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Fertile Tight Fit

Chapter 1

It was a normal morning in college when Felicia came. The sound of students writing down notes, some of them with pens and pencils and some scribbling on paper in groups of two. The professor was writing on the blackboard and a picture of a dog was attached to the board with a rubber band, the caption read, 'The Beagle's.’

She got into the room looking scared, her eyes avoiding contact with everybody, especially with me. All I knew was that I was not going to let that slide. Whoever came into that class had to have a real and honest conversation with me. I needed to know everything about my classmates.

People called me a bully, but that was not who I really was. People just didn’t understand me, and when I got mad, well… that was when I started playing my tricks and pranks on them. And then, they would run away crying. Either way, I was the victor.

Class ended and I had to have a real conversation with her. As a woman, I could talk to her like no man could. I towered over her like some giant goliath that had the power to crush her like a bug. She seemed to writhe under me, making me feel powerful, making my dick swell under my pants. Thank goodness I got a thick pair for today.

“Hey, what’s your name?” I asked.

“It’s Felicia,” she said, still with her eyes avoiding contact with mine, looking down as if she was nothing compared to me.

Felicia would never win in a fight against me, but she had her own advantages. It wasn’t that a fight mattered with her, but she had things I would never have. It was not just about the money. Considering the quality of her jacket and pants, she was most likely filthy rich, and I would never have as much money as her, but I was already feeling something for the petite woman in front of me.

We talked, but I didn’t feel we had an honest conversation with her.  She held a lot of things back, which annoyed me. I had to make a choice, and it was an easy one for me. “Alright,” I said to myself, “if you are not going to cooperate, then I will have to force you to be honest with me.”

Some people would say I was being weird, but that was not the case. I had this urge to make people tell me everything about them. It was probably because, in the past, I had a car accident. My boyfriend didn’t tell me he didn’t know how to drive properly. Poor him. He was the one that died.

I missed him, and ever since then, I had that urge to really know people. It was the only way to feel I had some control, that nobody was going to disappoint and hurt me like Jeff did.

The next day, the first thing I did was to find which locker was Felicia’s. We had lockers in college, and even from the outside, it looked more like a high school. I had one dirty and filthy thing to put into her locker. Getting it from around the lake was a mess, but I managed to do so nonetheless.

People looked at me with wide eyes, some with their mouths slightly open, while I put the frog into her locker. I watched her using her password to open it, so I knew what it was. I stayed close, though not in hiding, as I waited for Felicia to come.

When she opened her locker and the frog leaped in her direction, landing on her breasts, she screamed. I had to cover my mouth not to laugh too loud. Everybody in the hallway burst out laughing while Felicia gasped with wide eyes. The frog leaped away from her as it made its way back to the lake of the campus.

Okay, so that worked, but Felicia was never going to change her mind if I didn’t step up my bullying. I also needed to make it pretty clear I was the one doing all the pranks on her. She would eventually figure that out on her own, but I wanted to give her some clues.

The next day, I had another surprise for her, though it was not something that would make her go ‘so, it was Camelia.’ She would still be pissed as fuck and maybe even cry like she did after the frog prank, but she would be more malleable.

I grabbed a knife and fucked the paint of her car. I didn’t overdo it, though. When she came back from class, she paced around her vehicle with wide eyes. After squinting my eyes, I noticed that she was on the verge of crying.

Felicia stopped pacing, fell to her knees, and let the tears come out. I was in my own car, giggling and laughing while feeling good about myself. I managed to make another prank work and Felicia would need many more, but it seemed I would be able to work her without a problem. She would soon be telling me all about her.

I did many more pranks on her without letting her know it was me. Then, one day, I decided to be less sneaky with one. After she came bursting out of the science building crying, she stopped when her eyes saw me. She came pacing toward me, her finger pointing at my breasts as she said, “It was you all along! You have been bullying me all this time!”

“Yes, I have,” I said, remembering that she only figured it out because I left a note with my name on it.

Now that Felicia was not in her right state of mind, it was the perfect moment to make her tell me everything about her. After a heated discussion where she let out everything she had buried deep in her heart, she sat beside me on the sidewalk in front of the campus.

She told me about her, about her life, and why she came to study here with me. I learned more about her, and I couldn't help but feel sorry for her. Felicia was a good woman. I was just so glad I managed to break her in order to tell me everything. All people put masks to hide their faces, their true intentions, and I just wanted to find out what made her tick.

I also could not help but notice how beautiful she was. Felicia had rounded cheeks, big eyes and full, pinkish lips. She didn’t wear makeup, and to be frank, she didn’t have to. Her natural beauty was more than enough to put her above any other woman in college, except for me, of course.

She was so vulnerable now and I could not help it. I took her. I kissed her. I noticed some people walking by us, making some snarky comments, and I would have my revenge on them, but they didn’t sour that special moment.

When she moved her soft lips from mine, we talked about us some more, and she got to know the real me. I invited her to my home, we spoke more about each other, and I felt we had become close friends.

We had become such close friends that I shared my secret with her. Her eyes bulged as if she had been slapped when I unzipped my jeans, let them fall down to my ankles, and I showed her what I was hiding behind them.

I had a dick. A big one. I had always been a futa from birth, and I thought she would be grossed out, but the first thing Felicia said was, “You are like a dream come true! I am so fucking happy right now!”

We didn’t fuck, but we made a promise to do so next Saturday. I was supposed to go to her place. She gave me her address and a quick, hot kiss before she headed out. I stayed at my doorway, leaning against it while I watched her go.

I was so fucking going to fuck her. Felicia was so petite. She was perfect for me. She would make me feel like the happiest woman on the planet, and I would bury my cock hilt-deep into her tight pussy.

And the best thing about that was that she was a virgin.


Chapter 2

Icaressed her cheek, my thumb tracing the curve of her lip. She opened her mouth and I slid my tongue inside. Her mouth closed around mine, opening to me, her tongue stroking me, exploring me, kissing me with passion and heat.

Her hands lifted and slid along my chest and stomach, my belly, the back of my neck, my shoulders. My hands roamed, finding the hem of her shirt and bunching it up and over her head.

I kissed down her jaw to her chest. She held my head to her, her lips moving against mine as if she couldn't get enough of me. I grabbed her hips and pulled her against my body, loving her wetness and the feel of her skin against my own.

When she was naked in my arms, I pushed my hand against the front of her jeans and slid my fingers beneath, rubbing her clit and eliciting a cry from her. I kissed her harder, my tongue slipping between her lips to explore.

She let out a soft moan as I delved inside, and I realized how hard my cock had become. She was tight and hot and wet, and I felt the telltale evidence of my arousal pressing against the zipper of my jeans.

And then I realized that I 'd been thinking about this, not just thinking about her. I'd been wanting this. I kissed my way down her neck and between her breasts, my teeth nibbling at her nipples.

I nipped at them, hard, but she responded to the nip with a gasp and moved restlessly against me, pressing her breasts more urgently against my chest. I cupped her breast and felt her nipples pebble against my palm.

She moaned, pressing closer to me, her hand digging into the skin of my back. I sucked her nipple into my mouth and ran my tongue over it, tasting the musky flavor of her and her own arousal.

I tugged on it and then flicked my tongue over the tip of it, my eyes closed as she bucked against me and cried out my name. Her hands gripped my hair, and she pushed her hips forward, encouraging me to go deeper, to take my cock and fuck her until we both collapsed on the bed.

I was slick with sweat and panting, and she'd just begged me to fuck her senseless, but that only made me want her more. I kissed her neck and she sighed, pushing her breast further against me.

I licked along her collarbone and up to her earlobe, then nipped at it with my teeth as I continued to kiss down her throat. Her skin was so silky smooth beneath my tongue, so hot and soft.

I moved lower and licked a trail from her chest to the curve of her ass. She shivered and squirmed underneath me, and I grinned at her, knowing she was thinking exactly what I was thinking.

I slid a hand down between her legs, and she let out a tiny gasp when I touched her wet flesh. her entire body stiffened and she groaned, pushing against my hand, trying to buck away from my touch.

I pulled my hand away, laughing. "No," she whispered. I kissed her neck, and she writhed beneath me. I took her breasts into my mouth, biting gently at one nipple and pulling gently on the other as I suckled her other breast.

She squirmed beneath me, her legs wrapping around me and pulling me closer, wanting more. she wrapped her arms around my neck and pulled my mouth to hers, kissing me hungrily.

I slid my fingers down into her tight curls and she moaned, pressing her chest against mine as her legs wrapped around my waist. I slipped my fingers inside of her and felt her pussy contract around my fingers.

She bit at my bottom lip and I groaned as I slid two fingers in and out of her, rubbing her clit and making her cry out in pleasure. she moved her hips in sync with my movements as I continued fucking her.

I felt like I was floating on top of her, and I closed my eyes, savoring the feel of her, before moving my fingers back out of her. "Fuck," I groaned, wanting to feel her pussy around me again.


Chapter 3

Iopened my eyes and watched her face as I slowly entered her, my cock filling her so much it almost hurt. I groaned as I began to feel my balls tightening. I could feel her body tensing up beneath me as her juices flowed down my cock. Things had just barely heated up, and Felicia was already orgasming.

My body felt like it was going to explode as I slowly started moving in and out of her, but I knew that it was the best way to go. My dick felt like it was on fire as it slammed into her, but I was too excited to be bothered by any other discomfort.

It didn't matter that I was hard, I wanted this to happen. As I began pounding into her, I felt her pussy clench tight around me. She grabbed my head and kept me in place, while I drove into her as hard as I could.

She cried out in ecstasy as I fucked her, and her pussy seemed to be contracting around me. I looked down and watched her face as she watched me pumping into her, unable to hold back any longer.

My balls felt like they were going to explode as I kept pounding into her, but I didn't want to let her go. Her head was thrown back and her tits were bouncing, which only made me fuck her harder.

I was having no idea what I was doing. I needed to take control and take her hard and fast, or I would explode in her pussy. I felt the wet wetness on my body and realized that I was sweating so much more now.

I was panting as I continued to slam into her. My hand wrapped around her neck and I started to push into her harder. I wasn't even worried about being too rough. I was so turned on that I could hardly think straight.

She cried out as I thrusted into her one more time, feeling her body shake around me as she screamed. Her head fell back, but still her legs held me as I pounded into her. My eyes watered as I looked down at the girl who I'd loved more than any other.

Her tits were bouncing back and forth as she continued to ride me. She was so beautiful, and I wanted to fuck her so bad that I felt like my dick was going to explode from how good I felt inside of her.

"Don't be afraid, darlin'. I wouldn't hurt you."

I started to sweat even more, knowing I was about to lose my shit. I could feel my body tightening up and my hands started to shake as I continued to hold on to her body. I think I was almost praying for her to be okay, when suddenly, she screamed out as her body began to shudder underneath mine.

She held onto me tight as she came down from her orgasm. My cock was already throbbing inside of her and I wanted to be with her more than anything. I loved that she was as shocked as I was by what was happening to her.

She looked up at me with a shocked look on her face. I kissed her lips softly and tried to slow my breathing. She was so fucking beautiful and I knew I was lost. I couldn't wait to take her again.

I was pounding harder into her pussy, and I knew she was close, too. We both gasped for breath, and I began to come, my body tightening all around her. I could hear her calling out my name, and I held on tight to her as I continued to come.

I could feel her legs shaking and her body trembling. Her fingers were digging into my arms and she looked up at me with a big smile on her face. I couldn't stop the grin that spread across my face, and I kissed her, hard, until she stopped breathing.

My hot, thick cream spilled out of her pussy. She was creaming using my own cum, and that was hot as fuck. I continued to pound into her, slapping my balls against her perfect butt, turning her into a rag doll, and using her as if she weighed nothing. Her bouncing melons were moving like my balls were, and they were making me feel so much hotter and so much more lust for her.

I eased out of her. My cum continued to come out of her wet and warm pussy. I collapsed on her bed, and brought her with me. We kissed until we both fell asleep. I held her tight, as if I was afraid of losing her.

We had many more nights like that one, and everything changed between us. We lived a happy life together in a small, secluded town. It was the best we could have asked for.


Obey the Futa

Chapter 1

It was a calm morning in Justice Falls, a small city in the middle of the Indiana state. Cars going down and up the street, people walking and chatting, dogs barking, and of course, birds pooping outside my window. How many times did I have to clean their shit?

Fuck.

The door swung open with a sound. Something I put there to tell me when I had a new customer. It was a woman this time. A young one. Beautiful and long black hair painted her body. Her face had round cheeks and big eyes. Baby-faced.

Curvy too. Ohhhh, so many curves. Curves that someone like me could cherish for a very long time. Not fat, though. Just curvy and so delicious. My hands were working, begging for me to touch her.

She walked around the store, looking at the items I had for sale. Magazines, comic books, proper books, romance novels. I ran a bookstore, and I was the only one in town with one. Didn’t make a lot of money, but I had enough.

I missed Disney World already.

I checked out her ass. Round buttcheeks complemented her perfect body. Her smooth face was a sacrilege compared to the womanly body she had. It was almost like the sample of a freak show, but I was enjoying it nonetheless.

Enjoying it too much for my own good. She was my customer. Didn’t want to scare her away.

What if she was out of town, just passing through? Did it matter? Nah. If the situation presented itself, I was going to fuck her. Bury my massive cock deep into her pussy. Even from afar, I knew it. She was a tight one.

One of them virgins. Delicious, tight and warm inside. Down there. She would make my balls so fucking happy. I would fuck her like a rag doll.

I got tired of all the women in this city. Come to think of it, I didn’t think I had seen her before. Out of town it is them. New blood. New flesh for me to enjoy. Fuck, my whole body was begging for me to dominate her right here and now.

Put the plaque in front of the store. Closed. Nobody would come in anymore. I would be fucking her as if she was mine. As if she came here just for that. Buy a book and get a massive woman’s dirty package for free.

Should put that in front of the store one day.

She grabbed one of the magazines. I gulped. It was one of the dirty ones. Made for adults. Made for people who wanted to play with their fingers, touch themselves at night. A sign? Her way of making her thoughts known to me?

I was dreaming too high.

“Good morning. I would like to buy this, please,” she said, putting the dirty magazine on the counter. Busty women surrounded by big cocked men on the cover. Jesus, she chose one of my best in the store.

It was going to cost her a lot, but her nonchalant face told me everything. She had the money.

“That will be 100 dollars,” I said, looking into her eyes.

She grabbed her clutch bag, opened the zipper and took the 100 dollars. She put it down on the counter and waited for me. Waited for my next move. The more time passed, the more I was sure of something.

Something dirty, unforgiving. This one was mine.

I grabbed the bills and put them into the register. I printed the proof of payment and handed it to her alongside the magazine. As my hand touched hers, she slipped a note. When I realized what was happening, it was maybe too late.

I heard the door swinging open and close. I took the note in my hand. Come meet me at the alley behind your store tonight. I have a surprise for you. A good one.

So, I was right all along. Could have had her now, but fucking her later would be just as good. My mind went back to her perfect frame. Beautiful, melon-like breasts. A good woman. A bad one too.

Her mind was as dirty as mine.

Did she know… about my little secret? Was that why she came here? Did she get tired of the same men and women? Was she looking for someone else? I could only guess.

Did it even matter at this point? No. Only one odd thing, though. Alley. Dark. Middle of the night.

Out here, in Justice Falls, there was nothing worse than being in an alley without company. She would be my company. A stranger. What was even her name again? Didn’t know, didn’t care.

My dick didn’t worry about that sort of thing. A pussy was a pussy. A backdoor would always be a backdoor. Some were tighter than others. That’s why I chose her, wasn’t it? Got tired of the same tastes here in this town. Now, I needed someone new.


Chapter 2

Just got to the alley behind my store. Closed it shut. Nobody was going to rob anything from me.  Took a gun with me too. A Colt. From my previous wife. The day before I dumped her for someone better, she gifted me with this. A loud bang, and she was lying dead on the floor.

That’s how I rolled. Almost like a psychopath. Hunting women. Asking for their hands. Marrying them. Ending them. Destroying them.

I stopped. I froze. What’s that feeling? Deep in my chest. Deep in my torso. My stomach fell as if I didn’t have a bottom. My heart raced for… no reason? For some god-only-knows reason, I felt afraid.

Fear took hold of me all of a sudden. Even with my gun right next to my hand, tuck between my dress and me, I was all alone here. At night, with only the cry of the owls in the distance making me company.

Justice Falls was dead at night. Always was. Bunch of old people and kids didn’t like spending their nights past 10 PM. Then, they always woke at 10 AM. Jesus, those people liked to sleep a lot.

Coming from New York was always going to have its toll on me. I just didn’t think it was going to be this hard to adapt. Even now, I remembered the many close calls. At night, even with other people nearby, I was all alone there.

Didn’t have any friends. Didn’t have anyone else. My wives were nothing more than tools for my own enjoyment. For me to fuck them for revenge. To avenge what society did to me. Fuck capitalism.

I walked down to the middle of the alley. On my left, I had the back of my store. One insert of the right key, and I could go back inside. Hide myself, and pretend that nothing happened, that the busty woman never came to me with that note.

But I was never going to do that. Not now.

I heard footsteps in the distance. Someone was approaching me. Heeled sandals that sounded like gunshots on this cold night. A gush of wind told me that it was someone important to me. I turned around on my heels, and froze some more.

It was her. The busty woman with crazy curves from the morning.  I spent the whole afternoon thinking about her. About her curves, about those perfectly round asscheeks. Oh, how I wished she would turn around now.

I was going to have that ass for myself. Nobody was going to have her with me. Forbidden to be shared. I was going to put a plaque in front of her with that warning. One touch of someone’s hand on her impossibly smooth skin, and I was going to have another name to add to my list. People killed by Camelia.

Get a grip. Hold yourself together. I walked over to her, my boots sounding like muffled gunshots. Too loud. Everything in that alley reverberated everywhere. I fucking hated that place. I fucking hated Justice Falls.

But I had a place here. A hideout. The FBI would never find me here.

I could feel it with my nose. Her perfume, her aroma. Filling my nostrils. Taking over me like a fucking drug. Like weed. I missed that already. Should never have given up on that.

The woman wrapped her arms around me, and then pushed me against the back wall of my store. Her lips met mine all of a sudden. I kissed her, and I felt her perfume making me feel crazy. Desperately crazy for her.

Oh God, I was having her. I was having this woman all for myself. I wrapped my arms around her, and hold her very tight to me. My tongue was lost, without control, but now, it was taking over things, turning this stranger into my next love.

I pulled away from her. My eyes met hers. I only had one question in mind. Something I needed to know. I didn’t know all of my victims down to their favorite breakfast, but I knew this about them.

“What’s your name?” My voice was deep, almost man-like.  Her face flinched. Eyes trembled.

I towered over her, and right here, in my town, I was the Queen. She had to tell me everything she had in her mind. Every little thing, including her name.

“Jolie,” she hissed.

I went crazy. Jolie! Beautiful name. I met someone with that name before. A woman from the 31st police department of New Work. Wasn’t anything like her. Not as beautiful. Not as lust-inducing.

Didn’t hold a candle to her. She was a witch. A powerful and ugly one. She made me feel scared. She was on my tail still. I remembered her TV interviews. Talking to journalists about me. “She will never escape Justice.”

I looked at the woman in front of me. Big full lips, round eyes, round cheeks, and wrinkle-free forehead. A precious thing. Untouched. Still a dirty one, though. She bought my magazine, and she knew what she was getting.

I could almost read it in her mind. She wanted this. Her first time. Fertile too. If I wanted, I could make her pregnant. With my seeds. My dick began to swell under my pair of panties. A good pair that was. Thick and resilient enough to hold a woman’s dirty package like mine.

“You know my name, right?” I asked her. She didn’t have to tell me, though.

Her lips curve to form a thin line. Despite her initial impetus, she was nothing more than this. Nothing more than a desperate woman looking for her first time. With a Futa, no less. I was going to show her how it’s done.

I took her and put her against the wall. She gasped, but then squealed when I ripped her shirt open. Those beautiful breasts were on full display for me now. Her bra was a beautiful thing. Almost like the color of her skin. People walking down the street, if they were to look at this alley, would think she was wearing nothing.

And, they would think I was going to force her into having sex with me.

I didn’t care about that. Nobody was going to find us here. This place was as good as someone’s bedroom. Private, silent. It just didn’t have a heating system. A gush of air around my legs reminded me that the Winter season was coming. Next week there were reports of possible snowfall.

My hand found those perfectly round breasts. Impossibly curvy. As if a mathematical equation made them. I always thought God was a crazy old man, that he made us while high, but with her… he had other plans.

“In my bed, in my bedroom. No complaints. No useless chatter. Just fuck.”

She nodded, and we began to make our way to my home.


Chapter 3

She unbuttoned my shirt, slid her hand under the back of my neck, and pulled me down to her. her lips met mine, and then we were both kissing and moving as one. I groaned as she kissed me harder, and then I felt her hands on my back.

We both broke apart and I took her hands from my back and held them above her head. Her hands were wrapped around my neck as she pressed her body against mine. Her tongue was exploring my mouth and I could feel her growing arousal as I pressed against her.

She ran her hands up my chest as I unbuttoned her shirt and slowly pushed it off of her. Her bra wasn't as revealing as mine was, but she had enough skin on her for me. She grabbed my hair and pulled me toward her again, and this time I didn't resist, again.

I pushed my tongue against hers, and we made soft moans as we kissed. I could taste myself on her lips, and she reached up and grabbed me. I ran my hand down her neck and over her breast, and I felt her nipple getting hard under my touch.

I rolled her nipple between my fingers, and I was glad to feel it stiffen up in my hand. She was ready for me, and I could feel her hot wetness against my fingers. I rubbed her with my other hand as she writhed against my hand.

I could tell she was just as aroused by me as I was. We were getting close to where we thought we would be. I was so excited, so ready for what we were about to have, and I knew I wouldn't be able to hold off much longer.

I pushed my tongue deeper into her mouth and she began rocking her hips against me. I pulled away from her lips and kissed my way down to her breasts.

I started sucking on one of her nipples, and I felt her hand on my head as she pushed me down onto her pussy. She pulled me to her and I kissed her passionately as I pushed myself into her hard and fast.

I groaned as I felt her body tightening up around me. My body shook as I felt my cock filling her up. She was so tight, and she made me feel weak. She wrapped her legs around me, and she pushed her body against mine.

She was so hot, and she felt so good. I was in heaven. I knew that she was right there with me. I continued thrusting inside of her as she started coming down. She let out a high-pitched squeal as I started to pump into her again, and I felt her body tense up and tighten around me.

I was lost in the pleasure of the moment and continued thrusting, pushing my cock inside of her. I wanted her to feel her pussy milking me as hard as she could. I felt like I couldn't get enough of her.

She was the only woman in my life that I wanted now, and the more time that we spent together, the more I wanted her to give me all of her. She kept my thrusts short and shallow, and I loved it.

I'd missed this and I wanted to feel like I wasn't the only one who was experiencing something. the feel of her pussy wrapped around me, the taste of her and the smell of her skin were incredible.

I wanted to feel that way forever. Her body was shaking from the intensity and she started wilting underneath me, trying to get closer. my hands began to go in and out of her ass, as I felt her body getting tighter and tighter.

My body began to get tense, but I held her tighter as I could feel her pussy convulsing around me. I felt myself tightening up even more and I knew that I was going to come. The pleasure was so intense that I felt my eyes rolling back in my head.

I could feel my balls throbbing as I climaxed and I held onto her with every ounce of strength I could muster. I could feel my seed gushing into her, and she felt so good against me.

I could tell she wanted to stay there forever. I could feel the hot jets of her hot body pulsing against mine as we both continued our orgasms. I could feel her heart pounding against mine and her hair tickling my face as she came and I kissed her forehead.

I could feel her pussy trembling underneath me and she giggled as I gently held her body up off of mine. She looked at me with those big blue eyes, and I smiled back at her as I stroked her skin.

She started laughing again and I chuckled as I moved my lips towards hers. She let out a small moan and wrapped her arms around my neck as she leaned in to kiss me again.

To say I had the night of my life would be a big fucking understatement. I had so much more than that. This woman meant so much to me now. I knew it would come to this. I had to ask for her hand.

“Camelia, you really think that this is the right thing?”

“I have never been so sure of something before in my life,” I told her before I pushed the ring up along her finger.

I didn’t hear a straight-up ‘yes’. Didn’t need her to say it. Her silence was more than enough. There was one thing I didn’t tell her, though. She was not the first. There were many women before her who I married.

I just got rid of them when the time was right.


Put It Where?

Chapter 1

Ending my 10-year long relationship with my former wife was always going to be a hard thing to deal with. The next night, I already found myself drunk at the bar at the corner of the block.

During one of my many nights in Lovers’ Quarrel, the name of said bar, I encountered a guy. He was a nobody to me at the beginning, but over time, we grew fond of each other. I told him what happened, and he soon became a friendly shoulder for me to cry on.

He and I became such good friends I invited him home one night. We were so drunk it was already too late when I realized what was happening. We were making love where my wife and I used to sleep, and it was one of the best sex I ever had.

Of course, the following morning, I had to push him away from me. My conscience didn’t allow me to have him close to me, when I felt I betrayed my former wife with another man. Handsome or not, gay or not, I needed some peace of mind.

When he came back, he had a proposition for me. “It will change you completely, and you will never have to feel like you betrayed your wife. You will be reborn.”

He explained in more detail what the transformation was all about. Becoming a woman? Might as well do it. My life was such a mess at the moment. I didn’t have a job anymore, because my wife was my boss and she fired me once she found me kissing her sister.

It wasn’t my fault she kept on trying to seduce me!


Chapter 2

Iwas lying down on the operation table. This place didn’t exist on any map. Didn’t show up on any internet search too. This was a black market thing, but I was willing to take the risk. I loved Harry too much to say no to him about this.

“Edwin, I am so happy you made this choice,” he said while his hands caressed my forehead.

I had straps that locked my limbs to the table. I wasn’t sure about this, but I had a feeling the transformation was about to be anything but gentle to me. Crying and screaming were most likely going to fill the room.

“I don’t trust these ‘doctors’ around us, but I trust you, Harry,” I said before taking his hand and kissing it.

I had long before this realized I was bisexual. Even before I married my wife, I fantasized about men. Some of them were like role models for me. Some were so hot I could not help but think about them when masturbating myself.

Seeing him now made me realize, again, why I fell in love with him in the first place. Sure, he was a caring man with some quirks I loved, but his looks were what hooked me up in the first place.

His face… even now I wanted to caress it with my hands, and I was finding it impossible to blink while his big blue eyes were staring at me. His stubble was something I was already missing, and we had kissed minutes ago, in the waiting room by this one.

His lips were so pink-ish, it was almost like he applied lipstick on them. My mind went back to how soft his mouth was, and I also remembered how dominating his tongue was when we kissed.

I wanted to kiss him now, hold his face with my hands, but it was going to have to wait until my transformation was over.

Harry was not like one of those muscle maniacs from the gym at the other block. He worked out, but he kept his frame a perfect combination. I didn’t know how he could maintain it so well, but he was damn good at it. He had discipline when it came to his diet and workout that was hard for any man in the world to match.

Whenever we had sex, he was the one on top. He topped me so many times my butt was sore most days. The best thing about that? I missed his cock, and I wanted it inside me right now. But again, that would have to wait until after the transformation.

The more I looked at his body, the more I wanted it in my bed again. Once the transformation was over, it would be a lot better, because then he would have another hole for his impaling.

He had one thick and long dick that made mine look like nothing. No wonder he never gave me a blowjob, didn’t jack me off or play with my shaft in any way. He knew he was the ‘man’ of our relationship.

“I will be with you here,” he said moments before the transformation started.

The doctors tried to sedate me, but it didn’t work well. I was half-asleep, half-awake while the machines and chemicals did their thing to my body. It would be an understatement to say I screamed and protested a lot.

It hurt too much, and what the medicine didn’t accomplish, the excessive pain did.


Chapter 3

The next morning, I actually woke feeling I was the same person. One quick look down my body made me realize the doctors didn’t lie. I had boobs and a more round ass now, and I was already in love with my new features.

My hands began to fumble with my breasts the moment Harry walked in, and then took me to his home. Once we got in, his eyes widened as if he was seeing a ghost.

“Did something happen?” I asked.

“Your cock is still there,” he said, looking at my waist.

When I woke up and during the trip back home, I didn’t notice that. But, he was right. I still had my dick. My vagina was just behind it, though.

“Is that actually going to be a problem? Because we could just go back and try it again,” I said.

“Nah,” he waved his hand, eyes going back to their normal expression, “It’s fine. Plus, I don’t want to risk putting you there with them again. Doing it once was already risky enough.”

“Whatever you say,” I said, feeling the weight of the transformation, his unusual reaction to how it ‘failed’, and my increasing lust for him.

Something about being a woman now made me realize, in a way I didn’t think possible before, just how handsome the guy in front of me was. I could not help it. He had to possess me at this very moment!

As if he was reading my mind this whole time, he spun himself around and wrapped his strong arms around my lower back, pulling me closer to him.

I noticed how shorter I had gotten, now that I was a woman. Before the transformation, I could kiss his lips without a problem, but now I found myself forced to stand on my toes.

His lips met with mine for a powerful kiss that, from the very beginning, I didn’t want to break. His tongue was already so dominating I began to moan unintelligible words. The more I moaned, the more he seemed intent on making me his once again.

While we kissed, every time he got a chance to mutter a word, he completed the following sentence, “Oh fuck, you are so much better now that you are a woman.”

I didn’t say anything. His domination of me was unique, and it felt like it was never going to end. His lips rubbed and slid against mine while I tried to tell him to keep doing what he was doing.

My body felt so much weaker now. His arms, enveloped around my back, pulling closer and closer to him, made me melt. I writhed as the seconds passed, and I was beginning to think that this was going to end with the two of us doing something that we were going to regret later on.

His hands found the hem of my shirt, brought it up, and then pulled it over my head. Harry tossed it somewhere in his living room, and then forced me to sit on his couch.

He straddled me while his hot kisses continued. With him on top of me now, breathing got a lot harder, but I didn’t think about stopping our sex. This was going to get so much better, and my heart was pounding harder in anticipation.

“Oh fuck, Edwin. You are so much better now,” he said during the brief moment our lips unconnected.

I was already missing them, so I grabbed his head and pulled it toward me for another immediate kiss I was never going to forget.

Even while we kissed, he had to do something else. His hands trailed up and down my arms, and I was sure he was thinking about how much softer my skin was. His hands, for the first time since we met that day in the Lovers’ Quarrel, felt so rough I thought he had become a blue-collar worker.

I broke the kiss and we stood up from the couch. There was something I could not stop thinking about, and it was my now-massive dong. It wasn’t just that, though, but also my balls, and how much they were aching to be played with.

I lowered my skirt and let his eyes gaze upon my bigger-than-normal pair of panties. His widened eyes told me everything I needed to know. His dropped jaw added to that like a cherry on top of a cake.

I was bigger than him now, and considering everything we have lived together, I could as well be the man of the house from this point on.

Or the woman of the house, to be more precise. And, he would be my brat.

Even though I didn’t have the strength and he was so much taller than me, I put both of my hands on his shoulders and made him get on his knees in front of me.

“Do it,” I ordered, and his hands found the waistband of my pair of panties, and he brought it down.

My dick came out like an animal that was just released from a cage it had been in for years. It was hungry for prey. The prey, in this case, was going to be no other than my boyfriend, who was going to have to suck me off for the first time.

Back when I was a man, he refused to do it, but the unimaginable happened, and that was not me becoming a woman. It was the fact I was so much bigger than him in terms of cock size he could as well be considered something… less.

“Don’t make me wait, Harry,” I declared, and after clearing his throat, he wrapped his pink-ish lips around my cockhead.

Seeing his mouth getting stuffed with my meat made it pulse like an enraged animal. It only did so once, but it was enough to make the smaller man whimper. He was loving all of this - as he should - but there was no denying something inside him was dying.

From now, our relationship was going to be one where I would give the orders, and he would obey every little thing.

As a futa - I just remembered the term from some hentai I read back in the day - I was the commander here. Harry became my subordinate. Who would have thought the macho man right before me would become a bottom during his first intercourse with a man-turned-woman?

The thought of all of that made me feel so much lust I thought I was not going to be able to control myself. The more his lips tried to take me, tried to tame my whopping dong, the more I felt the growing sensation to blow my load all inside him.

I had cummed, sometimes, while he fucked me, so I was hoping he would do the same, for parity purposes. The roles had been reversed, after all.

One dream of mine was to top him, so I was excited to do it for the first time. However, maybe that would have to wait for another night. This one might be more about warming up than getting to the best part.

I grabbed his head and made it bob up and down on me. His gag reflexes threatened to end this short fun of ours, but I didn’t let it. His eyes got watery, but I said, “Fuck that, and keep on blowing me.”

He tried to nod - it was almost imperceptible - but I still noticed him doing that.

The more his lips traveled up and down along my length, the more I felt the urge to blow my load inside him, to the back of his throat. Didn’t know if I would do it now, and then fuck him in the ass later, or not do the first thing at all, but I knew I was going to enjoy this moment with him nonetheless.

His hands reached for my balls, and he withdrew them the same instant they touched. It was like he didn’t quite believe I had balls - maybe he thought they only existed in his mind or some bullshit like that.

Oh no, Harry. I do have balls now, as I had before the transformation, but the difference now is that they are more potent than yours. I have so much load in me you will never be able to swallow everything.

The thought of cumming in his mouth for minutes made my dick give another potent pulse that almost made it slip out.

I kept on pushing and pulling his head, dictating the pace. His mouth was so good, and he was using his tongue as if he had done that many times before this. Did he learn from all the dirty nights I sucked him off? I could hope so.

Having him sucking me off was good, but the sight of this exquisite man made me want to do something else.

I let go of his head, and ordered, “Stand up.”

His face winced as he obeyed me, and then I pushed him to the couch he made me sit on before. This time, I was the one straddling him, and the feeling of dominance immediately took hold of me.

I was drooling, and it was all so fucking great. My dick was right in front of him, right before his washboard-like belly, and the moment we kissed, it began to rub endlessly against him. I heard him moaning my name - Edwin - over and over, making me think I was going to cum right here and now.

But I didn’t cum. I didn’t feel that growing sensation that always comes before an explosion.

I needed something else. I needed to make Harry the happiest man on this planet. Nothing was going to do for me.

I crawled away from him, got on my knees on the floor, and then brought down his pants. I sniffed and worshiped his massive bulge. The almost imperceptible smell of urine, the aroma of his manhood and something else I could not quite put my finger on began to drive me even crazier.

Employing my teeth, I slid down his pair of boxer briefs all the way down to his knees. That liberated enough space for the thing I wanted to do.

I was all over his shaft before he could even gasp. His hand reached for the back of my head - the poor man was thinking he would be able to do the same thing I just did for him - but then he withdrew it once he realized I wanted to employ my own pace for this.

I bobbed up and down on his length, feeling that massive dong invading my mouth over and over. I had done it so many times before I didn’t feel that gagging thing trying to ruin this perfect moment.

Sucking him off with a woman’s - futa’s - mouth was something so different. It was almost like doing it for the first time.

Harry tilted his head back, and then began to moan my name. That and his endless groaning drove me closer to my orgasm. I could feel it coming and coming, like a train in the distance. Once it crossed the border, there would be no coming back.

His breathing got faster all of a sudden, and I could feel his shaft getting hotter too. It got so hot I was impressed it was warmer than my own lips. I took it off his shaft, and then said, “Stand up  and blow it all over me.”

He obeyed me, and then aimed his throbbing dick to me. I watched it continue to pulse moments before he began to blow his sperm all over my face.

Oh fuck, I underestimated him. He had a lot of man milk, and he was not afraid of sharing it all with me!

It was dense and thick as well. One thing I liked about his load was that it was always so potent, and that it smelled like him.

Like the slut I had become, I licked the cum that fell close to my lips.

I stood up, my dick in my hands, and when I was going to tell him what I wanted him to do, Harry was already doing it.

His head was tilted back, eyes closed, and his mouth was open. I eased my dick in after jerking it off a couple of times. I felt it pulsing so much moments before my first rope of cum exploded in his mouth.

The wince his face made brought me over the edge, and I exploded into his mouth even more. It was almost like I was born as a new man. The only difference - a big one - was that I was a woman this time more than I was a man.

I was the perfect combination of those things, and this intercourse with him showed I was right about that.

My dick continued to explode in his mouth and throat. His face winced a couple more times, but then it changed to one of absolute joy. The way he curved his lips outward and upward told me everything. Harry was in love with the taste of my milk.

I eased my dick out of his mouth, and then slept with him on the couch. His arms surrounded me, as if he was imprisoning me in his love. I kissed his lips one last time before falling asleep. I was just so tired, but it was all worth it...


Satiating the Futa

Chapter 1

Birds sang outside the window. Cars came and went. When I walked past her bedroom door, I noticed a familiar and enticing sound. Over and over again it continued to happen. I leaned my ear to hear it better, and I was certain about what she was doing.

It was a bit of a squishy sound that was so loud. I leaned my whole body against the door. Hmm, Denyse was up to something very naughty. If she were this horny, she could have asked for me to come and help her.

But that would never happen, right? Not without me taking the first step. She was a confident middle-aged woman, but she kept her secrets.

The problem was that her masturbation sounded a bit off, as if she was sliding her fingers over and over a hard surface. Hmm, but that was impossible, right? She was a woman and she wouldn’t have a dick.

As a bisexual woman, I wanted to have a man and a woman in my bed. That would make me so happy...

The sounds she was making were making me feel so horny. I could feel my nipples hardening as the clock on the wall ticked.

Only one other problem existed right now: her husband was in his office, working. I could take the first step now, but then he could find out what was happening. His ears would pick up the familiar sounds and he would not even knock on her door.

We would be caught in the act.

At least I could take a peek inside, right? Through the hole close to the doorknob... She wouldn’t find out what was happening and I would have the view I was looking for. It would be great for me.

A decision was made.

I leaned to where the keyhole was and looked inside her bedroom. I was greeted by the familiarity of the walls, and then I leaned my head to the side to find her.

Her legs were exposed. She wasn’t wearing anything to cover them. I admired the smoothness of her legs. She didn’t have any hair on them, as she shouldn’t have. She didn’t have much hair like any other woman, but she still shaved whatever grew.

I looked up her thighs until I found something that almost made me lose my balance and fall over on my ass. What in the actual fuck was that? Had to be a dream. Denyse was a woman.

Unless… maybe a man got inside her bedroom, killed her and now was masturbating himself? I wouldn’t put it past someone to do that. There were all kinds of crazy men in the world, after all.

I returned looking through the keyhole and found her face. I looked back at her crotch and encountered her monstrous, enormous, oversized shaft again. This had to be a dream, right? I mean, no woman had a dick.

But the sound and the sight of the thing in between her legs were unmistakable. If this was a discovery, then at least I wanted to be given credit for it.

The sight of her working her dick like that made me feel even hornier.  I reached down to find my clit and worked it over and over. I was trying to match her rhythm without noticing I was doing that.

That kind-of-squishy sound was endless and her whole face was red. She could be so close to orgasming and I wondered what her sperm would look like. Opaque and white-ish like that of most men, or yellow-ish for those that didn’t have good eating habits?

The smell of her body and masturbation was coming through the keyhole. I felt my nostrils being filled by it. That only served to increase my appetite. I continued to rub my clit over and over, ignoring how uncomfortable it was to do so under my pants.

Denyse was also fully naked. Her smooth body was the stuff of dreams. My nipples got so hard I wished I had milk in my breasts. I could just imagine myself spurting it out like a cow.

She was way more than her shaft and balls, though. Denyse had a cute and adorable face. I wished so much to touch it and feel it with my hands. Doing the same things with a man was different. Their faces usually had beards and thus weren’t as pleasant to the touch.

Her breasts were bigger than mine. They were like oversized melons that needed the attention of the right person. I could be that, but would she let me? She was married and could be against something of the sort.

Talking about that, did her husband know about her man parts? He had to, right? If so, did he bottom for her?

Hmmm, questions and more questions.

One thing was certain about all of this, though. If she were masturbating herself early in the morning like this, then her husband didn’t have sex with her often. Maybe he didn’t like having his ass eaten by her. A woman with a shaft did need both things. They wanted more than to bottom for a man.

She could have me all for herself just for that.

Enough was enough spying on her, though. I needed to do something and I needed to do it fast.  She could have her orgasm at any moment. It would kill any chance of making her happy. She could even think about ending her marriage to have me.


Chapter 2

Idid it. I opened the door and walked in. Her face went from that of pure pleasure to one of shock. She didn’t think anyone would come in, much less me.

And she didn’t think I would be masturbating myself too.

Her hand’s speed slowed down as her eyes remained wide. “Sorry I came in like this.”

She didn’t speak as I made my way to her. I sat on the edge of her bed and offered, “Can I help you with this?”

I left the door open and didn’t care about that. Just one more reason to think this was about to end in the worst way possible for me.

I wrapped her monstrous, oversized dong with my hand and started to slide her skin up and down. She moaned. It was a different thing to have someone give her a handjob and she knew that very well.

Her eyes were full of lust and I imagined she could notice my eyes were coated with arousal. My attention was focused on her man parts. Her massive shaft was so beautiful. Veins popped out of it, but it still had the looks that I imagined only a woman with a dick would have.

I was drooling from the corner of my mouth and had to rub my saliva dry with my other free hand. I continued to work her dick and felt it getting warmer. If she was on the verge of cumming moments before I got in, she was now on the precipice.

I unwrapped my hand from her dick. I didn’t want Denyse to orgasm so soon. We still had so many things to do.

I moved over to her breasts, hands looking for them. I cupped one of them and felt its smoothness. It was soft like nothing I had experienced before, and I had a lot of experience with that sort of thing.

Her breast was just so full and it was teasing me. I couldn’t resist the urge, so I put her nipple in my mouth. I felt the strangeness of how hard her skin was and it was a great contrast compared to the softness of the rest of her breast.

I sucked and suckled on her nipple as if it was going to be the last thing I would do with my life. Considering how her husband could just show up at any moment, that just could turn out to be the case here.

I moved over to her other nipple and was surprised that Denyse didn’t pose any resistance. I thought she would eventually come to her senses and find it weird I showed up in her bedroom all of a sudden when she was pleasing herself.

This couldn’t have turned out any better for me.

Her whole body was emanating a wave of warmth that made it difficult for me to think. I even felt dizzy at the sight and feeling of her naked body. Under her clothes, I knew she was a striking woman, but seeing her exposed like this was so different from anything I imagined.

The number of times I masturbated myself while thinking about her couldn’t be counted, and now I was living a dream of mine.

I moved over to her lips and kissed them. It was more than a kiss, though. It was also the culmination of everything that had happened so far. Her lips just gave in to the weight of mine. I was devouring them while she moaned my name.

Ruth… Ruth… Ruth…

The sound coming from her mouth was driving me crazy and so I had to feel her whole body. I went from being just by her to being all over her. Her dick was the presence I felt the most, but my mind was focused on our hot kiss at the moment.

Her cock started to throb, but it wasn’t a sign she was about to cum. I was still doing everything possible to make this moment last. Her noises and other sounds should be just enough to make her husband think that something odd was going on here, though.

Maybe he was wearing headphones, which would be perfect for me.

I needed so much of her I thought I would never have enough. Her eyes were dark with desire for me. One could almost think she was being possessed by a demon, and they wouldn’t be fully wrong about that.

I was the demon and she was my host.

I felt her whole body with my hands and lips. I kissed from her lips down to her breasts and gave her nipples two pecks, one for each. She cocked her back against her various pillows as she moaned my name.

Our noises were so loud there was no way her husband wasn’t hearing anything of this. Maybe he was waiting for the climax to come here when we least expected him to.

Whatever was the case, I was not going to hold back.

I kissed her all the way to her belly, feeling the smoothness of her skin. I reached her cock, but there was something else I needed right now. The bed creaked and complained under our combined weights. Despite that, I didn’t slow down.

I reached her clit that was behind her ballsack. The smell of women and sex filled my lungs and I took a couple of seconds just to feel that. Her whole body was trembling in arousal for me and I took that as another sign she wasn’t quite satiated yet.

Today, I came here to satiate a woman with man parts and it was one of the most thrilling things I had done in a long time.


Chapter 3

Her moans continued to make this atmosphere perfect for two ladies. I didn’t know if she ever had feelings for me, but considering how intense this moment was being for us, that could be the case.

I thought she was going to cum right onto my butt, but her dick only throbbed in excitement for the time being. Her arousal levels were going through the roof and beyond as her toes curled.

She just made her vagina cum, but her man’s parts were still a bit far from reaching the same destination.

I was sweating so much one could think we were in a sauna room.

I kissed her clit and her folds. Each of her pussy lips was like tasting something new. Each was unique in its own way. I couldn’t have enough of them as I kissed and made them melt under the careful touch of my tongue.

Denyse kept on mentioning my name and I was sensing this was about to become very intense very soon.

I returned my attention to her massive dong. Still throbbing and oozing its precum it was. Despite the popped out veins, the look of it was so innocent compared to that of a man. It was almost like I was looking at the manhood of an eighteen-year-old who didn’t even leave high school yet.

An aura surrounded it and it was one of pure arousal and sweetness. This woman was all mine and there was nothing holding me back here.

I wrapped my lips around her mushroom head and felt her skin sliding down. Her throbbing was intensified and I had to clamp my lips around her muscle to make this easier. As I began to bob up and down along her length, I was taken by a rush of pleasure that was difficult to contain.

A couple more cycles of that made my pussy convulse. I was oozing my orgasm over her body while she continued to be lost in her own dreams. Her eyes were closed as she most likely imagined something even hotter in her mind.

She was just that kind of woman. Whatever she was dreaming about, I knew it was way hotter than what was happening now.

Still, I was a woman of the moment. I wanted to focus on bringing her absolute pleasure while I also felt the same.

My body was so hot one could think I was a heat generator.

I bobbed up and down along her length with fervor, feeling every square inch of the surface. There was something juvenile and so adorable about her cock. I could not have enough of it and saying that was almost like an understatement.

It was time for something else, though. I still didn’t want to make her cum. There were so many more things to put into practice here.

I moved so that I was offering her my pussy. Hers was right in front of mine. Her eyes fluttered open as the change in position made her realize something interesting was about to happen.

She stuck her tongue out as I lowered my pussy right into her mouth. She sucked and teased my folds, eyes filled with pleasure. Likewise, I paid my respect to her pussy once again. I had just finished working her massive shaft, so I was going to leave it alone for now.

I felt her intense arousal for me. The smell of her sex and oozed cunt juices filled my nostrils, and they brought me intense pleasure. My boobs moved with my body as I continued to worship her.

Her tongue was needy as she worked me. I thought she was going to make me orgasm again, but her work was more subtle. She was making me feel orgasm like no other person ever could, but she didn’t want to make me cum just yet.

I cummed a couple of seconds ago, so doing the same right now would be next to impossible. Still, I imagined she enjoyed the challenges of the sort.

I enjoyed her work on my pussy for as long as it lasted, but I needed to finish this. My whole body was hurting for the end of this experiment of ours. I shifted and moved as I aimed my pussy along her rod.

Her eyes widened, but then they returned to their normal aperture.

I smiled and she closed her eyes shut. I felt my pussy sliding down and farther along her length. It was massive and I knew that before this, but now the feeling was so different. It was like having sex with someone else.

Perspectives can change everything.

I began to move my hips up and down along her needy cock. Her whole body continued to shake as she demanded me to continue. She could rest her worrying thoughts, though. I planned on ending this the right way.

My boobs bounced as I continued to tease her dong. Oh, she was so close to cumming now. Her dick’s heat was claiming my pussy and was not leaving a single square-inch without feeling what her dirty desire for me was.

And I felt it happening. Her massive member throbbed like a caged animal. It was so hot I thought I would feel my tunnel burned in the coming afternoon. Her moans’ intensity grew as we forgot about her husband next room.

I could feel her muscle working as it attempted to release an explosion inside my tunnel. The thought of getting pregnant from this didn’t even cross my mind. When was the last time I did it without protection anyway? It happened such a long time ago. I deserved this so much.

And it happened. Her dick pulsed harder than normal as she shot her first rope of delicious and steaming-hot sperm in my womb. More came after that one and each of them made me feel like the sluttiest woman in the world.

There was something about being fucked by a woman that I didn’t find in a man before.

Our breathing continued to be ragged. I thought we would have heart attacks, but that didn’t happen.

Her explosion continued in me until I eased my womb away from her raging erection. Just when I hugged her, the husband showed up, nostrils flaring.

“What in the fucking world is happening here?!” He shouted and the whole room resonated.

“Let’s go!” Denyse said, conscious for the first time that morning. She tossed her pillows toward her husband, who blocked them with his arms.

She took advantage of the opening and punched him in the face before bolting out of her house. I followed her, my feet barely capable of keeping up with her.

We got into the first trolley that showed up and everyone went silent. We were two naked young women heading God-knows-where.

Despite the unusual circumstances, we both had huge, winning smiles on our faces...


Open Up

Chapter 1

My husband was trying really hard to make things work between us again,  but I just couldn’t see the point anymore.  Any fire we had between us died a long time ago. He was nothing more than the man I once married to me now.

Why did that happen? I would be shocked if I knew. As the years passed, we stopped having sex. He stopped being the nice guy that bought me things every week. As a woman under 40 years of age, I still had so many things I wanted to do and buy.

But he was not the right man for those things anymore.

And there was someone else in my mind now. It wasn’t a man. It was a woman and she caught my attention the moment I laid my eyes on her. It was love at first sight, but also so much more than that.

I always thought I had a thing for women. Back in school, I used to experiment with some of them. Nothing more than some innocent things we did together they were. Never thought that inclination for the same gender would end up making me think I could fall in love with another woman.

Her name was Patricia. We didn’t work together, but we did eat at the same table inside the shopping mall often. She was one of the guards and she was an impressive woman that could make most men run for their lives.

I always thought she was a striking woman, but didn’t think we could have a chance.

Now that my husband was out preparing the divorce papers, I decided to invite Patricia home. Just the anticipation and the thought of her being here were thrilling enough to make my skin itch for her.

I remembered when I had seen her for the first time. One of the things I noticed first was her boobs. So enormous I could bury myself in them. I wouldn’t be surprised if someone could suffocate in them.

Not only that, but her breasts also added to her curvy frame. That was probably one of the reasons why she was hired. They needed a woman who could take care of herself, who had the strength to handle violent men.

Her curves became the main topic of many of my dreams.

She was so much taller than me too. I could feel so protected in her arms, if she one day hugged me. We never did that. I was hoping she had the same feelings for me and we would do so much more than that here.

I also was in love with her face. It had the look of someone dependable, independent and strong-willed. Despite only being a guard in the mall, she had her life resolved. What’s more, her nose and lips were so perfect I wished to feel them with my hands.

I dreamed far too many times of kissing her plump lips.

I was rubbing my clit over and over while I watched the road outside. Cars came and went, but I was only waiting for her red sedan to park in front of my house. My body was so hot while I was waiting for the excruciating minutes to pass.

She was taking so long to come. I looked at my wristwatch, but it wasn’t still the right time. I was getting so impatient.

If she didn’t show up soon, I would have an orgasm before the right time.


Chapter 2

Icontinued to feel and torment my clit. I thought about her ass. So huge one would think she could be two women trying to pass as one. Whenever she walked, her ass drew the attention of men and women alike in the mall.

Everybody respected her, including men who, in other circumstances, would try to act in a manner to make them look like more than what they were.

I was in love with her. I knew her so well now. My husband was gone and he could come back when she would be here. The best thing about having a woman lover? He would think she was nothing more than another friend of mine.

That is, unless he ended up seeing her and me having sex.

But we would be done before he came back from the office downtown, so I didn’t have a reason to worry.

Just when I was getting too impatient, I noticed her red sedan turning at the intersection and coming here. She parked the car and got out.

The first thing I noticed was her overall size. She was so big without being fat. The causes of that were probably her training and going to the gym almost every day. She was also wearing a pair of sunglasses that looked too big for her face.

Her hair showed off her confidence. Her whole body language was that of someone who didn’t have anything to worry about. Despite not telling her why I wanted her here, I imagined she more or less knew what was about to happen.

I had seen her winking far too many times to know that.

I rushed to the first floor and opened the door. She stood before me like a Goddess in front of a peasant. I was her peasant and I would do anything for her. My whole body was in need to worship and become her plaything.

“Hey there. It’s nice to be in your home for the first time.”

“It will only be the first time of many. Come in. I will serve us some coffee.”

“That will be nice,” she said before coming in.

She sat down on the couch and I brought us some coffee. We drank it all and rested the mugs on the coffee table. Patricia had already taken off her pair of sunglasses and looked at me with telling eyes.

The desire was in her mind, but I wondered if she had the courage to take me in my own home. I also didn’t know if I was brave enough to take the first step, if that ended up becoming necessary here.

We talked some more about many things like work, life and my marriage that was about to end for good. It felt so good to share those things with her, and I couldn’t help but contemplate her breasts and legs.

She had some thick thighs any woman would be envious of. I didn’t feel that way about her, but I did wish she would let me feel them with my hands.


Chapter 3

Patricia and I headed to the kitchen. I needed to clean the mugs and she came with me. We talked some more and I was feeling that something between was growing in intensity. Her desire for me was evident. I was only asking myself when it would become too much for her to handle.

When I put her mug to dry next to the sink, she grabbed my hand and kissed me. Just like that, the spark happened. I was taken by her involving presence like never before. I kissed her as if there wasn’t going to be a tomorrow.

She wrapped her arms around my shoulders and brought me closer to her. Our lips rubbed against each other in a lustful manner. It was like we couldn’t have enough of each other.

She was so imposing I was withering and melting before her. I could only moan and barely breathe as she dominated everything. With my husband, I more or less had some control, but with her, I could only let her do what she wanted with me.

Her hand slid down my back, looking for my ass. I whimpered when she found it. I was wearing pants and she slid her hand under it. I felt her finger looking for my entrance, my backdoor. Sex with her would be different than it was with my husband, since she didn’t have a cock - not that it mattered now; my husband’s shaft stopped working a long time ago.

And then, I felt something strange coming from the region between her legs and it reminded me of a shaft. But it couldn’t be that. It had to be her purse that somehow got stuck between us, or something of the sort.

I had very little time to think about that. Her finger had just found my backdoor and it was demanding to get in. She kept on rubbing the rugged entrance, trying to loosen me up. I whimpered some more, but she didn’t subside her impetus.

We were still kissing and it was like time didn’t pass, even though the shadows outside had become longer.

I could also feel how her breasts pressed tight against me. They were so big and bulky. I never thought I would feel so much lust like this. It had been a long time I had almost forgotten it.

The warmth of her body was making me feel so crazy for her. It was Summer and she still managed to make me feel even hotter than normal. As the seconds passed, I continued to melt more and more.

Her breath was hot like the rest of her body, and she stopped kissing my lips and was now devouring my neck. Her finger didn’t stop probing for my backdoor. It was like she needed that and nothing else.

My mind went back about how all this started. We didn’t speak one word about wanting to have sex here and it happened nonetheless.

I needed so much more of her. My hand found the hem of her shirt and I helped her take it off. She pulled it over her hair and tossed it. I pulled up my shirt and also sent it flying where it wouldn’t be a problem for us.

Her hand looked for the back connection of my bra and she undid it, releasing it from me. I kicked it away.

I helped her deal with her bra and kicked it as far as possible from us. Her smile was that of lust and she was enjoying this so much I doubted she could even express that in words.

“I think we might be taking this a bit too far,” she warned.

“What? I need this.”

“I don’t know. You are still married.”

“Only for a short period of time. He will be back with the divorce papers.”

“Does he know you have me?”

“Not at all.” I gave her a sly-smile.

“Well, that only complicates things.”

“Shut up and kiss me,” I said before pulling her head closer and treating her lips with mine.

Our kiss was hot and needy just like before. She was so much in need of me it was crazy she didn’t decide to fuck me before this.

I ended the kiss and kissed her neck down to her breast. Her nipple was so hard. I wrapped my lips around it and began to treat it like the most important thing in the world for me. I closed my eyes as I let the feeling of having her nipple in my mouth melt me even more.

She stroked my hair as she moaned my name, asking for me to increase the intensity of this. I pulled back and dominated her other nipple. She stroked my hair once more and buried my face onto her breast.

I felt more than her soft skin, I felt her smell and it was one of the best things about this moment.  The whole environment of my kitchen seemed perfect for this. Everything was so silent I could only hear our sex.

I moved down to her lower body and found the only thing keeping me from reaching my desired goal. I wondered what it would be like to see and play with another woman’s pussy for the first time.

I tugged her skirt all the way down to her knees and gasped. She actually had… a huge and imposing dick! No wonder I felt something strange when she was embracing me, but I never thought it would be that.

I looked up. “I am sorry I didn’t mention this.”

“What are you?”

“We will talk about that later. Right now, you should know what to do.”

I looked at her parts while I felt dizzy. I didn’t think I would be the subject of such a discovery. Her shaft was so immense and it had so many veins I was afraid of it. She was an older woman and that didn’t help things as well.

“I need some guidance here.” I smiled, hoping it came off confident.

“There’s nothing to be afraid of,” she said before she shoved my throat all the way down her shaft.

I gagged and felt the urge to move my head back, but she wouldn’t let me. The size of her dick was still something I couldn’t comprehend, but I did my best to get used to it.

I used my tongue in the only way I could. I swirled it around her huge member while she continued to keep my head pinned in place. Her grip eased and I was able to have some control over what was happening.

But it was never going to last too long. She shoved my head all the day down her length, until my nose touched her body. I continued to slurp her shaft as if my life depended on that.

Her smell and everything about this was making me go so crazy for her.

I got used to her size and could now worship her without feeling as if I was going to die. My eyes got a bit watery, but that also passed.

She moved her hand away and I could pull my head back. I kissed the tip of her cock and smiled at her. I wanted Patricia to know I enjoyed how dominating and needy she was being.

I was feeling nothing more than lust for a woman with a shaft and balls, and I was surprised I was taking this so well.

I traced my tongue around her shaft and teased her for more. I was wondering what she was going to do next. She had been exceeding my expectations so far and I wished for so much more.

She caressed my forehead and picked me up. I wrapped my legs around her waist, feeling that immense cock of hers trying to enter my pussy. I opened up for her, but the look in her eyes was for something else.

We kissed as she took me back to the living room. She sat down on the couch and I shifted until my pussy was aiming at her member. She lifted one finger and said, “The other hole. Backdoor only.”

I pouted in disapproval and wondered if I would be able to take her inside there. Either way, I didn’t have the right to complain, so I lowered my other hole. I had to aim it a bit, but getting the tip to it was easy.

The hard part was going to come now. I was clean down there, but her entry was going to be a hard one regardless.

I tried to move my body down, but I felt the pain and gave up. Her smile turned devilish as she grasped my waist and pulled me down with force.

The first thought in my mind was that we should be using some protection, but I pushed it away because the pleasure was so overwhelming.

I felt each of her inches penetrating me with force as I slid my womb all the way down to her balls. She began to pound into me as my breasts bounced. I squealed in joy when the pain was replaced by pure pleasure.

She was fucking me so tight and with so much force I was wishing for this moment to be endless.

Patricia breathed every chance she got, and those chances weren’t plenty. I was so lost in my joy I could only see her and the road outside. People in their cars could see me here, being fucked by a woman, but they would never know what was really happening and how much this moment was liberating for me.

After all this time, I was being treated the way I deserved. I needed someone with fire and she was providing me with that.

“I’m going to come,” she said in between each of her poundings and I felt her dick convulsing.

One hot spurt of her cum hit the back of my dark tunnel and more came soon after. Her sperm was hot and I could feel how dense it was. It was kind of like oil in that regard, and I was sure it was very white too.

I reached down with one of my fingers and scooped up some of her release. She stuck her tongue out and licked my finger clean. I was a bit disappointed she just did that, so I scooped up some more of her cum for myself.

I tasted it and gave her a face of approval as her pounding continued.

When I eased myself out of her, I heard the sound of a car parking. I looked out the window and saw my husband coming off this car.

“Hurry! Get dressed before he notices this.”

We hurried to get dressed and just when I was done putting on my boots, he opened the door. His eyes widened. “Who is she?”

“Just a friend of mine.”

I was panting and so was Patricia.

“My name is Patricia. I would stay here, but I need to go,” she said before going back to her sedan and driving away.

My husband shrugged and handed me the papers to sign. He grabbed them and stored them inside a box. The marriage was over and I could try a new beginning for my life.

I called Patricia that same night and we made so many plans for our future...


Drilling her Backdoor

Chapter 1

My hands flipped the pages of my comic book, looking and admiring the drawings not made for people weak of the heart. My other hand wandered all the way down to my panties, and sneaked under them. I found my clit and began to rub it while I continued to study every single line of that drawing.

I wished this would happen one day. A futa, here? Nah. Those people didn’t exist. The ones who came close to them were the transgender guys, and even those were a hit or miss most of the time.

I needed a real futa that was born as one, but those didn’t exist. She didn’t exist. Camelia, the futa queen of these comics, was nothing more than a creation. I sighed. There was no chance my life would ever be whole.

I flipped another page when the bell on my door rang. Who could it be at this time of the night? My husband was away, working. He had some debt problems, but he didn’t need to come back here for anything.

I hoped it wasn’t a criminal about to rob my whole place and fuck me. That would suck.

I hid my futa comic book under a pillow on my couch and rose to my feet, my whole body complaining. I didn’t want to do anything right now other than to finger myself until I orgasmed.

I reached the front door and spied through the peep-hole. Ah, so it was a woman. I thought it could be one. I just had that feeling. Sometimes, I was right about the gender of someone before looking at him or her. It kind of was a gift of mine.

She didn’t look dangerous and was wearing a shirt and a skirt. Her eyes darted to the peep-hole, but they didn’t linger there. Her hands were planted on her waist, as if she was in a hurry.

Calm down, princess. I’m just about to open the door for you.

I noticed how smooth her skin was. The warm, gold light from the bulb over my door illuminated her body. She looked even better than what I imagined she was like under the sun’s light.

There was something about her face that drew my attention. Those perfect lips that nobody could touch, those round and blushed cheeks as if she was feeling shy, her eyes that kept on calling me and a nose to match everything else and add to the perfection of her face.

Her breasts were huge and were an important part of her frame too. It was like they were calling me as well. They were as big as her torso, and my hands itched to squeeze them. However, she was nothing more than a stranger coming to knock on my door. I needed to control myself.

I exhaled and opened the door. Her lips curved up to form a beautiful smile, showing her shiny teeth. She looked even more perfect now, like she was some kind of Goddess that came here to grace me with her presence.

We were about the same height and body proportions, but I still felt intimidated in front of her. I shouldn’t, though. This was my apartment and she was nothing more than a stranger.

“Hey there, my name is Theresa. Your husband has a debt with me and I wanted to know if you already have the money to pay me.”


Chapter 2

It took me a while to register what she said. My eyes were still hypnotized by her perfect presence.

“Oh, I don’t think so. We have some money, but he didn’t say anything about someone coming here at night for a payment. I’m Mary, by the way.”

“He is kind of shy and sometimes, he forgets things. It’s fine. He said you could pay me through… another mean.”

“What?”

“I know this can be abrupt and I might be invading your privacy, but… can I come in? It’s so cold outside.”

It took me a while, again, to register what she said. There was something about her eyes that made it impossible for me to think straight.

I stepped aside and allowed her to come in, feeling her cologne for the first time. It was almost as good and enticing as everything else about her put together. She was wearing a very short skirt that wasn’t even capable of hiding her ass fully.

And what an ass she had! It was almost like she put it there or somehow ‘built’ it herself. I thought her breasts made my whole body want her, but her ass made my mind burn for a chance to feel her.

She turned and I noticed that her face changed. She was like an angel when I opened the door, and now she appeared to be the Devil himself. There was an aura around her that turned to a more violent, aggressive one, like she had what she needed and now was about to devour her prey.

“Since you don’t have the money, payment will be something else.”

“What… do you mean?”

“I mean you,” she said before approaching and locking her lips with mine.

Her domination was absolute from the get-go, and I felt my knees close to give up on me. I thought I would crumble and lose control over my legs, but then she held me closer to her and I felt I wasn’t going to die after all.

This woman, Theresa, who showed up out of nowhere was kissing me now? She was a good kisser, but I didn’t want to betray my husband.

I ended the kiss and she looked at me as if she wanted to kill me. “You either pay for his debt now, or there will be serious consequences later.”

“I think I will take my chances.”

“Oh, you think that?” The back of her hand caressed my cheek. “You have any idea who you are dealing with?”

She circled me once and said, “I ate his ass so many times. It will be a pleasure to end yours as well.”

“What? I think you’ve lost your mind. Get out of here before I call the police.”

“But I am the police.” She fished her badge out of her pocket. “And I am here to have my money back or a replacement of equal value.”

She spun around, hair flowing. Her hands explored and picked up some of my things as she looked around the living room. She was trying to find something of value she could later sell. If Theresa was that worried about the money, she could wait. I wasn’t about to let her ransack my place.

I grabbed her wrist and said, looking into her eyes, “Get out of here. This is my last warning.”

That was quite the statement, considering she was the chief of police and could put me in jail for what I just did.

But her eyes softened and she looked disinterested at me. “And here I was thinking we could have some fun.”

She lifted her skirt and I felt dizzy. She wasn’t wearing panties, but a man’s underwear. She had a bulge and it was quite pronounced. I could see the skin of her ballsack and also the silhouette of her… cock.

She had a dick and I felt like I was on another planet.

But my mind soon realized what was happening here and dream or not, I wanted a piece of her. “You can have this and some of what your husband owns to me will be deducted.”

“How much?” My voice sounded like I was pleading for her mercy.

“You will find that out after you have let me do everything I want.”

She began to circle me after she lowered her skirt. Her hand felt my torso, my back, and she even breathed at the back of my neck, forcing my hair over there to stand erect. I had to fight hard not to let a moan escape my lips. I didn’t want Theresa to think I was that desperate.

“Owwn, look who wants a piece of me. I guess it helps that you have been thinking about having sex with a futa girl for a very long time. It’s a hidden dream that you keep only to yourself, right?”

As if she knew what I was doing before she showed up, she fished the book from under the pillow and flipped the pages. Her eyes enjoyed each drawing as she continued to study the comic book.

“It’s good, but the real thing is so much better, and I am giving you the chance to find that out for yourself right now.”

The back of her hand caressed my cheek once again, and I shivered. Theresa had me under her full control. The devilish gleam in her eyes told me that. I was her prey and despite that, she was the one who could give me what I needed.

Why was I fighting her, then? If she was so interested in us fucking, then I didn’t have anything to be concerned about, or did I?


Chapter 3

Ithought about her huge cock - bigger than that of my husband - and got down on my knees, making the right decision. I didn’t have anything to worry about and I wasn’t going to let my mind destroy this unique chance.

She lowered her skirt all the way down to her ankles, kicking it away soon after. I was presented with the opportunity to suck my first futa and I wasn’t about to go easy on her. I tugged her underwear with force, almost tearing the fabric.

She let out a gasp, but it wasn’t one of fear or surprise, but of pure lust. She wanted this quite a bit and she wasn’t going to stop for anything.

Good thing I remembered to keep the door closed.

I watched in complete admiration as her immense dick stood proud in front of me, so hard it could be compared to a metal rod. A bead of pre-cum traveled down her length and stopped where her dick met her ballsack.

She was so wet for me too. She was dripping, and I put my hand into her pussy, feeling her folds and forcing her body to shift. It wasn’t just the sight of her parts that were driving me crazy, but also everything else about her.

I caressed and massaged her legs, forcing her to shift once again. For a moment, I was dominating her and I loved that. I thought she would be the one in command of this all the time, but that was not the case.

I sniffed and I felt a smell that was so like her. It was just what I expected, and it made me so moist. I was getting so wet even my panties were getting uncomfortable, and I was very picky with them. The pair I was using was quite expensive. I felt like I was getting wet as if I was 18 again.

I kissed her huge, impressive dick like some sort of welcome gift for her. That was my chance to tell her I wanted her back here again and again, as many times it was necessary for the debt to be paid.

I caressed her length using my tongue, making her shiver and moan for me. “Moan more and don’t stop,” I murmured and she obeyed. I was living a dream of mine and I wasn’t about to go easy on her only because she was a stranger.

This was a futa - the first one I met - and I was willing to make this moment unforgettable.

The thought of betraying my husband with a woman crossed my mind, but I pushed it aside. I didn’t need that sort of thing bothering me at the moment.

I gave her shaved balls a squeeze, forcing her to moan louder than normal. I studied her eyes and found only lust and an immense desire for this to continue. My eyes also caught sight of her huge breasts and how they shifted. Once I was done with her cock and balls, those were my next destination.

I continued to kiss and worship her huge member, making it throb and shake. It was far from orgasming, but that was some good progress already. I could make this last as long as I wanted, but my desire was to make her cum so fast she would beg for more.

I wrapped my lips around her uncut cockhead, feeling that girth as it forced my lips to spread wide. It spread them wide so much I could feel my skin straining, as if it was on the verge of being torn. Even if I was putting myself in some kind of danger here, I wasn’t about to let her get out without being pleased like the Goddess she was. Theresa only wanted the best from and she was going to get just that.

I began to bob up and down along her length, forcing her to shift her legs once again. She was breathing so hard and her whole body couldn’t withstand this for much longer. It was as if she didn’t have sex for a long while.

I went all the way down, burying her dick to the back of my throat. The need to gag rose, but only for a short while. I moved back to her cockhead, feeling her muscles and every ridge and how the skin changed.

She was so hot. My whole body was burning hotter, and I could only ask myself when I was going to have this futa again all for myself only. There was something about having sex with her that I never experienced with a man.

I gave the tip of her cockhead a peck and then rose up, my eyes meeting her. The gleam of her eyes shone with a devilish tone. Her lips curved up, telling me she wasn’t done and that she needed so much more.

I wrapped my arms around her neck, pulling her for another hot kiss. It continued and lasted for a long while - long enough to make me think that time wasn’t a thing anymore.

She pulled away from me, her eyes locking with mine. I studied her, and then her gaze darted down. I found her breasts and how they continued to shift, begging for me to deal with them too.

My hand traveled and found one of them. The weight made me strain my fingers, and I loved the feeling of its weight. It was like a huge melon filled with milk. She had to be laden with it, considering how heavy it was.

I removed her shirt from her so fast her body didn’t even have time to react. I was all over her delicious and lust-inducing breast in a matter of seconds, fucking her nipple. My other hand found her other nipple and I played and tickled it.

She almost laughed, but she contained the urge. Her moans filled the room again as not only I sucked her nipple, but also started to drink her milk. It was potent and so tasty. I didn’t think that tonight I would be drinking that. It was the perfect thing to help with sleeping, though.

As I continued to do that, her dick and balls continued to grind against my body. She had be to around nine inches in length, and I couldn’t even guess the measurement of her girth. All I knew was that she was well-endowed to the point of being capable of featuring in many porn star movies and becoming famous herself.

I played with her nipples for a while and I almost lost track of time. When she put her finger on my lips and forced me to stop my assault, I was a bit confused, though. I thought she was enjoying this. Theresa was a futa that needed to be worshiped so much more.

“Let’s do something else,” she whispered into my ear, making my body shiver.

I took a step back when she got on her knees. Her tongue was out and hungry for me. I darted my gaze down to find her approaching my moist pussy. I didn’t even take my clothes off, though.

My hands worked fast as I undressed myself, feeling the cool air around my naked skin soon after. I took off my pieces so fast everything happened in a blur. Theresa was already licking me and running her tongue on my folds the moment it was freed and exposed for her.

Feeling her hot tongue on my warm pussy lips drove me over the edge, and I cummed right then and there. I watched as her tongue and lips were coated with my orgasm. It was a continuous ooze that refused to stop, and she wasn’t about to take her mouth away from down there until I was done.

She even started to swallow my orgasm as if I was a man blowing my load on her. Once I was done, she did the impossible. I didn’t think she could be this strong and could dominate me with so much ease.

I wrapped my legs around her and felt my womb stretching until it was sore as she pumped her dick into me, her balls slapping against my ass. She was more than dominating me now, she was turning me into her rag doll.

I lost consciousness for some seconds as I felt only her dick pumping her load in me all of a sudden. It came in hot, and there were so many ropes being spurted out I thought she had four balls instead of only two.

Just when she removed her monster cock and I thought we were done, she began to pound into my backdoor. My dark tunnel was ravaged and ended by her incessant pounding. Her ballsack continued to slap against my ass in a devilish manner. I thought she was going to do much more than to fuck me tonight.

Her assault continued. Devilish, strong and endless. Her dark eyes grew bigger, as if she had just found a new source of energy to continue this for hours. Her body exhaled her power, and I felt every cell in my body under her dominion.

Her hands continued to grip me tightly. My skin where she was grabbing me turned whiter. Her eyes locked with mine again and again, every time I lost consciousness and one of her poundings brought me back to this reality.

Her dick grew bigger, needier inside me. My dark tunnel was ravaged and stretched so wide. My mind conjured an image I was never going to forget - that of my skin being stretched so wide it was red like a tomato.

Her dick pulsed. She was cumming for the second time in a row, finishing inside me once again. Her sperm covered my walls, more and more, almost like in a continuous stream. Her dick continued to shake. The first thought that filled my mind was that of a jailed animal.

She eased out of me, and I scrambled to lick her clean. She got dressed and when she stopped at the doorway, she said, “There will be more. This doesn’ pay for everything.”


And as I laid almost dead on the floor, I was only asking myself when she would come back... 


Dominating her Backdoor

Chapter 1

Ialways thought she was a weird woman. A tomboy in every sense of the word. I tried to approach her many times. How could I not? We were coworkers and I wanted to be her friend. I was friends with everybody in this logging company, but she refused to talk to me. Others also didn’t have better luck with her.

I couldn’t deny that, despite being straight, there was something about Rosanne that drew my attention to her. She was as big as the men. Even some men relied on her to do some heavy lifting.

I was a petite girl, very young and so short I ended up standing out. Other than me and her, the group was made of men. I couldn’t deny she was in the right workplace for her. She strived here. People looked up to her, and maybe her commanding attitude at work was one the reasons why I couldn’t stop thinking about her.

This was a rare occasion. I was working right by her, my body so close I could feel her heat as she sweated. Her eyes were focused on the workbench in front of us, but mine weren’t. I couldn't control myself. I wanted to find a reason to begin a conversation with her.

My clit was so hard right now. I was feeling so small and insignificant, and I couldn’t help but look at her arms, those hands, and her nails. I wanted her to hug me, and I also desired to bury my head in between her swollen breasts. God, were they huge.

And how they shifted and moved as she worked. Despite the uniform, they kind of bounced. The sight was one of the best I had in quite a while, and I felt I could never hold a candle to her. She might be a tomboy, but she was still a striking woman still.

Maybe it was the combination of men's characteristics in her womanly body that made her feel so exquisite to me. I couldn’t believe my feelings, but they were telling me I wanted her in my bed right now.

Our arms just touched, and she didn’t react. She didn’t try to distance herself from me. Not bothered? Did she share my feelings? I couldn’t know, but the feeling of her skin as it touched mine seconds ago was something I could never forget.

Once work was over for the time being and we could have lunch, I sat down with my friends. We talked and I had a good time with them, but my eyes kept on darting to where Rosanne was. Sitting at another table, far from us, eating her lunch.

Just when I dared to glance at her again, the unimaginable happened. I caught sight of her glancing at me as well. My heart slammed against my ribcage and when I blinked, she wasn’t looking at me anymore.

Did that even happen or did I imagine things? I didn’t know, but my obsession with her only grew.

That day was far from being the first where I found myself too obsessed with her. Ever since she first started to work with us, I began to think about her far too much.

She was a tall, imposing woman with big lips, round cheeks, and a hair that matched her face. Her big breasts and ass drew my attention every time she was close by. Her waist was also impossibly small. It was almost like she worked out to keep her hourglass shape perfect.


Chapter 2

And I decided to do something I never thought I would. I followed her to her place. It was a house in a poor neighborhood. The sidewalks were uneven, had cracks and the roads had so many potholes. I could also see some groups in the distance, who were probably smoking pot and consuming other drugs.

I walked over to her house, which had the light of the living room turned on. I was careful. I weighed each of my footsteps and tried to make myself as small as possible. I couldn’t hear anyone near me, so I didn’t worry. My heart was calm.

But when I peeked over and saw her, my heart skipped a beat. Rosanne was naked as when she was born, and I noticed so many things about her I didn’t know until now. Her pussy was clean-shaven, but that was far from the most important thing that got my attention.

I couldn’t believe this, but she had… a dick and balls too. What. The. Fuck. That had to be some kind of a joke, right? Maybe she was an illusion and I was only seeing things. Or maybe it was my mind playing some kind of a trick on me.

Whatever was happening here, I wanted to know more about her. She was real, that much I was certain about. I rubbed my eyes, blinked them, and peeked back over. Rosanne was now in front of a countertop, arms resting on it, her eyes looking out another window. She aimed her ass up and toward my eyes.

I stared at those beautiful asscheeks for far longer than I should, but I didn’t feel ashamed of myself. If anything, I wanted to approach her and tell her everything I felt. For a moment, it didn’t matter anymore what she would think of me. I just needed to let my feelings speak for themselves for once.

And just when I thought that that was it, that I would head back to my car and return home, she spoke, “Erma, I know you are out there. Come on in.”

My heart didn’t skip just one beat, but many. I felt dizzy, but still recomposed myself and walked like a ghost toward her door. My shaking hand found the doorknob after some tries, and I then opened it. I walked into her house and found her stepping toward me.

I didn’t know what to focus my eyes on. Her cock was soft, but it was still long and thick. Her balls swung, moved, shifted and bounced off her thighs. She was so big in comparison to me even before this meeting, but now it was like she grew a couple of inches taller.

This was all surreal, but I didn’t try to run away. I remained where I was, eyes darting and trying to focus on a specific part of her body. I admired her cock and balls, her clean-shaven pussy, her folds as they shifted, her thick thighs, the smoothness of her skin and the shine of her eyes.

She hypnotized me, and there was nothing I could do about that. It was no surprise, then, that when she approached me so much, I could feel the warmth of her body burning me. I didn’t try to run away.

Instead, I felt like we were about to do something neither of us ever imagined possible. During my short stay here, she already paid more attention to me than she ever did before.


Chapter 3

Icould feel the tension in the air. It was so thick I could almost grasp it.

“We should skip all the bullshit and get on with this, don’t you think? You want me, and now that you know who I am, you won’t leave my house until you’ve had more, isn’t that right?”

I nodded my head and kept it low. The domination of me was absolute, and even moving one finger was an impossible task for me to complete. I couldn’t do anything other than to stand very still, as if moving one inch in any direction would mean the ground opening up and swallowing me whole.

Her hand found my chin and she tipped my head up. Her burning eyes stared at me, and I couldn’t do anything other than to hope she would have mercy. I did sneak up on her, spied on her when she was naked in her home, and didn’t ask for her forgiveness when I was found out. Now, doing the latter was already too late. It wouldn’t have any positive outcomes. I was fucked.

But just when I thought she would slap me with force, she pulled my head closer to hers, and our lips met. We kissed, and the touch, the connection, sent a river of feelings all over my body. I felt my knees wobbling and thought I would fall. Thankfully, that didn’t happen, but she was far from being done with me.

She pulled me closer to her, my whole body grinding against hers this time. I felt her breasts almost engulfing me, her hands exploring and dominating my back, her fingers proceeding to look for my asscheeks. I whimpered and began to open my thighs for her.

This was what I was looking for this whole time, even if my mind didn’t want to admit it when I first met her. Now, she had full control over me, and I even lost the capability of controlling my breath like any normal human being. It was ragged and all over the place.

She slid her hand along my breasts, her fingers looking for every space, every inch, and everything her eyes couldn’t quite comprehend before. I shivered, but kept on standing still, refusing to move, not that I really could.

Her head approached mine, and then she shifted it and looked for my ear. She whispered something, but my head hurt so much I couldn’t comprehend her words. Her tongue licked and played with my ear lobe, and she continued to do that for far longer than she should.

I shivered once more, and then her head moved downward, kissing my cheeks and my neck. Her tongue played with my lower lip, feeling and tasting me.

Her breasts were prizes I couldn’t have right now. It felt wrong to touch them without her permission. Looking at them was all I could do.

Her lips found mine once again, powerful and needier with each passing second. I stood still, my body refusing to move one inch or do anything. The overload of sensations was already too much for me to endure.

I felt a pressure and a burning sensation beginning to build in my genitalia. I couldn’t help but let a moan escape my lips. She kissed me again, and this time, she moaned my name. Her voice was soft and built up on the momentum that began when she started this.

I felt her need for me, and couldn’t help but feel fear building in my heart. It wasn’t fear for anything in particular, I soon found out. That feeling sneaked into my mind because I didn’t know what would happen from now on.

Rosanne kissed my neck once more, her lips lingering for seconds after each kiss, her nose sniffing and feeling me. She grinned in approval and kissed her way down to my breasts, each of her kisses sending a complex wave of feelings throughout my body.

Her fingers pinched my nipples, and my knees wobbled so much I thought I would fall. But I didn’t and she proceeded to kiss the underside of my boobs, where my sensitivity was heightened. How she knew that specific thing about me, I didn’t know.

I dared to look down and found her cock. It was hard and erect. Her pre-cum oozed from the slit.

This whole time she was teasing me, it was all for one purpose only. To prepare me for her invasion. It would come soon, and I wouldn’t be able to say no. Her teasing was more than enough. She was kissing me and feeling me with her hands because she wanted only one word to come out of my mouth soon.

I whimpered once more, and when she removed my panties and pants, forcing me to kick them away slightly, I almost lost consciousness. The environment of her living room was a dark blur, and I could feel my sweat slicking my skin.

I was burning hot like a volcano, and I was on the verge of erupting like one. I could feel my burning sensation and the pressure in my pussy and womb continuing to build up. My orgasm would be so different from any other I had before. So much more potent I would probably pass out due to the shock.

And when her lips approached my hairy pussy, I couldn’t contain it anymore. I orgasmed right before her, coating her lips and tongue with my cunt juices. I thought she would snap right then and there, but the opposite happened. She stuck her tongue deeper into my womb, and slid it again and again along my folds.

I couldn’t contain it any longer and continued my explosion, my release on her. Her smile only widened. Her tongue continued to suck and tease my folds. Her movements were like nothing I had ever experienced before. This woman was a professional.

Much to my disappointment, she rose to her feet and ordered, “Bend over.”

And that I did, like a good and obedient puppy. I parted my asscheeks and readied my thoughts for what was about to start.

She walked and stopped before my ass. Her eyes studied it for some seconds, and then she began to feel it with her hands. I could feel the roughness of them against my skin, the sensation so alien and unique.

I couldn’t help but moan, despite how much it hurt to keep my body bent over like this. I was far from an athletic woman.

Her fingers worked their way along my skin, and then they went looking for my orifice. I felt them running along it, feeling the ridges and the ravines. She didn’t say anything or moaned or made any other sound, but I could feel in the way she was treating me how much she was enjoying this.

She put one finger in and began to rotate it inside my rectum. I groaned. The sensation was so intense, and so good. It was like nothing I ever experienced before.

Just when I thought she was done with my orifice, she put another finger inside it. The routine with two fingers in me was the same. She rotated both of them, feeling my dark tunnel and what else she could expect from me.

Without warning, she removed her fingers and bent over. Her tongue began to slide on my orifice, coating it with her saliva. I could hear the sound that made - tongue against skin - and couldn’t help but feel another source of pressure building inside my womb.

She continued to do that for a while. When she returned to her normal stance, I readied myself even more for her invasion. It was going to be rough and hard, but still pleasant. Pleasant enough, in fact, to make all the pain irrelevant.

With precision, she aimed her cock and tried to get it in. She grunted, and then used more of her strength, her muscles straining and flexing.

I felt it coming inside me. One inch at a time, she managed to put her monster cock into my backdoor. Once the cockhead was in, the rest was easy. Rosanne reached the end of my tunnel in no time, and I was surprised I could have her fully inside of me.

Her thrusts began, slow but powerful. Her balls started to slap against my ass, but each slap was gentle. Her breathing became more laborious, and she continued her pistoning nonetheless.

Her pace increased, and I felt incapable, once more, of saying anything. The pressure and the burning in my womb only grew in intensity. I was certain, at this point, that I would cum again for the second time in a row, which was something I hadn’t done in a very long time.

Her cock soon began to twitch. I readied myself once more for her explosion. I knew it was coming, but all the preparation meant nothing. I still gasped and felt a wave of fear dominate my heart. I couldn’t believe we were doing this without protection.

Her long ropes of sperm started to coat the walls of my dark tunnel. I felt their stickiness and how much hotter than me they were. This whole time she was building up her explosion for this moment, and it was finally happening.

Her fingers dug deeper into my skin. Rosanne didn’t want to lose her balance and even as her release continued, her thrusts didn’t stop. If anything, their pace increased, much to my shock.

I moaned her name so loud. I was giving myself fully for her. She could do anything to me now, and I wouldn’t complain.

Rosanne eventually eased her member out of me, and then she walked and stopped in front of my face. She didn’t ask me to straighten up, and I knew what she wanted me to do. After thinking I couldn’t move one finger, it was now time to have some courage and retake some control over my body.

She approached her dick to my lips, nudging them with it. I opened up my mouth, and she slid it all the way in. It was still kind of hard, and I could give her head without a problem. I sucked her off clean and gave it a kiss for good measure.

“Stand up,” she ordered, and I obeyed.

I felt her arm over my shoulders, and she began to take me to her bedroom upstairs. This was all far from over, and a weird thought also crossed my mind. She wasn’t only going to keep me in her place, she was going to make me her pet. I would never be allowed to leave her house.

Despite the consequences that would bring, I was happy. I was okay with my future. No more friends, no more lovers or boyfriends. I would spend the rest of my life with Rosanne, the woman with a dick. She was unique and I found it impossible not to say ‘yes’.

I was just so fucking glad I made the choice of coming here...

Don’t go just yet…

Sign-up to my Mailing List and read “Subduing the Woman of the House” for free! Check “Free Story” on the next page for a sneak peek. 



Free Story

Subduing the Woman of the House: Her Last Sigh

Felicia had found and rescued Phil. He had no idea what kind of woman she was when that happened, but over time, he found himself with a huge crush for her. Whenever she was doing the dishes or any other housework, Phil would be behind her checking every inch and detail of her body.

Felicia would have to submit to him one day, that he swore. Phil wanted to ease his member between her lips, pound her cherry with it until she screamed for more, spurt his loads of man juice inside her mouth and make her his.

She will have to kneel in front of him, that old lady…


A Futa Bundle To Wet Your Core

Surrounded by Futas MEGA Bundle: 20 Bedtime Futa Stories

http://mybook.to/surrounded_futas

20 filthy bedtime stories to satiate your futa desires! This collection contains all of my futa work so far, so get this one if you don’t want to miss anything! Each story is like traveling to a whole new world where women are so much more. They have so much to take from their females and males alike...

Once a futa has her eyes set on her poor, vulnerable prey, there’s nothing that can stop her. One after the other, futas take and don’t usually give. A male or female has to be very resistant to face a futa and then walk back to their normal lives.

A saying goes that, if a futa finds you when she is very hungry, you either run, or you give yourself fully for her…

There is no middle term.
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