They really chose the right person for me this time.”

She got herself onto the bed, but even then, I didn’t dare to show her that I was actually pretending to be asleep. The bed’s mattress kind of sunk when she put her whole weight onto it; she really was huge, and I suspected that she was big in more ways than the weight of her body. I could barely think straight with her body on top of mine, and her breath inches from my nose. Why did I have not to cover my head as well… With the way things were going, it would not be long before she realized that I was faking my lack of reaction.

“Oh, you are such a delicate beauty. My futa workers did their best with this one. I can just imagine my cock sliding into your throat. I can’t wait to blow my sperm into you and claim this tender body for myself.”

Her hand sneaked inside the blanket, and then she caressed my butt. Up and down, left and right - her hand was everywhere, and it was really huge. Despite having a big hand, she was soft and caring. I could feel that she was not going to take advantage of me. I kind of felt as if she was more than a female stranger with a cock; I felt as if she were my daddi.

“When I came here, I didn’t think I would be rewarded with something like this,” she said before inhaling loud enough to make me feel goosebumps, “But this here... this is the stuff. Such a beautiful thing. Can’t be more than 40 years old too. And this cunt right here,” she spoke before putting her finger around my pussy, “It feels so… ready for me.”

Her lust for me was immeasurable, and I could feel it as if I had a sense made for that sort of thing. She was breathing just so loud that the whole room seemed to be filled with her noise. In the meantime, it became more and more difficult to pretend that I was asleep. I wondered when she would have enough of all this teasing and force her way in. Not that I was not liking all this foreplay; quite the contrary. The feeling of being so small in comparison to this huge futa was like nothing else in the world that I had experienced thus far, and she was really good at that. She was the Futa Matriarch, after all.

“My dick is just so hard for this,” she said while her finger probed me more still, and I was getting so wet that it became even more difficult to pretend that nothing of this was happening. She was just so experienced with this, and the decisive way that she wanted to get inside me with her finger was quite telling of that. She didn’t even need more than one to make me have the wildest of thoughts about her. I wanted to scream, but I felt that doing so would demolish everything that she had been building with care so far.

“This finger has been doing some amazing work - I am dripping my juices at this point - but I need something more carnal to play with this beauty,” she said while her voice showed just how excited she was far for this; she seemed to be running out of breath already, “I think my dick should have a much-needed sexy time with you, my darling.”

It was then that my heart raced even more, and I almost turned on the bed at the same instant. I was going to tell her to stop and that I was actually not ready for this yet - she was the Futa Matriarch and if rumors were to be found as the truth, then her shaft was probably one of the biggest in the city. I was nothing more than an adventurer looking for something new, and even though I had already given birth multiple times, her whopping dong would still feel too big for me. It would be a great experience for her, since she probably liked her subjects tight and clamped around her dick, but not as much for me.

Before I could even think about what to do next, she removed the blanket, exposing my body, with which I was wearing nothing more than my bra and pair of panties, and then pinned her hips down onto mine. I felt her balls being relaxed on top of my butt, and her dick falling graciously onto it. Even though I was not seeing anything, I noticed that her dick went from the half-way line of my ass to the middle of my spine, and that confirmed… that she was really too big for me. I was never going to be able to fake to my husband that I was shopping at China’s market as I told him before coming here.

Her hands pampered, caressed and worshiped my ass while she spoke to me, still maybe oblivious that I was pretending to be asleep, “Oh, my darling. Such a body that you have. It makes me have the wildest of thoughts, and what I could do with it. Last month, I turned one of my subjects into my personal toilet. Just a small thing that I was thinking of putting into practice after she did the horrible things that she did. To you, I am not going to do anything of the sort. You are a client of mine, after all, and you deserve to be treated with respect.”

I was puzzled about the personal toilet thing. Did she… pee and shit into someone’s mouth? If so, that was disgusting enough to make my stomach turn. I just hoped that she was not going to have one thought about doing the same to me. I was never going to return here otherwise… or would I? At this moment, I didn’t even know what to feel. The Futa Matriarch was making me feel so needy for her, and also that I depended on her body and mind. I could get addicted to this, though I didn’t want that to happen to me. My husband would never forgive me for betraying him with a man, much less with a man who has a dick.


Chapter 3

Wake Up

The Futa Matriarch spoke to my ear, her voice close enough to send shivers down my spine, “Darling, I know what your name is and that you are actually pretending to be asleep. I noticed that last thing the moment I stepped into this room. Don’t worry; I am not going to be mad at you because of that. Previous clients of mine have always felt… intimidated by me, so your reaction is nothing short of normal. Now, please open your eyes and I will allow you to turn on the bed to face me. I have a gift that you are going to like quite a bit, I am sure of.”

At the same instant, I turned my head and opened my eyes. What I saw standing on top of me was more than a woman; she was the Futa Matriarch, and she had a mischevious smile on her face that told me one thing: that I was not going to get out of this the easy way. She was not fat, though she did look a bit chubby, but the most striking feature about her body proportions was how strong she looked. Her arms and legs were very thick; she most likely weighed a ton, and nobody was going to have the audacity of calling her overweight.

“I… didn’t want to pretend that I was asleep. It’s just that… with you coming here and this being my first time-”

“You got nervous and just didn’t know what to do or think,” she said before changing her smile to a more gentle one, “That is a normal reaction to have. Some people who come here just don’t have the mind to deal with their first futa. I am the Futa Matriarch of this establishment. Nice to meet you.”

I looked into her eyes and told her my name, despite knowing that she knew who I was, “It’s a pleasure to meet you as well… My name is July.”

She nodded her head and said, “I like your name. Really fits with the sort of woman that you appear to be.”

Curious about what she meant by that, I asked, “What do you mean?”

“Some people usually have names that match their personality and looks. July is a good name for a striking, but delicate woman that is looking for something else. I know that you are married - the futa at the front desk told me as much - and that your relationship with your husband isn’t going the way that you had hoped.”

I looked down and said, “Yes… you are right about the last part. Wellington and I… He has not been the same man of when I married him. He is not good when having sex with me anymore, and he seemed to have lost most of his appetite.”

She nodded her head again with her eyes closed, agreeing with me in a way that made it seem like she was almost putting herself in my place and that she maybe even had a similar situation happen to her life, and then said, “I know. So many people have told me similar stories. It is as if I have become a shrink that they can rely on.”

“Now,” she added while nearing her head to mine, her breath filling my nose, “I think it’s time you had the experience that you paid for.”

I nodded my head in submission, and she materialized that mischievous smile once again, “Good. I am going to allow you some space, and then you turn and open your mouth for me. We are going to start with the front hole.”

While feeling my heart as if it was going to burst out through my chest, I turned my body on the bed when she raised herself just enough to give me the space that she promised. I was now facing her, and the view was even more striking than before. The Futa Matriarch was actually not wearing anything, and her breasts went all the way down to a couple of inches above her belly. She was chubby for sure, but that seemed to work in her favor; I felt even mored intimated by her.

However, it was not her size of her body or of just her breasts that really caught my attention. It was the package that she had between her thick, hairless legs. Her cock was fully hard still, and her clean-shaven ballsack had two testicles where each appeared to be more than twice the size of my hubby’s.

Feeling my lust growing within me like a burning fire, I said, “This is why I came here.”

Her mischievous smile widened. “Open your mouth more for the Futa Matriarch. Make sure that it is wide open, because my dick will need all the space it can have.”

She moved herself forward onto the bed, and then positioned her body just above my breasts, but while maintaining some distance from them as not to hurt me. She grabbed the shaft of her member and then eased it inside my mouth. I kept it as open as possible, up the point of feeling my skin being stretched as it slid in. She was filling me so good, and I had no option but feel so turned on that my cunt juice was dripping onto the bedsheets.

“That is it, that is a good gal,” she said with her eyes half-closed. She was most likely enjoying this as much as me. “Hmmm… so warm and tight in there. It makes me wonder what the other hole is like. If it is even tighter and warmer, I am going to have a field day today.”

She moved her hips forward and backward, and I could feel the head of her whopping dong hitting my throat. Her smile continued to be as wide as before. Her eyes were half-closed still. I could feel her body on top of mine, and I didn’t resist; my hands explored her thighs and the sides of her torso; she was just so powerful and dominating. I wished to be like her one day.

I played with her boobs and nipples as well while she fucked my mouth. Her hips moved forward and backward nonstop, but she was doing so with the utmost care in the world. She knew that she was too big for me. The more her dick fucked my mouth, the more I drooled; I could feel my saliva wetting the pillow I was resting my head on.

She was just so hard, and I enjoying this so much. My hands worshiped and caressed her boobs while she continued to fuck me. She used her fingers to widen my mouth a bit more when she probably sensed that it had become hard for me to keep it that open by myself. I was relieved when she did that.

Her movement slowed down, she opened her eyes fully and then looked into mine. “I think it’s about time I do the other hole.”

She eased her member out of my mouth, and I noticed how it gleamed against the light coming from the candles. I salivated and drooled so much during that time that I felt embarrassed. The Futa Matriarch probably noticed that, which must have been why she opened that same devilish smile from before.

I told her, “I can’t wait for that. I have been dying to feel something really big fucking my pussy. Just make sure to wear a condom, because I don’t want to get pregnant.”

“Right, of course,” she said before grabbing a pack of condoms. She put her fingers at where she was going to open it, but then threw the pack to the other side fo the room. Puzzled, I asked, “Wait… why did you do that?”

She shook her head in disapproval of me and said, “Have you not read the contract? We do fertile penetration only here.”

I was puzzled by that. I should have read that damned contract before accepting this, but still, with how much lust I was feeling and my inability to see much beyond what was happening in this room, I was not about to say no to her. I didn’t want to get out of this place with her thinking that I was a bad client.

I sighed in frustration with myself and said, “Okay. Let’s do it.” 

Her smile widened and her eyes burned bright with desire for me. “Good choice,” she said with that voice of hers which, so far, always managed to make me feel so turned on. I did indeed make the right choice.

She moved down and I opened my legs for her. If I get pregnant from this, so be it, I thought when she eased her member in me. She did it with the utmost care, like she did to my mouth, to make sure that I was not going to give any signs of feeling pain. The most striking thing was how it filled me good, and how it finally felt as if I had a proper cock inside me. My hubby just didn’t have the power for something like that anymore. The Futa Matriarch had disqualified him in every possible thing that I cared about when it came to sex, and that made me feel so ready to come here again in the future.

She moved her veiny member forward and backward, and I had no choice but to moan. She was just so big, and I finally felt as if I was a virgin once again. More and more she fucked me, and I threw my head back in complete pleasure from this. My eyes were closed, my heart beating like a working machine. She buried her fingers deep into my skin, and then I wrapped my skinny legs around her back. Her breasts moved back and forth, following her rhythm.

Minutes passed with her fucking me as if I was nothing more than her toy. My hands were everywhere as I felt lust and pleasure overflowing from me. My body was burning so hot that someone could have thought that I was having a fever. I felt my sweat covering my body and the bedsheets wetter than they had ever been. My cunt juices continued to drip onto them, contributing to making the air around us smell even more like sex. Her dick was just so hard while it fucked and ravaged me. Her smile was just so captivating. I was losing myself in this, and I didn’t care.

I felt something growing and taking control of me before my whole body convulsed, and I had the most intense orgasm in quite a long while. The Futa Matriarch rammed me with all her might before she let a loud moan of pleasure escape her mouth. I felt my cunt walls getting hotter as she filled me with her sticky, creamy juice. It just came pouring and being shot into me as if she had a whole gallon of it. One minute, two minutes… time went by and she was still blowing her load in me. I definitely lost myself when my body rocked once more as I had another orgasm.

The Futa Matriarch eased her member out of me. I could barely see anything, but I still noticed how slick her dick looked. It was still rigid when she came out of the bed and gave me a kiss on my forehead as if I was her little one. “Have a good night. Don’t forget to grab your things when you leave.”

I looked at her walking out of the room and then closing the door. I fell asleep moments after, thinking of how I was going to come here so many more times that I was going to have financial problems.

The Futa Matriarch… she really is something else.
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Chapter 1

Her Backstory

"Do you remember back when you used to bully me?" I asked the big woman in front of me with very pronounced breasts. She had a piercing in her lip, and her whole body was tattooed. Of all the tattoos that she had, one stood the most for me: the one of a dragon on her back. She really didn’t change much from when we were in college.

"You have turned me into this thing..." She said while lowering her eyes, avoiding my gaze.

"Oh, yeah. I only am doing this because you accepted to be turned into my personal toilet. I already had one before this, but with you, it should be a bit different; a bit more personal, I would say. It’s time for you to pay for the things that you made me do in college."

"Oh, come on," she said, raising her eyes, "You liked eating shit and being peed on. Your eyes betrayed you back then."

I slapped her face twice, once in each cheek, and said while holding her chin, "You forced me into doing those things. Be grateful that I chose not to use the same tactic. I would rather do this when the subject is willing."

"If you say so," she said before spitting onto the floor of my bedroom. I slapped her again, because there was no way I was going to let that slide. One of my futa employees cleaned the spot on the floor where her saliva fell with a clean cloth.

She looked into my eyes again, and I said, "Time for you to do your job. I feel the need to pee."

"Do it, you fucking pig. Differently from you, I am going to take this like a real woman would."

I bit my lower lip and unbuckled the belt of my pants. When both of them fell onto the floor, the large woman's eyes bulged.

"Why do you have such a huge bulge? It looks like that of man," she said, her eyes unchanged.

"You had no idea who you were dealing with back then, and still haven’t, " I said before lowering my underwear and showing, to the greater shock of her eyes, my monstrous package.

"What is going on here?” She asked, her eyes incapable of looking elsewhere.

I grabbed my cock and stroke it a couple of times before answering, "I am the Futa Matriarch."

My employees bowed to me, and a smile materialized on my face. I am good at this.

Bruta looked at my employees and then back at my package. "I… don't understand," she said, blinking her eyes. She seemed so confused about all this s, and I was loving it.

"Open your mouth, Bruta. Time for you to take all my piss like the bastard that you have always been to me."

Slowly, but surely, she opened her mouth. I slid my big member in, and it was still soft. It grew a bit inside her warm, wet mouth. Her eyes looked at me as if she was daring for me to pee into her mouth. Well, I was going to do that. I could see that she was not liking this, but that was not going to stop me.

I felt my release coming, and soon after, I was peeing into her mouth. She flinched a bit, but then she took it as her throat worked to drink the hot liquid. Seconds and even one minute passed until I was done. But even after that, I didn’t take my dick from her mouth. I kept it there, growing and making sure that she understood where she stood.

“Ahhhhh… That’s the stuff,” I said before finally taking my shaft out of her mouth.

She looked at me as if she wanted to kill me and then said, “Always knew that you were not a normal woman. Didn’t imagine that you have a dick, though.”

I caressed her forehead and said, “There are lots of things about me that you have no idea about.”

Rage still coated her eyes when she said, “So, what’s next for my punishment? Still not satisfied with making me drink your piss?”

“Nope, of course not. You are my personal toilet. I will need you for other things later on. For now, you are gonna remain tied up to the wall, incapable of moving, until I get back,” I said before going to the door and getting out of my bedroom.


Chapter 2

How Things Change

I went to the restaurant downstairs and had dinner. I spent some good time with my futa employees talking about the job and how we turned many men and women into sex toys for us. They all really liked our services and constantly came here for the same. We also laughed and talked about the previous personal toilet of mine who gave up on her new role after being here for a couple of weeks.

I was glad that I managed to turn another person into a toilet for me; I was in dire need of that.

When I got back, I had this urge to shit, and I was just so happy that I had my new personal toilet ready for that. She was going to take my shit into her mouth like the tough woman that she was and she not even going to complain. That was her nature; she liked to appear tougher than she actually was.

“Hello, darling,” I said after opening the door and coming into the room. One of my futa employees was feeding Bruta some food; poor thing had gone days without eating something before coming here. She was loving the food so much that she didn’t care about how much of it she was wasting. My employee had bulging eyes and a gaping mouth while she continued to feed her with the spoon.

I stopped in front of her and asked, “Do you like the food, Bruta?”

My futa employee walked off there before Bruta responded, “I was only eating that because I really needed it. Otherwise, I would not have accepted one bite.”


I caressed her forehead and looked deep into her angry eyes before saying, “I have another thing that you are going to like.”

Her face flinched when she realized what I had in mind. I widened my smile and turned around before lowering my pants. My underwear followed suit, and then I positioned my shithole just above her mouth.

“Open it,” I ordered, and just like the other time, she obeyed me. I could feel the anger and resistance from her even without looking at her, but with her being completely at my mercy, she was not going to dare to externalize those things to me too much. She was going to continue being my personal toilet for sure, and her residency here was going to be a smooth one because of that.

I forced my insides to work until I felt my shit coming out. A couple of large slabs filled her mouth. I made sure not to give her much because I didn’t want her to get greedy. I could hear Bruta chewing the shit that I was giving her. It didn’t take long for me to be fully empty, and when I was done, I turned around to admire the look on her face.

She was still chewing one of the slabs of shit when I said, “You really are taking this without complaining too much. Still trying to make yourself look tougher than you really are, I see.”

The last slab of meat traveled down her throat and then she said, “At least I am not going to cry because of this, and I definitely will not act like you did back in college. I don’t cry easily, and I certainly don’t act like a pussy.”

I caressed her forehead, cherishing this opportunity to put my previous bully in her place, and then said, “This is just the first day. I am going to break you. Before you know it, you will be begging to suck my dick.”

Bruta spat onto the floor once again, which forced me to slap her multiple times on her chubby face, and then she said, “I am definitely not going to suck you off. That was not what we agreed on.”

I caressed her forehead even more, and I could notice how much hatred for me was coming off her. “Oh, but this is just the first day. There is much more to come. No woman in this world can withstand the needs and the wishes of the Futa Matriarch.”

“Whatever,” she said while turning her head to the side and avoiding my eyes.

I put my pants back on and walked out of there. Bruta was going to remain there for the time being until I had enough of her and was done with my revenge.

Days and months passed. Bruta became, even more, my personal toilet, and almost every day, the routine was the same. In the morning I tended to wake up with a huge morning wood which she would always soften up with her warm and wet mouth. In the afternoons or nights, I would shit into her mouth, and she never complained. She truly didn’t want to let me win against her.

However, as the years passed, her attitude began to change a bit. One could say that she was getting used to her new life, but I was certain that it was something else: I was breaking her. Bruta’s body was not liking being my personal toilet, despite her mind wanting to be treated that way. She could take so much of my daily piss and shit before feeling desperate to get out of my bedroom which I locked her in.

I even let some of my employees to use her as their toilet too. That didn’t happen often, though. It only happened when Bruta was being more of a pain in the ass than she usually was. I could feel, whenever that happened, that she regretted doing things that I didn’t like. She would rather be just my personal toilet, I thought. Bruta didn’t enjoy being shared by the other futa workers. She was also very surprised to find out that they all had dicks too.

Oh, and I didn't forget to give her mouth her own shit and piss for her to ‘cherish’ as well. She took them both like the champ she was. Whenever she ate or drank them, she opened the widest smile she could come up with. Bruta was not going to let anyone think that she was hating the treatment that she was receiving, even though her eyes betrayed her.

All the futas in the establishment loving having her around. Bruta was just… the kind of woman that caught their attention and that was not something easy to do.

She also became our cum tank, and it as all thanks to her willingness to prove that she was anything but like me. She accepted everything without any of us having to force anything on her. It was all purely consensual, and I loved that. I didn't have to feel bad about myself, not that such ever had the chance of happening.


Chapter 3

Breaking Her

I finally felt that Bruta deserved to be rewarded for her efforts to maintain her composure. She was going to get something else in her mouth, and she was going to love it like all the other times. She was also going to have the same thing into her anus too, that I knew.

I opened the door and found Bruta with her head hanging down and her mouth coated with vestiges of the shit that she didn't manage to eat. Poor thing; I could almost feel pity for her if I didn't remember all the times that she did things much worse to me, and back then she was not even asking for my consent. It was everything so much different now. At least I let her decide to have this life with me.

"Bruta, open your mouth and suck my dick," I said after stopping in front of her and sliding down my frilly skirt.

"As you wish, my Queen," she said with disdain in her voice. I slapped her face a couple of times. How many times was I going to have to do this to finally break this woman?

I untied her arms and hands so that she could use them to pleasure me, but kept the other futas ready in case she tried something funny. I was a huge woman, and we were all pretty tough, but Bruta was something else. I was sure we could stop her if she tried to escape, but I didn't want to have that headache.

I stroked my dick into hardness and pushed it into Bruta's warm mouth, which she took in as though it were a sacrament. I felt her hand on my dick as she sucked the tip, my balls tightening, and I felt her thumb and forefinger work her tongue over my tip, her mouth working it in. she gave my cock a hard suck, her tongue moving over it like a tongue flicking a fish. I heard a faint sound like a cough, and my cock went even harder, my balls slapping against her chin.

I didn't think that she was going to have such a change of attitude to me. Before this, she was just trying to come off like the toughest woman in this establishment, and now she was worshiping me like the Futa Matriarch that I was. It was marvelous. Bruta knew how to make a woman happy.

The sound happened again as she cherished my womanhood; a loud growl of frustration filled my ears. My mouth went dry, and I couldn't make my cock stop twitching. I could hear her mouth moving, but I couldn't hear what she was saying. Her tongue flicked my tip again, and my body jerked with a spasm of pleasure. “Jesus fucking Christ!” I heard myself scream, and she moaned and worked me harder, her fingers sliding down my cock and stroking the tip.

She let out a low growl at the end of her throat, and her lips moved against me again, and she worked me into an almost orgasm. “God, yes. Do not stop. “I tried to speak, but my mouth was too dry, my cock too hard, and my whole body was trembling.

I felt a hand on my stomach, and I felt her mouth move as she licked me and kissed me. I almost lost control. I cried out again, and she made another guttural sound. “That’s it,” she said, her tongue flicking across my shaft, “Just like that."

I did not think that she was going enjoy this so much. She loved having a feminine dick in her mouth. Must have been tasting quite different from all the other ones that she did before this. She was used to fucking men and be fucked by them, so this was probably very alien-like to her. I was just so surprised by this that I was already considering making her my permanent personal toilet, if she were to accept that as well.

Or maybe she was having fun and pleasure from my futa dick because, during the years that she spent here in this bedroom, she didn't have sex with anyone. The closest she came to that was when my employees dumped their cum into her asshole, but even then they didn't penetrate her. They just jerked off until they blew their load into her rectum before closing it off with a butt plug.

This was working really well for me, but I needed to cum, and I was thinking of doing so into her rectum. Her cum tank had been drained completely, and she did need to be refilled, so it was the perfect opportunity for that. 

I pushed her head away from my dick that she was loving so much and asked, "Do you want me to fill your cum tank as well?"

She licked her lips before saying, "Of course. I would love that."

I was still very much in shock with her change of attitude, but with me being this horny, I didn't think much about it. I signaled for my futa employees to turn her around and let her raise her massive butt for me.

When she was done, I pushed my rock-hard shaft into her tight asshole, causing her to gasp with pleasure. I held her hips and started rocking mine back and forth in small, controlled movements. “Yes!” she screamed. The heat of her body was so good, and it was a good thing that I was too fucking tried to do much more than to grunt. I pushed harder and harder into her, feeling the tension build until she finally screamed my name.

I would never felt so good in my life as I did in that moment. My fingers dug into her ass, and I pushed her back against the wall, pulling out and thrusting hard. She screamed, and I could feel her walls gripping my cock. I could feel her warm body quivering and trembling as I thrust into her, over and over.

”God, "I whispered. “I could stay here for hours, and it wouldn't be a bad idea to stay here forever. " 

”oh my god, “she breathed. 

I knew she wanted me to stay, and I did too, but my body was begging for me cum. I wanted to keep going. I needed her to come apart for me. I needed her to come hard and fast for my delight. I wished to hear her scream as her body shattered.

I felt the tension building up once more, and it was not long before I was filling her ass with my cum. long and powerful spurts painted the walls of her rectum, and she breathed for me to keep on going. It had been months without me fucking someone, so I had an immense reservoir just for her. I kept on going for what appeared to be like minutes before finally feeling drained.

Bruta collapsed onto the floor, her face a mere ghost of the woman that she was. All this time she was just trying to look tough in front of me. It was not the toilet thing that broke her; it was the sight and feeling of my hard dick into her hole.

One of my futa employees handed me a butt plug and I squeezed it into her rectum. Some of the cum overflew through the edges, but I had dumped more than enough to make up for that. It was going to take a couple of weeks before she was drained and needed me to fill her with my sperm. However, I was actually hoping that it was not going to take that long.

I wanted to fuck her a second time the coming night.
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Chapter 1

The Sitter

With the brat now at home, I had to hire a sitter. Just someone that was going to treat her right and make sure that she was not getting too wild. Kendra could do the wrongest of things when she was at home with nobody to keep her in check. Not even I was enough to control her sometimes, even though she feared me, as all the people who knew me did.

The doorbell rang and I opened the door. “Hey, nice to meet you. My name is Kace,” the sitter said with a suitcase of clothes that she was carrying with her. She was going to eat and sleep here. Kace lived pretty far from my home.

I kissed her on the cheek twice. “The pleasure is mine. Just come in. There is a lot that needs to be done here.”

I showed her the house, paying special attention to the things that I wanted her to deal with for me. The little brat, in the meantime, was laying on her bed as she texted someone on her phone. She didn’t even stand up to greet the sitter. What kind of woman had she grown up to be? I asked myself while I shook my head. I could almost regret giving birth to her.

The sitter smiled as if she had dealt with that sort of thing before. She didn’t seem at all phased for having to deal with a brat that was too old to be called that. “You really don’t mind babysitting someone her age?”

“Late teen brats, you mean? Of course not! You have no idea the kind of things that I was forced to… experience while working for other people,” she said before leaning onto my ear and telling me, “I even had to take care of someone twice my age.”

Kace put her briefcase on the bed of her bedroom, closed the door and said, “Okay, I think I have everything figured out here. You can go to rest and spend the night with the love of your life.”

She blinked, and it was then that I realized how beautiful she was. As the Futa Matriarch, I was quite bigger than her, both in terms of height and overall body size. I was standing almost to heads taller than her, and I had the feeling that I would have no problem at all pinning her under my breasts. She didn’t look at all intimidated by me, which was odd to see. People usually stuttered and avoided my eyes when they were talking to me, especially when they were no more than a foot away.

“Yes, thank you,” I said, grabbing my purse and opening the front door. “Please take care of her. Don’t let her be lazy when it comes to her studies. She needs to go to a nice college.”

“You bet I will do that,” she said while blinking.

I stopped for a moment, looking at her perky breasts and her body. She looked like someone that went to the gym often, and liked taking care of herself. Her ass was of special delight for me, and I could just imagine myself playing with pussy. She would bend for me as if she was nothing, and just the thought of that was making me feel turned on.

Shit, I better head out before doing something that I am going to regret.

I met Amanda on a dating app not too long ago. We started talking about things, mundane topics and the like, until our conversations started to heat up. Before I knew it, I was sharing things about her that normal women should not know. I made sure to keep in my profile that I had a man’s package in my legs, to filter out the pure lesbians, so she was a perfect match. I just didn’t expect us to be sharing photos of our naked bodies so soon after the first exchange of messages, but doing so revealed a side of her that I didn’t think she had.

She wanted me to eat her ass - the hard way - and then risk getting her pregnant. I didn’t know if I was going to do that - I didn’t want another disobedient brat to deal with - but I was sure as hell going to fuck her until she screamed my name loudly. Oh, those perfect buttcheeks were never going to feel the same way for her.

After we had dinner, I took her to her house. I felt so relieved as I thought about Kace and the little brat. She seemed decent enough to keep the other in check. I didn’t have anything to worry about as I ravaged this woman’s tender womb, making sure to remember to pull out once I felt my balls tightening.

I came back home after giving Amanda a long and lasting kiss. “Be sure to check your phone later. I will send you some photos to thank for this,” she said after cupping my package and caressing it through the skirt.

“I will,” I told her before getting into the car and turning right at the intersection.

When I came back home, I found Kendra’s room engulfed in darkness, with no sounds coming from it. She was sleeping like a rock, and I loved that. Kace walked up to me, her body looking smaller than ever before, and then said, “I managed to make her study and sleep before midnight. I think I did alright for my first day.”

“Yes, you did,” I said before giving her a kiss on the cheek, which made her blush.

For the following weeks, Kace managed to deal with Kendra just as I wished of her. She truly was the perfect sitter, and she also tended to all the other things that I talked about with her on the first day. Her food was so much better than mine that I didn’t even bother making my own anymore. She took over the whole place, and I loved that.

If she were my lover, she would be the perfect wife.


Chapter 2

Her Little Secret

Things were so calm at home that, initially, I almost felt like an alien inside it. Kendra finally acted like the woman I expected her to be, and Kace was always around to make sure that we were both feeling content. I was so satisfied with having her here that I even doubled her salary. Her eyes shone so brightly when I told her that.

It was a normal night like no other when I opened the door to my bedroom and stepped in. My hands rummaged through the drawer of the wardrobe as I looked for a good pair of panties when I found something rectangular and hard among the many pieces.

I picked it up with interest, and noticed that it was a DVD disc. It didn’t have anything written on it, and it was certainly not mine. I put it into the reader of my computer, which thankfully still had something like that, and opened the file in the window that showed up.

A loading bar showed up before a video was played. And when the content of the disc was finally revealed to my eyes, I was stunned. It was a video of Kendra and Kace having sex, and both of them seemed to have enjoyed it quite a bit. Such was pretty clear, given how often they smiled and shared kisses.

What the fuck had been happening all the nights that I was away having a date with Amanda and discussing with myself if I was going to marry her?

Oh, Kace was going to have to explain this, I thought before opening the door with force and stepping into the hallway. I made my way to the living room, where she was sitting on the couch watching a TV show. She turned her head and asked, “Is something the matter?”

I showed her the disc in my hand and said, “Care to explain what the fuck this is?”

Her cheeks blushed as she walked over to me and held the disc in her hand. “Oh, this. Fuck… I was supposed to have gotten rid of this already.”

“So, you and Kendra just decided to have sex while I was away?”

“Yeah,” she said, holding her hands together in front of her while avoiding my eyes, “She is really hot and she feels so good under me.”

“I see, so you like using a strap-on to fuck other women, right?”

She nodded, her cheeks even redder than before.

I caressed her chin and said, “Look, I am not going to fire you. You are too good of a sitter and maid for me to do something like, but, I am not going to let that slide. How do you plan on making up for it?”

She continued avoiding my gaze still, her fingers moving against one another as she showed clear embarrassment. She looked so cute and vulnerable like this, and I could just imagine her big butt under me as I fucked her. Would she be okay with that? She was having sex with my brat, so maybe there was a chance…

“I could…” She began to say, her voice tone lighter.

“Yes?” I asked, leaning in closer to her.

“...offer something that few people could do...”

“And what would that be?”


Chapter 3

Spread Open

There was very little explaining to do once she showed me what she was hiding behind her bra. What a perfect pair of tits she had. I didn’t know if it was because she was small and fit, but they looked even bigger than mine. As the Futa Matriarch, I kind of felt a bit embarrassed, but I pushed the thought away because it was not right for a woman like me to be thinking about that sort of thing.

My finger played with her nipple, my thumb rubbing it softly as her eyes flew to mine. “You want this,” she asked in a breathless whisper. “Oh, I want you,” I said, lowering my head to kiss her lips.” I need you, baby.” I kissed her deeply, doing so the hard way, pushing my tongue into her mouth. Her hands came up, her fingers wrapping around my wrists, pulling them down as she brought me closer, our bodies colliding with the edge of the counter.

My hands came up, cupping her ass and pulling her tight against me. I could feel her wet heat against my cock, and I groaned into her mouth. “Fuck,” I growled.

I kissed her harder, not pulling my mouth from hers, not letting go of her mouth. She ran her hands through my hair, holding my face to hers while we kissed, my fingers tracing the shape of her lips and nose.

My mouth moved down her neck to her collarbone, my tongue licking over her skin. She shuddered and her hips tilted toward me, wanting to be closer. I pulled back, looking at her face, which was flushed with desire. I bent down, kissing her lips, my tongue sliding inside her mouth as I cupped her chin.

My mouth was watery. I wanted her tender pair of breasts all for myself. Slowly, but carefully, I slid one of her nipples into my mouth, feeling her skin touching my nose and cheeks. I began to suck on it, feeling her nipple harden underneath my tongue. “Oh my god," she moaned, her fingers fisting in my hair. I looked up at her as I continued to suck on her breast. “You feel so good. So damn good." 

”You like it when I taste you?” I asked with a wicked grin.

”You’re killing me,” she moaned, pulling my hair harder. I moved down to her other breast, biting and licking at the same time, as I felt the milk coming out. It flowed down my throat, gracing me with its warmth and thickness. Her milk was not too thick, not too dense, just right enough to make me feel the bliss that I had been craving for such a long time.

I sucked on her nipple, thinking of how I wanted nothing more in the world. Her fingers were buried deeper into my skin, pulling me closer to her. My tongue worked along the rough, but warmth surface of her nipple, savoring her white liquid of intense pleasure. That was the reason why she had such big and happy breasts, and why she had to run while holding them with her hands.

As I sucked and drank more of her milk, I felt her warmth and lust for me. She was such a needy little woman, and during this whole time, she had been having feelings for me. Her breasts felt so big and enormous in front of me that I could not even see her face when I looked up. All I could do was to hear her moans of pleasure as she probably drooled.

Fuck, I was hard as I put this sitter in her place. My hand traveled up to her pussy, and I teased her. She was going to be fucked today, and it was going to be the rough and natural way, but such was not going to happen right now. I wanted to keep on feeling her immense breasts, feeding on her milk as it continued to flow down my throat.

My hands cupped and fondled with her buttcheeks, sometimes spreading them apart, other times, squeezing them. I could see, clear as day, her cunt orgasming as its excretion traveled down her smooth legs. Her pussy was like a piece of heaven, thanks to her having recently shaved it. It seemed to glow under the soft light coming from the moon.

With Kendra sleeping like a rock in the other room, we had the whole night just for ourselves. This was straight-up betraying Amanda, but even she would have to understand that I had very little say on this; Kace had been teasing me the whole time she was living here, despite her not being aware of that, and with me being the Futa Matriarch, I had needs which needed to be sated right at this moment.

“Happy with this?” I asked, holding her chin. She was just so cute.

“Yes, Matriarch. I want more,” she told me, licking her lips.

We shared kisses a couple more times, her hands exploring and fondling my ass.

I pushed her onto the bed and straddled on top of her. Her eyes widened when she, for the first time ever since we met, noticed how big I was. “You are bigger than most men in this city. Incredible.”

I slapped her face lightly, not wanting to harm her in any way, but only to tell her that what she just said was completely wrong, “I am actually the one with the biggest dick in this city. Now, suck on it and worship me, you bitch.”


She grabbed my dick, her fingers feeling small against my skin, and her thumb stroked over my tip. My hands fisted at my sides as she took me in her mouth, and I wasn't able to hold back a moan. My dick jerked under her hand, and she moaned against me. “That feels so good," she murmured against my cock.

I could barely think around the feel of her sucking my dick. She pulled my dick out of her mouth and licked it, making me groan at her sweet taste. She pulled me into her mouth again, and I tried to come down her throat, but I felt like I was going to die from the pleasure.

She licked my length slowly, taking my balls into her mouth again and again, and I was about to give in and let her do whatever she wanted with me. “Fuck,” I hissed when her head moved up and down. She looked up at me. “Tell me you want more of me.” 

She swallowed my dick down her throat, her cheeks pink with pleasure as I felt it slide down. “I want you,” she gasped, and I groaned. "Please, I need more. " 

“You can have me all you want, princess," I whispered as I I took my rock-hard member out of her mouth.

I gripped her torso and turned her around on the bed, without even asking for permission. She was just so small and light. Doing that required no effort from me. Kace gasped, but I didn’t take that as a sign that she was not liking this. Rather, it fueled my desire even more to fuck her and blow my seeds into her fertile womb.

Whether or not that resulted in another brat for me to take off, I didn’t care. At this moment, I was feeling so much lust for her that I just wanted to get to the next part of this.

Kace spread her pussy open for me, and I pushed my rigid erection into it. She moaned at my invasion. Fuck, her body was amazing. I pushed forward again, and she closed her eyes. I pulled out, then slammed back in; this time, a little more. She moaned with each thrust, the sound vibrating all around my cock. I could tell she was enjoying every bit of this. I didn't want her to stop, even though I knew she probably wouldn't.

She moaned and shook, and I felt her muscles contract around me. I could see her face in the light from the window, a sweet smile spreading across her lips. I pushed in a little deeper, and the pain was so intense that I groaned. I held my breath and gritted my teeth. She moaned and moved her legs, moving her feet into the middle of my back as I pushed in and out of her with slow, measured strokes.

I felt the heat rising in my chest and I began to lose it, the muscles in my lower abdomen tensing and tightening as I came in a rush. Her hands clasped the sheets and she groaned as her body tensed around me and I felt her tighten even more, her orgasm overtaking her.

I heard her scream, and I watched in fascination as I saw her head fall back, her legs giving out. I released my grip on her legs and collapsed on top of her, my breathing harsh. I felt her hands run down my back and felt her fingers brush through my hair as she slept peacefully.
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Chapter 1

Her First Day

When Meg opened the door, my heart was greeted by a rush of warmth that I had never felt before, or at least, not ever since my wife died. This woman, even though I was seeing her for the first time, was something else. I could see that from the way she looked at me, her eyes so cute and her body so small. She was so different from me, and she could even soon find out that we had differences that her normal, straight-woman mind was never going to consider. There was a reason why I wore dresses and skirts all the time at home instead of pants and shorts. I didn’t want people to find out about the extra package that I carried with me.

“Hey, it’s nice to meet you, Mrs. Matriarch, wasn’t it? You didn’t tell me your real name, but that is fine. I can see that your… nickname - not sure if I should call it that - fits you well. Anyway, I am here to work as a sitter, and, well, you sure have a nice place. Plenty of rooms to clean and… where is your daughter?”

Kendra showed up from behind me, a mischievous smile on her face and said, “Hey, please come in. I am sure that you are going to have a wonderful time here. The other sitter we hired a couple of months ago was very nice to me, and I am sure that it will be the same with you.”

Once Meg, the sitter, had walked in and was just looking around the living room, I gripped Kendra’s shoulders and demanded, “Get the fuck out of the house for now, okay? This one is mine and mine alone. You will not have a piece of her.”

She pouted, her face washing over with disapproval of me, but then she sighed and said, “Okay, I will, but next time you hire someone to supposedly take care of me, you will share her with me just like you did with the other one, okay?”

I pushed her toward the exit and scolded, “Maybe I will, but right now, I have other, more important things to worry about.”

“Whatever,” she said as she walked toward her car. She got in, turned on the engine and drove away. I sighed at the thought of finally being free of her for a couple of days; she was going to stay with her boyfriend. Meg was going to love being alone with me.

I approached her from behind, put my hand on her shoulder, which made her flinch, and then said, my voice casual as I tried to soothe her heart, “Okay, so now that you are here, I think it’s time we introduce one to the other, don’t you agree?”

She looked at me, her eyes going up and down as she tried to cope with the full figure in front of her. I was not like most women. I was big; too big for women like her. My breasts were huge enough to make most men drool in lust, even though they didn’t have their share of me. I was mostly inclined toward women, especially the ones that were cute and had breasts too big for their own good like Meg here.

“Ah, of course. Let’s sit down. I will be more comfortable like that.”

“As you wish, my dear,” I said, my voice still measuring her desire. I could feel something sparkling in her eyes. There was no denying that she wished me too. Her whole body seemed to be itchy for me. Oh, I so wanted to bury my fingers deep into her pussy, bring her to her absolute climax as she orgasmed around my hand. That was something that I was planning to do, and I was considering every step to make that happen.

Meg sat down in front of me and then put one leg over the other. She didn’t want me to have a clear picture of what she had between her thick thighs, which even through the material of her pants, I could contemplate. I had so much experience with women, especially with the ones like her, that envisioning her pink lips was an easy thing to do.

Well, it seemed that doing that was going to be left for another, more intimate time with this sitter.

We spoke about so many different things. She was a talker, and when she was in the mood, there was no one in this world that would make her lips stop moving, I feared. It could be a problem when we were getting more intimate, but right now, my mind was occupied by her beautiful figure.

Oh, her breasts were a thing to behold. I was already drooling as I imagined my tongue working her nipples, her labia clenching around my cock. Women like her had an appetite that few could match. In other circumstances, with normal men and women alike, she would need many of them to satisfy her, but such a thing was never going to happen with me. My dick, which kept on growing bigger in my pants, was going to be more than enough for the deepest of her desires.

“I think it’s time I show you your bedroom,” I said, standing up and making sure that my erection was not showing, but with the way she looked down at my crotch and then at my eyes, I had this feeling that she noticed something unusual about me.

Well, that was a non-issue. I was going to show her my extra parts very soon.

When we got to her bedroom, and I showed her what it would be like to live in my house, I guided her soft hand to my erection. Her hand flinched away almost immediately, her eyes trembling as she looked at me, but I knew that I had gotten her. I knew that I had this one all for myself, and that she was going to pose no resistance once she was under my mercy.

“What?” She asked, her voice like a whisper.

She might have sounded and looked surprised, but I could see the lust and desire in her eyes. Her hand approached my erection, and she touched it once again, this time without flinching it away. Her fingers caressed and massaged my hardness, making me feel a thrill of pure pleasure. I opened my mouth, but then closed it as I didn’t think that moaning was an appropriate thing to do at this moment. It was too soon to move on to the next part of seducing her.

“Tomorrow, my dear. Tomorrow you will see what this thing can do for you,” I said before walking down the stairs and slouching on the couch. My hand found the remote, I turned on the TV, but instead of watching the movie, I thought about Meg as I heard her getting ready to sleep in her new bedroom.

Tomorrow...


Chapter 2

I Tease Meg

I snuck behind Meg, and I felt her tremble. I put my arm around her and turned her so that I was facing her front. “I know you are scared of who I really am, but I am not going to hurt you. You can tell that. And, I promise you, nothing bad will happen to you.”

She looked at me then, and I saw the vulnerability that she was hiding from me. “I know, but you having a dick is not what I imagined of a host. You are my boss, and I feel inclined to obey you, though."

I sniffed her neck, and she shivered. “It’s okay, you know. You are safe. You will be safe here,” I said soothingly as I put my finger against her lips. She nodded her head slowly, and I could see the fear in her eyes. I wanted to do much more, but I knew that I could not… at least, not quite yet.

“You’re the most beautiful girl in the world, Meg. I am not going to hurt you. " 

“You promise?” she looked at me with pleading eyes, and I nodded. “I promise, Meg.” I pulled her head towards mine, and I kissed her slowly. I held her tightly, as if my life depended on it, and I felt her body begin to tremble against mine.

"I need to finish doing the dishes," she whispered, her eyes pleading. I felt my blood pumping through my veins as I held her close to me. I closed my eyes and breathed in her sweet scent. I felt her fingers running through my hair, making me wish her even more.

I knew what she needed, and I wanted to give it to her. I pulled away and looked at her face, and I could see a small tear coming down her cheek. “Meg, you have to let me do this,” I spoke quietly, looking into her beautiful eyes.

Ever since Meg stepped into my house yesterday, I could not keep my eyes off her, and it was as if I had never seen her before. Her eyes were like a kaleidoscope of colors, and I could see her trying to decide whether to believe me or not. I could see the fear on her face as she thought about the implications of what was happening, but I could also see the excitement there too.

Her ass was like no other, and I could feel her dirty little mind begging for me make it mine. I stood there, staring at her, unable to make a move. I knew I needed to take my time with her, but I needed to be sure that I was not messing up the situation.

My cock hardened, and I had to hold my breath for a moment. She was so sexy, and I wanted to get her off, and it wasn't even about my ego. I wanted her to know that I was going to treat her well in my house.

My hand trailed up the side of her torso, and I could feel her heart pounding under my fingers. I grabbed her waist and pulled her towards me so that her pussy was pressed against my erection. “You’re not wearing panties, are you?” I whispered in her ear, and her eyes widened as she nodded.

“I can tell,” I continued and then grabbed her ass as she tried to squirm away from my touch. “I can see your nipples are hard,” I added, and I felt her legs start to quiver under my hands.

“You’re not wearing anything.” I groaned as I grabbed her hips and pulled her onto me even more. She was not wearing a bra, but she still managed to keep her breasts looking this magnificent, even as I kissed her neck and started rubbing my fingers against her swollen bud.

Her breathing picked up, and she moved her legs underneath me, her fingers trying to feel my hard cock. "Grab my dick, Meg," I said, pulling her closer to me. She whimpered in frustration as she wrapped her tiny fingers around my hardness, begging for me to do something more with it.

“I’ll give you anything you want, " I whispered into her ear, my hands moving down her body to where I wanted her most.

“Okay,” she whispered before biting her lower lip in pure arousal for me. “You can have me this night.”


Chapter 3

Subduing Meg

I unbuttoned her shirt, revealing her perfect tits. She looked like an innocent, vulnerable virgin. I unlocked her bra, pulling it free and giving myself the perfect view of her full tits. “I want to kiss every one of your breasts.” 

She whimpered, leaning in. I put my lips on her chest, licking and sucking lightly on her nipples. I reached down and grabbed her thighs, pushing them apart and sliding my hands underneath the fabric of her shorts, squeezing her firm pussy. “You’re so wet,” I whispered against her skin. She gasped in surprise as I ran my finger up and down her slit.

“So wet for me.” I moaned, sucking on her nipples as I pushed my fingers inside her. I pulled back and looked into her eyes as I moved my fingers in and out of her. “Do you want me to stop already? Is this too much for you” I asked her, looking at her in a lust-filled gaze.

“No," she answered as she panted, her body shuddering with pleasure.

I kissed down her body, to her hip and then up to her ear. “Do you like it when I touch you like this?” I asked her, feeling her body shudder underneath my touch. “Yes," she gasped and I chuckled, watching as her legs trembled with excitement.

I moved my mouth back to her clit and swirled my tongue around it, my fingers sliding inside of her with one swift movement. “That’s right,” I whispered as I continued to lick her in earnest. Her legs trembled and I continued to circle her clit, enjoying the way her muscles moved beneath my touch.

Her breathing was ragged as I pushed two fingers inside of her again and then began stroking her hard. Her hand moved to my head and she grabbed my hair gently as she began to come apart in my hands. I pulled my fingers out of her and then slammed my lips onto hers in a kiss that was demanding.

Her mouth opened eagerly as I devoured her lips. She moaned softly and I could feel her body trembling as I continued my exploration of her mouth. I continued kissing down her neck and she moaned as I sucked on her soft skin, sucking on her collarbone. I pulled her sweater off her body and threw it away, and then I kissed her belly button as I moved back up her body.

“Oh my god, “she moaned as I ran my hands down her side and back up to her breasts. “You feel so good. " 

“I want to taste you,” she gasped as I kissed down her stomach to her pubic hair. I licked her sweet folds and felt her body shuddering beneath me as I sucked on her clit.

“Yes, please, " she cried out as I moved back up her body. I kissed down her stomach to her navel and stopped at her sex, where she was swollen and wet from my kisses. “Mistress, please fuck me. “She grabbed my head as I entered her with my erection. I smiled at her as I plunged into her pussy.

She cried out as I pushed into her, and I felt her legs wrapping around my waist as I slowly moved back and forth in her. “Mistress, I’m so wet. Please. " 

“Don’t worry, Meg. You will be safe with me.” I felt her inner walls squeezing me as I slowly entered her, and she grabbed onto my shoulders and tried to lift herself up. I was not sure if she was trying to get a good hold of me or just to keep me inside her.

I moved slowly, and she started rocking against me with each thrust. It felt so incredible and amazing that it made me lose control, as my cock pushed in and out of her. Her moans and screams were like music to my ears, and she grabbed on to my hair to hold me in place as I continued my slow and steady pace.

It felt like forever before I felt her climax, and her body shuddered and I saw her eyes close as she orgasmed. I held her tighter to me as she screamed out my name and shuddered against me. It felt good and amazing and everything I had dreamed of ever since I opened the door for her. I felt her lips pressing against mine and I opened my eyes to see her staring back at me with a satisfied grin.

“It was amazing.” She laughed as I kissed her forehead. “Yeah, it was incredible.” She leaned her head against my chest and I felt her breath against my skin and wondered what she was thinking. I wanted to make her happy, but I was also terrified of what she might think of me.

However, I was not done with her. I put her on the floor and thrust my shaft into her mouth, feeling her lips around me. Her hands went to my back and pulled me in deeper, and I groaned as her tongue swirled around my head and then she licked the head of my cock.

“Oh, my god, Meg.” I groaned and felt her hands on my ass again, squeezing gently. “Don’t stop, meg.” I moaned as I felt her lips sucking on my cock eagerly. My balls drew up against her lips and I felt myself pulsing as she sucked me off.

I was completely and utterly lost and the pleasure coursing through me was indescribable. My breathing grew heavy and I wanted to pull her up and fuck her on the floor of my room. I ran my fingers through her hair as she continued sucking me off. I felt her hand come down my ass and I looked down to see her finger on my ass crack, and her other hand reached back to my cock to play with it.

Her finger ran up to my balls and she slowly squeezed them, and I cried out as she started sucking me again. “That feels amazing.” I moaned as she started licking me again. “You have no idea what you are doing to me, Meg.”

“I know.” She chuckled as I felt myself growing hard again. “But I like this.” 

She licked my shaft again and I felt her tongue slide up and down my length slowly. She licked me up and down quickly next, and then moved away as I groaned and started thrusting my hips back and forth, moving faster as she continued to suck me.

I knew that she was doing this on purpose, wanting to give me the feeling of being taken advantage of, and I couldn't resist letting her have the power. “What are you doing?” I asked her quietly as I tried to slow her down.

“I don't know if I can.” 

“You can. You are mine,” I whispered as she continued to lick me slowly.

Then, I came into her mouth, my body shuddering as she continued to suck me off. Her smile appeared, and it was how she knew to tease me. I was cumming so much that my creamy milk spilled from the corners of her mouth, her face a complete bliss from the pleasure.

I felt tired, as if I was going to lose my consciousness forever if I did not lay down on the bed now and sleep. That was what I did as I closed my eyes and felt Meg doing the same.

I just hoped that the next coming days were going to be this good.
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Chapter 1

The Perfect Sitter

Meg had been with me for a very long time now, and she was the perfect sitter, I thought while I looked out the window, the cars going down the street soothing my thoughts. The day had been a pretty rough one, especially with my personal toilet not being up for the job anymore. Ever since I began to make use of people like her for my… excretion needs, I haven’t needed a normal toilet any longer.

I paced around the room, my lungs working to make me feel less nervous and irritated. Something needed to be done regarding the lack of candidates to become my personal toilet. I thought about so many people that could become that, but none seemed good enough. The people with the necessary… attributes for what I had in mind didn’t grow on trees.

But then, when I put my hand on the window, it hit me. What if Meg were to be okay with becoming my personal toilet? She had been with me for a very long time already, and she took care of me like no other person ever did. When she found out that I was a futa, she was overjoyed for the possibility of sucking my cock every day. I made sure to let her have me when she was feeling hungry, so maybe… she could repay the favor? 

It was something much beyond her current paycheck. She was going to ask for more money, but I had more than enough to cover that. I was rich as fuck, thanks to being the owner of this futa establishment which was also much more than that; people came here to fuck, be fucked and play dirty games with women like me.

I sat down on my chair and inclined it. The decision had been made. Meg was going to be invited to come here, and it was going to be her first time in this establishment. She was probably going to be as surprised as when she looked at my rock-hard dick for the first time, and it was going to be marvelous. Ah, she was going to want to spend more time here than at my house taking care of Kendra.

I grabbed the phone and then dialed the number. Meg picked it up and said, “Hello?” From that point onward, I told her what I needed her to do. She sounded a bit reluctant to come here at first, but the interest in her mind was more than enough to convince her. When she parked the car at the front of the building, I looked out the window with a smile.

Meg opened the door and bowed as if she was Japanese. I could not help but let a giggle escape my mouth. Meg proceeded to approach me, her body looking as feminine and wonderful as ever. She was wearing something very revealing this time, as if she had been doing something very naughty and wrong with Kendra. I hoped that was the case, because I had something special for her here before convincing her naughty mind about becoming my third personal toilet.

I grabbed her chin and said as I looked deep into her eyes, “I need you to become my new personal toilet. You might be thinking about what that even means, so let me clarify. I am sure that you will enjoy the view.”

I proceeded to take Meg to another room in the building, and through a black window where the person at the other side could not see us, I showed her my current personal toilet that was past her expiration date. She looked tired and as if she was ready to die, especially with her mouth covered with dirty brown cream from my futa employees.

Meg’s eyes bulged when I said, “This is what I want of you, but don’t worry, I am not going to treat you the same way. I have different feelings for you. I am going to make sure that you are treated right so that you can last for far longer than she did.”

Meg turned her face, her eyes looking as if she had found just the right thing that she wanted, “Yes, Mistress Matriarch. I am willing to be your personal toilet for the rest of my life.”

Hearing her response brought a rush of warmth to my heart. I grabbed her waist and pulled her closer as I kissed her lips profoundly. I ran my hands down her back, feeling the smooth skin beneath the thin silk of her dress. Her breasts brushed against me as I kissed her, my mouth moving to hers as she moaned. I pulled her tighter against me and kissed her harder, my lips caressing her as I proceeded to kiss her neck.

Her dress slipped up and I unclasped her bra, feeling her warm skin pressing against me. I grabbed her ass and pulled her towards me, feeling the soft warmth of her womanhood against my cock. I gasped at the sensation. I leaned down and licked her breasts, causing her to gasp too. I felt her arms wrap around my head and she held me to her, not wanting to let go of me.

I ran my hands down her back and felt her trembling in my arms. She was shaking out of the pleasure that she was feeling. I felt my heart pounding in my chest and I groaned in her ear. " you're so fucking beautiful, Meg. I just want you to know how I feel."

I whispered as I felt her nipples tightening against my chest. I moved my hands down her body and felt the wetness that I was sure was coming from her pussy. I slowly pushed my fingers in between her legs and felt her moist and ready. I ran my fingers across her clit and she moaned.

Then, I grabbed her chin once again and said, “This will be for a later time. Right now, I need to prepare you for the new job that you have accepted.”

She put her finger in front of my mouth and said, “There is one condition, though.”

“Why didn’t you mentioned that before?” I said, pushing her finger away.

“Money,” she said as a devilish smile appeared on her face, and completely ignoring my question, “Three times my current paycheck, or I won’t be doing that.”

I looked at the current personal toilet through the window and said, “Okay, anything you need to become my new personal toilet, dear.”

She kissed me again, but little did she know the kind of dirty plan that I really had for her.


Chapter 2

Toilet Training

I got something for Meg that she was going to like. She looked down her body, her eyes bulging as she analyzed how she looked in her new clothes. Their color was white to remind her that, from now on, she was my personal toilet. They were very revealing too. I made sure to get a set that delineated her ass, which was her best feature. She looked absolutely gorgeous in her new set, mostly because she had always been a striking woman with features that any gal in this world would be on their knees for.

“Do you like it?” I asked, my hand feeling her enormous butt.

“Of course, Mistress. This is more than I could have even imagined. You must have spent a lot on this.”

“It was nothing, my dear. Now, we need to begin your training.”

I put my hand on her back and guided Meg to her toilet room. The previous woman that had the role had already been removed. I made sure that they disposed of her in the right manner so that she could resume her previous life. My personal toilets could not leave this building at all during their stay, so they needed some guidance when they were fired.

I positioned Meg in the middle of the room, where there was a hole in the ground where she was going to pee and shit on. I gently made her squat above the hole, and then said, “You are not to leave this room for anything, you hear? You can use this cord here to call one of my employees to give you some food.”

Meg looked at the cord that was hanging from the ceiling and then said, “Okay, Mistress. I think I can manage that.”

“Good, Meg. Now, open that clean and hungry mouth of yours. I need to pee.”

She smiled and opened her mouth. She looked so cute like this, especially with her smooth face and the new set of clothes that she was wearing. One would have thought that it was a sacrilege to turn such a woman into my personal toilet, but I had an entirely different opinion. I preferred getting the cute and delicate ones for jobs like this one. They had the necessary attributes that turned me on.

What were those attributes? Looking cute, ready and have a mouth wide enough for the amount of piss and shit that I was going to make her take. She had all those things, and more. Meg had always been an exceptional woman with a mouth good for cocksucking too.

I took off my skirt and let my soft cock come out. It looked ready to unleash the piss that I had been containing the whole day. Ah, Meg was going to enjoy the yellow water coming out and filling her stomach. She was going to take everything, and then I was going to paint her face too. I wanted her whole face smelling like my piss.

I let the piss come out as I felt the pressure in my bladder going away. Yellow, steamy liquid began to come out. I aimed for her mouth, and for the time being, my aim was correct. I looked at my piss as it painted her tongue and the inside of her mouth. Meg closed her eyes in case that any drop was to hit them, but there was no necessity for that. I made sure to keep my dick steady as I released my piss in her, after all.

When I was done, I stroked my dick a couple of times. I could not resist that. I liked my cock, and I liked to stroke it when I had it in my hands.

Meg opened her eyes as her throat swallowed the rest of my piss, and then asked, “Was that everything, Mistress?”

I opened a smile and said, “Not a chance. I still have so much more to give you, but right now, you will have to wait a bit. I will come back soon.”

My stomach was rumbling in hunger as I walked out of the room and proceeded to eat at my establishment’s restaurant. I made sure to grab a full plate because I wanted to shit quite a bit into her mouth. I wanted to make that moment special. Meg was going to take all of my shit, and maybe even more than that. Oh, she was going to like that because I was going to eat feijoada, a typical Brazilian dish made of black beans and all kinds of meat.

When I came back, Meg had her head down in complete submission for me. I smiled and said, “Open that mouth. I have shit for you.”

She opened her mouth without showing any signs of reluctance. It was all for that fat paycheck that I was going to give to her. The piss was just the beginning - the warm-up - and this was going to be the real deal. If she managed to take all my shit into her mouth, then she was set on being my personal toilet for the rest of her life… or up until she could withstand living this new life of hers.

I took my skirt off, and then unleashed into her mouth everything that I had. I felt my shit coming out as if there was no end to it. It just kept coming out, Meg working her mouth and throat to eat and swallow everything, and I stood there with my asscheeks parted to make enough room for my shit. I could hear the sounds she was making as she did her best to take all my shit. The smell that filled the room was always something that warmed my heart, and this time, it was no different.

Once I was done, I looked at Meg, and she was still chewing and eating my shit as if it was normal food. For her, it was going to be that because her belly was always going to be full.

Meg opened her mouth as if to say that she would like more. I caressed her forehead and then walked out with a smile on my face. She truly passed her first day as my toilet, and that meant that my important problem was solved.


Chapter 3

One Night With Meg

It had now been a couple of months since she had become my personal toilet, and she had worked at her new job like a pro. There was not a single day that I needed to shit or piss that she was not here, happy to be of service for me. I caressed her forehead and thought about how lucky I was to have her with me.

“Stand up, Meg. You have been in this position the whole day, and tonight, I have something else for you.”

“And what would that be, Mistress?” She asked after standing up.

I kissed her lips, her skin feeling soft and tender against mine as I responded to her question. I pressed my lips against hers, taking in the essence that made this woman who she was. God, I could feel her warmth and just how much I needed this. My tongue worked and battled against hers as I looked to take control of the kiss. Meg was a short and small woman, but she still had her own strength that needed to be controlled.

I unbuttoned her shirt, running my fingers across the pale skin of her stomach before moving downward. She let out a whimper when I found the waistband of her pants. Her pants dropped to her ankles and my mouth watered at the sight of her lace panties. "So beautiful," I said, pulling them down, but not all the way.

"You're too good for me," she whispered, and I cupped her breasts, rubbing my thumbs over her nipples. Her hips rose up, and she took a step forward, wanting more. I wasn't going to make it easy for her. I slid my hands to her panties, sliding them down her legs and away this time.

Her soft skin was like a drug, and I sucked in a breath as I ran my hand along with her bare, hot core. She moaned, and I slid my tongue up her neck and to her earlobe. I bit it and sucked. She moved her hips, urging me closer to her.

I leaned in, letting her taste me, and she sighed. "More," she whispered, and I slid my tongue over her lower lip, tasting her sweetness before sliding it into her mouth. I groaned as she wrapped her arms around my neck, pushing me closer.

I undressed, leaving her to watch as her eyes grew bigger. Her tongue darted out and licked my jaw. I growled as she rubbed herself against me, her hips rocking against my erection.

Meg wrapped her fingers around my shaft, and I jerked, my jaw clenching and unclenching. She began to pump my dick, and I groaned as her hand cupped my balls and she moved her thumb on them, rubbing me just the way she did the other day.

She got on her knees, her face in front of my whopping dong. Her eyes were in pure bliss as she savored this moment. She had sucked me off many times before this, and it was an important part of her job, but this time, it was going to be different.

I felt her tender lips wrapping around my rigid penis, and I moaned as she sucked me deeper into her mouth, sending a wave of pleasure that made me arch my back. She began to bob up and down along my length, her tongue moving in perfect rhythm with my cock. My balls grew tighter and tighter as she kept taking me deeper.

My balls ached, and I moved my hips in short arcs, wanting more. Her mouth sucked me so hard I was on the brink of coming, and my hands curled into the bed as my back arched. I wanted to come now, and I held her face tightly with my hands, holding her in place as I came harder than I had ever come before in my life.

As I watched her cute mouth working to swallow all my seeds, I felt even more turned on. Before this, she was taking my shit and piss every day, and now, I was treating her with something different, more rewarding. My cum dripped from the corners of her mouth as she smiled, telling me that she was not quite done. Her eyes locked with mine, her mind wanting only one other thing to finish this day.

I grabbed her legs and forced her to lay down on the cold floor. I moved her legs apart and pushed my erection in between her pussy lips. God, was she tight! I felt her resistance to my invasion, her womb clenching around me as if it didn’t want more. Our hearts thought differently as I felt her warmth taking over me, and I felt ready for another intense release when my cockhead touched the end of her tunnel.

I began to fuck her with controlled and measured thrusts. Her small, delicate body slid back and forth on the floor. Her fingers were buried deep into the palm of her hands as she closed her eyes. I felt her skin getting warmer, needier for me. I could feel her womb tightening even more. She was close, and she knew that.

Her body rocked with intense pleasure as she came around my needy dick. I felt her release coating my dick, and I looked down to find it dripping from her pussy. Her lips were glistening with her cunt juices, and I reached there with my finger to get a taste of it. It was sweet, just as much as Meg. Every cunt juice was different. This one was pure, and it was like bliss.

I felt a rising pressure in my balls before blowing more of my sperm into her fertile womb, thinking of how I would like to have her more and more. I could just imagine spending even more time shitting and pissing into her mouth, and then proceeding to feed her with my cum. She loved that. Her smile was always a confirmation of that.

I felt spent and tired. I collapsed beside her on the floor. Her eyes looked wasted as she kissed me again. My hand found her ass, and I fondled and squeezed it. She let out a gasp, but it was of the kind of ‘I want more, Mistress’

I kissed her lips until we both fell asleep.
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Chapter 1

Amanda

Oh fuck, I opened the door and she came in. When I dialed her number, I didn’t think that Amanda was going to be such a… stunning sitter. What a body she had. I could not stop looking at her, and I should be showing her the place, but she was just so my type and with the way that she looked at me now, I could almost know that she thought the same way about me.

I wasn’t sure, but would she like someone like me? I had a dick, and I was a woman. I was a Futa, to be more exact, and even though people like her took well to that fact, I could never be sure with new guests. She could be what I hired her for, and I wanted to keep that, so I didn’t think that revealing my secret was a good thing.

I was wearing a pair of pants, and they showed my bulge. After she was done admiring the living room, Amanda’s eyes noticed what I had between my legs, and they lingered there for far longer than they should have. I noticed something in her eyes. Lust? A desire for what I had? I didn’t even know if she understood what was happening, but there was something in her eyes that could almost confirm to me that I was right about my suspicions.

I showed her the place, and of course, also my brat. She was going to take care of her. Kendra needed someone with a firm hand to keep her in check, and to make sure she was not going to skip on her studies. Amanda could be that someone.

“Well, I think that about covers everything,” I said, unable to stop thinking about her breasts, and how full and big they looked. I wanted to monopolize them with my hands, feel them, have them all for myself, explore them, and of course, also to suck and kiss her hard nipples. I could almost imagine that, and it felt so real. My mind could make things look as if they were happening right in front of me, and that I was not daydreaming.

I took her to her room, where she was going to live and sleep while working here. It was going to be a full-time job, well paid, and I made sure to have the room look clean and tidy before she came. First impressions mattered. I wanted her to know that I cared about her presence and her work for me.

When she turned around, I knew that there was a very little chance I was going to resist my urges. I just hoped that… she felt the same way. 


Chapter 2

Her Gift

I could not take my eyes off her. What an ass, and what a body. I was bigger and better, but there was no denying that Amanda was quite the sitter herself. Her jugs seemed to hypnotize me, especially when she was cleaning the counters and tables. I was watching something on TV in my living room, but I kept on turning my head, looking at Amanda as she did her job.

Amanda kept a smile on her face. She was listening to some songs on her phone, but I wondered if she noticed that I was looking at her and not paying much attention to the TV. I wanted to control my hand, but it just kept going down, reaching for my pussy, my clit, and also for my huge dong.

Amanda noticed that I was… something different when she walked in. Her eyes fell upon my bulge, and she didn’t take them off until I had to call her attention. I could also see something different in her eyes. Lust? Possible immense pleasure from being fucked by me? I didn’t know, but there was certainly something in the air.

She was cleaning the main kitchen table, and her ass was on full display for me. She was wearing a pair of very tight pants, and they outlined her curves so well. I could not keep my eyes off her, my hand stroking and playing with my cock. If she were to turn now, she would notice what I was doing, and I was kind of hoping she would do that, despite not knowing where that would lead to.

She moved her hand, cleaning the table, and her whole body moved with that, following what she was doing, and that was making me feel so much hornier. My dick kept on growing in my hand. I should have worn a skirt or something like that to hide my bulge on occasions like this one. She had been with me for a long time already, so why didn’t I think of that?

I panicked when she turned around, and I thought she was going to see me playing with myself. But I managed to take my hand away just in time, and then turned my body on the couch so she would not be able to see my growing bulge and the drawing of my cock in my pants.

She was now cleaning the living room. That bastard, was she playing with me? I kept my eyes locked to the TV, but the truth was that I was paying even less attention now to it than I was before. I could hear her working on the counters in the living room, her feet moving, and it was driving me crazy. If she was not playing with me on purpose, then she was a natural at making people have wild thoughts for her.

I thought of fucking her before so many times, but didn’t act on it. Didn’t want to put the fine relationship that we had built in jeopardy. She was a fine sitter, and I wanted to keep things professional between us. So many of my sitters before her turned into my personal toilets or sex toys. I wanted things with her to be different, but maybe, for that to be possible, I should have hired a fat fucker with an ugly face so that I could keep myself in check.

And then, she moved over to me, and began to clean the couch. I thought I was going to faint. My heart was thumping in my chest, trying to come out, and I could feel the beads of sweat on my forehead. I could feel my whole body burning, itching, and I was so lost in my thoughts that I didn’t know what to do.

“I see that you need a gift, Mistress,” she whispered to my ear, almost making me jump on the couch.

I thought about her words, and what they meant, but my mind was so lost in itself that I thought they didn’t make sense. What was her angle? Was she having… feelings for me too? No, it could not be possible. She never showed me a sign for that sort of thing.

And then, she moved even closer to me, her breath hot and warm on my neck. “I have a gift that I want to give to you for tomorrow. It will be Christmas, and since you have been good for me, I wanted to show you how much it means for me to work here.”

I breathed. It was all I could do. My mind was going back and forth between so many thoughts. Her hand touched me, and it was no more than an accidental touch, but I still jerked my body, and I still felt I was under her full control, and that I was going to do whatever she had in store for me.

I found her beautiful face, saw her eyes, and noticed the smile she had. It was dirty, and she knew it. Her eyes locked with mine, and then she proceeded to go elsewhere. “I see. Thanks for accepting my gift, Mistress… Futa.”

And just like that, she revealed to me that she knew about my secret.  She knew that I was a Futa, and that I had something else to make a night together with her more fun. I turned around on the couch at the same instant, and looked at her. Her dirty smile remained on her face.

Christmas night was coming, and all I knew was that I was ready for her sitter body. I smiled as I thought about claiming her for myself, with no chance of sharing her with somebody else. 


Chapter 3

Taking the Sitter

I unbuttoned her shirt, ran my hand across her bare back, and then slid it down her arms, over her back and then under her bra. Her skin was cold, her nipples, hard points pressed to my palm. I could feel the pulse beneath her shirt; a steady, regular thumping. My fingers were warm and wet against her skin.

"I want to taste you," I said, my voice a little breathless.

"And to do that... I want to... " I continued and felt myself growing hard. She leaned back and looked up at me, eyes glittering.

"Can I?" I asked, dominating the moment.

She nodded, her fingers on my shoulders.  I reached down and stroked my hand over her hip, up her shirt, stopping at the underside of her breast. I kissed her there, hard; a kiss to end all kisses, because we had a long journey ahead of us. Then I moved to her neck, and my mouth moved over the shell of her ear, and she shivered, as if she were remembering something very, very unpleasant.

" I need to feel your skin against mine," she said, breaking some of the moment.

She let me, even though her whole body was strung tight and ready for me. I moved my hand down to her hip, and her breath caught in her throat. Her eyes and mouth were closed.

I stood up and took off her shirt, and then began to suck on one of her nipples. She gasped and arched against me, her hand digging into my back and holding on. "Jesus," she said, "Oh, God."

I kissed her again, faster this time, her back arching, her thighs parting, and then she was tugging me to her, and I was inside her, filling her, and I couldn't breathe, couldn't do anything.

I reached down, and flicked my tongue over her hard nipple, and she hissed a breath, and it was so sweet. I could taste the cream that ran from her nipple, and I kissed it, and then I took it in my mouth, and she gasped and pushed her hips up against me and bit at my shoulder.

I moved to her other nipple, licked it, sucked it until I was breathless, and then I moved to her other nipple again and her hands went to my hair, and I couldn't take it anymore; I let her take it, let her do it.

The sitter knelt, and then reached with her hands to take off my pants. I stepped out of them, and then tossed them aside where they were not going to be an issue. Her hands reached for my briefs, and then she ripped them off without asking for my permission. I should have felt angry because of that, but the truth was that I didn’t. This moment was too taxing for me to worry about losing a damn good pair of briefs.

My dick sprung out to full glory, and the sitter looked up, asking for my permission this time. It had always been like that between her and me. I nodded, feeling the dampness and warmth of the surrounding air, and then she wrapped her soft, tender lips around my hard helmet.

Her lips were around my cockhead, sucking and biting, her tongue sweeping over. I moaned. she was sucking, taking me, and it was driving me crazy. She started to move her head up and down, her lips working my dick in small circles as she kept worshiping and licking me. I tried to take control of the moment and stop her, but that was one of the few moments where she had control over me.

Her mouth felt warm and needy as she continued to play with my shaft, her tongue working me in and out in short, shallow strokes. She slid one hand up my thigh to my balls and squeezed them hard, sending me over the edge. My body went limp, my fingers gripping the armrests of the seat. "You make me crazy," she whispered in my ear as she leaned up and kissed my earlobe.

That was just the beginning - just the warm-up of much more that was going to come - and then reached down once again, and proceeded to lick my pre-cum with her tongue. She kept it out, her eyes staring at the opening of my cock as each drop of my pre-release kept on dripping down for her enjoyment. Her cheeks were red as she took more of my pre-cream, her eyes in pure joy and pleasure as she could not control her feelings for me anymore.

I picked her up, much to her surprise as she gasped and her eyes bulged. “What are you doing?” She asked, her eyes meeting mine. I looked forward as I carried her to the hallway. “Taking you to where we can finish this.”

Her fingers dug deep into my skin, and then I put her on her bed. I took off her pair of pants, and she helped me to do that by moving her legs. Her pair of panties was now the only thing standing in my way, and I was not going to let it be an issue for me. I reached down with my hands and ripped it off her. I looked at her eyes and found out that she didn’t mind what I just did. The pleasure and lust were probably too much for her to care about something as unimportant as a pair of panties.

I looked at her pussy, and noticed how shaved she was. She made sure to be always ready for a moment like this, even though, for this one, we all knew that it was coming. Her cunt looked wet and ready, and I could already see her juices coming out, soaking the bedsheets that she was going to have to wash later.

My dick was hard, ready, and it was demanding for me to penetrate her.  I gripped her legs, made sure they were held in place, and then aimed my dick at her pussy. I took two steps forward, pressed the head against her pink opening, and then forced myself in, her body arching and jerking in response. She threw her head back, and moaned once I was in and there was no coming back anymore.

I began to thrust into her pussy, hard and fast, my eyes on hers, and her body shaking and trying to push me away. I was big, and she felt so tight. I thought she had been fucked many times before, considering that she was a slut before becoming my sitter, but she was so tight and clenching so hard around my womanhood that she might as well be a virgin at this moment.

I picked up my pace, and began to thrust harder and faster, covering more ground of her womb, reaching its end and feeling my dickhead touching the exit. I was feeling so hard and so hot right now. I could feel the pressure around my cock and balls building, growing, telling me that my orgasm was going to come. I didn’t know if she was going to get pregnant from this, but fuck it, I needed her pussy tight and clenching around my shaft like this. There was no feeling quite like the one I was experiencing.

And then, it came, like a valve releasing the pressure that was building for an explosion, and I was shooting my hot cum deep into her pussy, my thoughts going back and forth about the sitter getting pregnant and how much pleasure I was having from this. Her poor, small body jerked and shook, her back arched, her toes curled, and she screamed my name as if she needed even more of me.

She was panting, her body in full need of me, her cheeks red, her eyes crying, and her mind probably thinking that she would not have this moment any other way. I pushed myself more inside her, trying to extend my connection with her for as long as I could, but it was fruitless. I had already reached my end, and now I needed to recharge my energies.

I collapsed beside her, my chest panting, my body going from 100 to 0 in a matter of seconds, and then I reached with my hand for her pussy, and scooped up some of my sperm that was coming out of her. Her eyes finally opened, and she looked at me, and I noticed how red and veiny they looked.

“You are one sexy bitch,” she said, and then smiled. I kissed her mouth, and then my lips lingered on hers before I fell asleep.


About the Author

Leandra Camilli doesn’t follow the market; she aims to create the trends. As a long-time resident of Raleigh, North Carolina, she spends most of her time creating and developing new stories for her voracious readers. Naysayers shout that she is out of touch, but none of their unfounded words have ever managed to crack her reputation.


Leave a Review + Mailing List

As an aspiring author, it means a lot to know that people like you read and enjoy my stories. Do you know what else makes me feel even happier? Reviews! Sadly, I don’t get many of those, which is why I beg of you to consider leaving one. It takes no effort and is a great way to better understand the needs of my readers.

You can also join my mailing list below in order to receive weekly notifications whenever I release new stories and download a free erotica eBook titled “Subduing the Woman of the House.”

Mailing List:

https://mailchi.mp/ef21b6cb3a67/leandra_camilli


Other Futa Books by Leandra Camilli

Gay for Futa: The Complete Collection (Futa on Male)

https://mybook.to/gay_for_futa_bundle

Warning: this collection is meant for adult and mature readers only. It contains 4 tales of Futa on males, straight men turning gay, and harsh punishment and humiliation. Naughty parts will touch, and you have been warned.

Check out the list of the included tales:

Gay for Futa: An Unusual First Time

Gay for Futa: A Straight to Gay Best Friend Story

Gay for Futa: The Straight Jock's Unusual First Time

Gay for Futa: From Bully to Sissy Maid


Too Big for Me: Forbidden Futa on Female Domination and Submission

http://mybook.to/too_big_for_me_1

It’s too big for me, but I want it anyway! That Futa caught my attention the moment I laid my eyes on her, and she has been in my mind ever since. I can’t stop thinking about her, and I feel forced to take the first step. To my shock and relief, she says that she is willing, but that there is one condition, and that I can’t tell it to anyone.

I am willing to obey her wish, but will I be able to resist her once she shares her dirty, bulging secret with me?


Too Thick for Me: Taboo Futa on Female Domination

http://mybook.to/too_thick_for_me

Camelia had something to hide, but she could not keep it hidden for long. Something as big and thick as what she had between her legs was about to spring out sooner rather than later. Good thing that she had a female coworker that could not take her eyes off her!

This story features forbidden futa on female domination, and is meant only for mature audiences.


Too Tight Back There: A Dirty Futa on Female Story

http://mybook.to/too_tight_back_there

Camelia is a futa, and she has a big bulging secret for me. I don’t know that, of course, so I keep pulling down the lever, wondering what it is doing. When I find that out, her big bulging secret is revealed, and I am stupefied so much that I almost faint. Camelia is needy when she dominates me, and I become her loyal servant, willing to do everything she asks of me. She doesn’t need to speak before I am on my knees for her, her big bulging secret everything that a woman like me needs...

OEBPS/image_rsrc7.jpg
ﬁu u»,t?—»-.l!:n.-ma IETUI Y T AASS SR SUY Y 1D

5 (BUILGUNKS FITTAS SHWNRIS N





page-map.xml
 
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   




OEBPS/image_rsrc28.jpg
LEANDRA CAMILLI





