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Gabriel smirked as he leaned back in his chair, his loud, mocking laughter cutting through the lecture hall. The professor was droning on about some historical event, but Gabriel’s attention was elsewhere—Jessie, the quiet, heavyset girl who always sat in the corner. Today, she’d been brave enough to raise her hand and answer a question. Big mistake.

“Nice try, Jessie,” Gabriel sneered, his voice loud enough to carry. “But maybe stick to eating instead of talking. You’re better at that.”

The class erupted in uncomfortable laughter, and Jessie’s face turned beet red. She slumped in her seat, her eyes fixed on the floor. Gabriel didn’t care. He was already mentally checking out, thinking about the beer he’d crack open back in his dorm.

Hours later, Gabriel sprawled on his bed, scrolling through his phone. The knock at the door startled him. He frowned. Who the hell would be bothering him at this hour? He swung open the door, ready to snap at whoever was on the other side, but the words died in his throat.

Krissy stood there, arms crossed over her ample chest, her expression as sharp as a knife. She was big—bigger than Jessie—but there was an undeniable presence about her. Her dark eyes locked onto Gabriel with an intensity that made him take a step back.

“You must be Gabriel,” she said, her voice low and threatening. Before he could respond, she pushed past him into the room, her hips swaying with confidence. Gabriel blinked, caught off guard. “I’m Jessie’s sister. Krissy.”

He opened his mouth to say something snarky, but something in her gaze stopped him. She wasn’t here to play games.

“Yeah, so?” he managed, trying to sound unaffected. “What do you want?”

She stepped closer, her height nearly matching his. “I heard you’ve been bullying my little sister. Making fun of her. Humiliating her.” Her voice was calm, but there was an edge to it that made Gabriel’s stomach twist.

He shrugged, trying to brush it off. “It was just a joke. Relax.”

Krissy’s lips curled into a cold smile. “A joke, huh? You think it’s funny to pick on someone like that? You think you’re some kind of big man?” She leaned in, her face inches from his. “Let me tell you something, little man. You’re not.”

Gabriel’s jaw tightened. He hated being talked down to, but something about Krissy’s tone made him hesitate. She wasn’t scared of him. Not even a little. “What are you gonna do about it?” he challenged, though his voice lacked its usual bravado.

Her smile widened, and there was something dangerous in it. “Oh, I’m going to make sure you never forget this conversation.” She stepped back, folding her arms again. “Take it out.”

His brow furrowed. “What?”

“Your cock. Take it out. Now.”

Gabriel stared at her, stunned. “What the hell are you—”

“Don’t make me repeat myself.”

There was something about the way she said it—firm, unyielding—that made Gabriel’s hands move before he could think twice. He unzipped his pants, his heart pounding as he pulled out his half-hard cock. Krissy’s eyes dropped to it, and she let out a sharp laugh.

“Pathetic,” she said, shaking her head. “No wonder you feel the need to pick on girls. You’ve got nothing else going for you.”

Heat flooded Gabriel’s face, but to his horror, he felt his cock twitch in response to her words. He couldn’t explain it, but something about her dominance—her sheer confidence—was waking something inside him he didn’t know existed.

“Jerk off,” Krissy commanded, her voice leaving no room for argument.

His hand wrapped around his shaft almost instinctively. He began to stroke, his movements slow and hesitant at first. But as Krissy watched him, her eyes narrowed and her lips curled in disdain, he found himself growing harder, faster.

“That’s it,” she said mockingly. “Show me how much of a pathetic little worm you are.”

Gabriel’s breath quickened as he stroked himself, his cock now fully erect. He couldn’t believe this was happening, but he also couldn’t stop. Every insult, every degrading word from Krissy only fueled the fire burning inside him.

Finally, Krissy stepped forward, grabbing him by the ear. Gabriel winced as she dragged him toward the bed.

“Sit,” she ordered, shoving him down onto the mattress.

He obeyed without protest, his heart racing as she began to undress.

First came her jacket, then her shirt, revealing a black lace bra that barely contained her full breasts. She unhooked it with practiced ease, letting them spill free. Gabriel’s mouth went dry as she peeled off her jeans, revealing matching lace panties. She stood before him, completely confident in her body, and Gabriel couldn’t look away.

Krissy climbed onto the bed, straddling him with her thighs pinning his sides. Her weight pressed down on him, making it hard to breathe, but he didn’t dare complain. She reached behind her back, unhooking her bra and tossing it aside. Then, with a smirk, she hooked her thumbs into her panties and slid them down her legs.

Her pussy was inches from his face, and Gabriel’s cock twitched again as her scent filled his nostrils. Krissy grabbed the back of his head, forcing him forward. “Eat.”

Gabriel hesitated for only a moment before burying his face between her thighs. His tongue flicked against her clit, and she let out a soft moan. Encouraged, he licked harder, exploring her folds with desperate urgency. Krissy’s breath hitched as she gripped his hair, guiding his movements.

“Good boy,” she murmured, her voice dripping with sarcasm. “Maybe you’re not completely useless after all.”

Her words sent a jolt of shame and arousal through Gabriel. He lapped at her pussy with renewed fervor, determined to prove himself. Krissy’s moans grew louder, her thighs tightening around his head as she ground herself against his mouth. Finally, with a shuddering cry, she came, her juices coating Gabriel’s tongue.

She pulled away, panting slightly as she looked down at him with a satisfied smirk. “Not bad,” she said, wiping her fingers across her clit before sliding them into his mouth. He sucked eagerly, savoring the taste of her. Krissy chuckled, clearly amused by his eagerness.

“Now,” she said, shifting her weight onto his lap once more, “let’s see if you can finish what you started.” She reached down, wrapping her hand around his cock and stroking him firmly.

Gabriel groaned, his hips bucking instinctively as pleasure shot through him. Krissy’s hand moved with practiced precision, squeezing just enough to make him gasp but denying him the release he craved.

“Please,” he begged, his voice trembling. “Let me cum.”

Krissy laughed, a cruel, dismissive sound. “Oh no, little man. You don’t get to cum until I say so.” She slowed her strokes, teasing him mercilessly as Gabriel writhed beneath her.

Just as he felt himself on the edge, she stopped altogether, pulling her hand away. Gabriel cried out in frustration, his cock throbbing painfully. Krissy leaned down, her lips brushing against his ear.

“Remember this feeling,” she whispered. “And remember who owns you now.”
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Daryl couldn’t keep his eyes off her. Kaylee, his stepsister, sat on his couch, her curves spilling over the edges of the cushions. She was radiant, her softness accentuated by the tight dress she wore, the fabric straining against her hips and thighs.

He’d always had a thing for fat women, but Kaylee? She was something else entirely. Every time she shifted, her weight pressed into the couch, and he imagined what it would feel like to have her sitting on him, her full body pinning him down, crushing him in the best possible way.

He’d fantasized about her more times than he could count, his private browser history filled with videos of voluptuous women dominating their partners, smothering them with their weight. Kaylee was always at the center of those fantasies, her laughter echoing in his mind as she teased him, her body pressing him into helpless submission.

Today, she was here in his apartment, lounging on his couch like she owned the place. She was oblivious to his staring, scrolling through her phone with a lazy smile. Daryl tried to focus on the TV, but his attention kept drifting back to her, his pulse quickening every time she adjusted her position.

“Hey, Dar?” Kaylee’s voice snapped him out of his thoughts.

“Yeah?” he asked, trying to sound casual.

“I think I left my phone at home. Can I borrow yours? I need to call Mom.”

Daryl froze. His phone was filled with tabs of fat fetish porn, videos he’d been watching earlier that morning. His heart raced as he handed it to her, hoping she wouldn’t notice.

Kaylee grabbed the phone, her fingers brushing against his. She swiped the screen, and before he could react, a video popped up—a BBW sitting on a man’s face, her full weight pressing him into the mattress.

Kaylee’s eyes widened, and for a moment, there was silence. Then she burst out laughing.

“Oh my God, Daryl!” she exclaimed, holding up the phone. “Is this what you’re into?”

Daryl’s face burned with humiliation. He wanted to disappear, to sink into the floor and never come back. But Kaylee’s laughter wasn’t cruel—it was playful, almost teasing.

“Yeah,” he admitted, his voice barely above a whisper. “I like fat women. I… I want to be sat on.”

Kaylee raised an eyebrow, her grin widening. “You want to be sat on? Like, crushed?”

He nodded, unable to meet her eyes.

Kaylee leaned back on the couch, her curves shifting with the movement. She studied him for a moment, her gaze intense. Then she stood up, her height and presence towering over him.

“Well, boy, looks like you’re in luck,” she said, her voice dripping with amusement. “Because I’m about to give you exactly what you want.”

Daryl’s breath caught in his throat as Kaylee grabbed his hand, pulling him to his feet. She led him to the bedroom, her stride confident, her hips swaying with every step. He followed, his heart pounding, his mind racing with anticipation.

The moment they entered the room, Kaylee turned to him, her hands on her hips. “Strip,” she ordered, her tone leaving no room for argument.

Daryl hesitated for a moment, then obeyed, fumbling with his clothes until he stood naked before her. His cock was already hard, straining against his stomach.

Kaylee’s eyes dropped to his erection, and she smirked. “Tiny little thing, isn’t it?” she teased, stepping closer.

Daryl’s face flushed, but he didn’t argue. He couldn’t—not when she was standing so close, her scent intoxicating, her presence overwhelming.

Kaylee began to undress, peeling off her dress to reveal her lingerie—a black lace bra and matching panties that clung to her curves. She let the dress fall to the floor, then hooked her thumbs into the waistband of her panties, sliding them down her hips.

Daryl’s mouth went dry as she revealed herself, her pussy glistening with arousal. She climbed onto the bed, her movements slow and deliberate, her eyes locked on his.

“Lie down,” she commanded.

Daryl obeyed, lying flat on his back. Kaylee straddled him, her thighs pressing into his sides as she lowered herself onto his chest.

The moment her weight settled on him, Daryl gasped. It was everything he’d fantasized about and more. Her softness enveloped him, her warmth seeping into his skin. She was heavy, her full body pinning him down, and he loved it.

Kaylee leaned forward, her breasts pressing into his chest. She grabbed his wrists, pinning them above his head. “Stay still,” she ordered, her voice low and commanding.

Daryl nodded, his body trembling with excitement.

Kaylee shifted her hips, grinding against him. “Feel that?” she asked, her voice teasing. “That’s all me. Every single pound.”

Daryl groaned, his cock throbbing beneath her. He could feel the pressure of her weight, the way she dominated him completely.

“You’re such a good little boy,” Kaylee purred, releasing his wrists to trail her fingers down his chest. She reached between his legs, wrapping her hand around his cock.

He gasped as she started stroking him, her grip firm and steady. Her other hand pressed into his chest, her weight making it difficult to breathe, but he didn’t care.

“Please,” Daryl begged, his hips bucking against her hand. “Let me cum.”

Kaylee chuckled, her fingers tightening around his cock. “Not yet,” she said, her voice soft but firm. “I’m not done with you.”

She shifted her weight, lifting herself slightly off his chest. Daryl groaned in protest, but she silenced him with a glare.

“Behave,” she warned.

Daryl nodded, his body trembling with anticipation. Kaylee leaned back, her pussy hovering above his face.

“Eat me,” she commanded.

Daryl hesitated for a moment, then leaned forward, pressing his tongue against her slit. Kaylee moaned, her hips rocking against his mouth.

He licked her eagerly, his tongue delving into her folds, tasting her sweetness. Kaylee’s moans grew louder, her hands gripping the headboard for support.

“That’s it,” she whispered, her voice trembling with pleasure. “Just like that.”

Daryl focused on her clit, licking and sucking until Kaylee’s body shuddered above him. She cried out as she came, her juices coating his tongue.

Kaylee collapsed onto his chest, her breath coming in ragged gasps. She looked down at him, her eyes dark with desire.

“Stroke it,” she ordered, nodding toward his cock.

Daryl obeyed, his hand wrapping around his shaft. He jerked himself off, his strokes quick and desperate.

Kaylee watched him, her lips curving into a smirk. “Go on,” she encouraged. “Cum for me.”

Daryl groaned, his body tightening as he reached his climax. His load shot onto his stomach, his breaths coming in shallow gasps.

Kaylee chuckled, her gaze lingering on his tiny load of cum. “Pathetic,” she teased, her voice dripping with amusement.

Daryl’s face flushed, but he didn’t care. He’d never been more turned on in his life.

Kaylee leaned down, her lips brushing against his ear. “You’re mine now,” she whispered, her voice low and dangerous. “If you want me to keep your secret, you’ll do whatever I say.”

Daryl nodded eagerly, his heart pounding with anticipation. He couldn’t wait to see what she had in store for him next.
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“Guess you’re not as tough as you thought, huh?” Casey smirked, her voice dripping with playful taunts as she leaned over Rob, her ample hips pinning him firmly to the bed.

Her weight pressed down on him, warm and unyielding, and Rob’s breath left him in a rush. He squirmed beneath her, his muscles straining against her strength, but she held him effortlessly. Her thighs, thick and powerful, trapped him in place, and her soft belly brushed against his chest as she shifted her weight.

Rob’s face flushed, a mix of embarrassment and arousal flooding him. His hands gripped her hips, feeling the softness of her skin beneath his fingers, but he couldn’t budge her. “I… I didn’t know you were this strong,” he admitted, his voice shaky.

Casey laughed, a rich, deep sound that vibrated through her chest and made his body tremor beneath her. “Told you I’m a wrestler, didn’t I?” she teased, leaning closer until her face was inches from his. Her breath was warm on his skin, and her lips curved into a sly grin. “But I don’t think you’re really complaining, are you?”

Her hips ground down against his, and Rob felt his cock twitch in response, trapped beneath the fabric of his boxers.

—

It had started innocently enough—or as innocent as things could get when Rob’s eyes had landed on Casey across the bar. She was sitting alone at a corner table, a glass of wine in her hand, her curves accentuated by the snug fit of her dress. Rob had always been drawn to women like her—soft, full, unapologetically confident. He’d mustered up the courage to approach her, offering to buy her a drink.

She’d raised an eyebrow, her lips quirking into a knowing smile. “Sure,” she’d said, her voice smooth and inviting. “But fair warning—I’m not your typical girl.”

Rob had laughed, intrigued. “I wouldn’t want you to be.”

They’d talked for hours, the conversation flowing easily between them. Casey had revealed she was a female wrestler, her tone tinged with pride as she described the adrenaline rush of the ring. Rob had been captivated, his fascination growing with every word.

When she’d leaned in close, her lips brushing his ear as she whispered, “I don’t think you could handle me,” Rob had felt a thrill shoot through him.

“Prove it,” he’d challenged, his voice low and daring.

Now, here he was, pinned beneath her, his body burning with desire as she loomed over him, her confidence radiating like a physical force.

—

“Look at you,” Casey murmured, her hands sliding up Rob’s chest, her fingers tracing the lines of his muscles. “All broad shoulders and confidence, but you’re completely at my mercy.” Her eyes locked with his, dark and teasing, and Rob felt a shiver run down his spine. “You like that, don’t you? Being the little man under a big, strong woman?”

Rob’s breath caught in his throat. He nodded, unable to form words as her hips shifted again, her weight pressing harder against him. He could feel the heat of her through the thin fabric of his boxers, and his cock strained against the material, desperate for release.

Casey’s grin widened, and she leaned back slightly, her hands moving to the hem of her lingerie. “Let’s see if you can handle me for real,” she said, pulling the fabric down her thighs with deliberate slowness.

Rob’s eyes locked onto her, his mouth going dry as she revealed herself to him. Her skin was smooth, her thighs thick and inviting, and the sight of her pussy, glistening with arousal, sent a jolt of heat straight to his groin.

“Get those boxers off,” she commanded, her voice firm but playful.

Rob obeyed, fumbling as he pushed the fabric down his legs and kicked them aside. His cock sprang free, hard and aching, and Casey’s eyes darkened with desire as she took him in.

“Not bad,” she murmured, her hand wrapping around him, her fingers warm and firm as she stroked him slowly.

Rob groaned, his hips lifting off the bed as pleasure surged through him. Casey’s grip tightened, her thumb brushing over the head of his cock, and he shuddered, his breath coming in ragged gasps.

“But let’s see if you can handle this,” she said, shifting her hips forward until she was positioned over his face. Rob’s eyes widened as she lowered herself down, her pussy hovering inches from his mouth. “Lick me,” she ordered, her voice commanding, and Rob obeyed without hesitation.

His tongue darted out, tracing the soft folds of her pussy, and Casey moaned, her hips grinding against his face. Her taste was sweet and intoxicating, and Rob’s tongue worked eagerly, lapping at her juices as they flowed freely. Casey’s hand continued to stroke him, her grip firm and steady, and Rob’s body shook with pleasure as the sensations overwhelmed him.

“That’s it,” Casey purred, her voice breathless as she rocked against his mouth. “You’re doing so good, little man. Just like that.” Her hips moved faster, her thighs tightening around his head, and Rob’s tongue delved deeper, searching for the sensitive spot that would make her come undone.

Casey’s moans grew louder, her fingers tightening around his cock as she stroked him faster. “Fuck,” she gasped, her hips jerking against his face. “I’m so close…” Her thighs clenched, her body trembling as her orgasm washed over her, her juices dripping into Rob’s mouth as he drank her in.

She collapsed forward, her chest heaving as she caught her breath, and Rob’s cock throbbed in her hand, desperate for release. Casey grinned down at him, her eyes dark and hungry. “Not done yet,” she said, shifting her hips until she was positioned over his cock. Rob’s breath hitched as she lowered herself down, her pussy enveloping him in a tight, wet heat.

Casey moaned, her hips grinding against him as she took him fully, her body vibrating with pleasure. “You feel so good,” she murmured, her hands gripping his chest as she began to move.

Rob’s hands found her hips, holding on tightly as she rode him with slow, deliberate strokes. Her body was soft and warm, her movements fluid and powerful, and Rob felt himself lost in the sensation of her. His cock throbbed inside her, pleasure building with every thrust, and Casey’s moans grew louder, her hips moving faster.

“Come on, little man,” she whispered, her voice low and husky. “Show me what you’ve got.”

Rob groaned, his hips lifting off the bed as he thrust into her, his orgasm crashing over him in waves. His cock pulsed inside her, his release spilling into her pussy as Casey moaned, her body trembling with her own climax.

She collapsed onto his chest, her breathing ragged, and Rob’s arms wrapped around her, holding her close. For a moment, they lay there in silence, the only sound the rapid beating of their hearts.

“So,” Casey murmured, her lips brushing his ear. “You’re not so little after all.”

Rob smirked, his fingers tracing lazy patterns on her back. “Does that mean I get to see you again?”

Casey laughed, the sound soft and warm. “We’ll see, big guy. We’ll see.”
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Alexa leaned back in her leather chair, her fingers drumming lightly on the polished surface of her desk. The office was quiet, save for the faint hum of the air conditioning and the occasional rustle of papers. Her gaze flicked to the clock on the wall—3:45 PM. Tim would be here any minute. She adjusted the neckline of her fitted dress, the fabric hugging her curves in all the right places. She knew exactly what she wanted, and she wasn’t one to shy away from taking it.

The knock on the door came right on time. “Come in,” she called, her voice smooth and commanding.

Tim stepped inside, his tie slightly askew and his face pale. He looked like a man walking to his execution. “You wanted to see me, Ms. Carter?”

“Sit,” she said, gesturing to the chair across from her. Her eyes never left him as he obeyed, his movements stiff and nervous. She let the silence stretch, watching him squirm under her gaze. Finally, she spoke. “Do you know why you’re here?”

He swallowed hard. “I… I think so. The Henderson account. I messed up.”

“Messed up?” Alexa raised an eyebrow, her tone sharp. “That’s putting it mildly. You cost this company a significant amount of money, Tim. Do you have any idea what that means?”

He nodded, his hands gripping the edge of the chair. “I’m sorry, Ms. Carter. It won’t happen again.”

“No, it won’t,” she said, leaning forward slightly. Her cleavage peeked out just enough to catch his eye, and she noticed the way his gaze flicked downward before snapping back up. A small smile played on her lips. “Here’s the thing, Tim. I could fire you right now. But I’m willing to give you a second chance… if you’re willing to make it worth my while.”

His brow furrowed in confusion. “What do you mean?”

Alexa stood, her heels silent on the plush carpet as she rounded the desk. She stopped in front of him, her presence towering even though she wasn’t much taller than him. “I mean,” she said slowly, her voice dropping to a low purr, “that I want something from you in return for keeping your job.”

Before he could respond, she reached down and unzipped his pants. His eyes widened in shock, but he didn’t move as she slipped her hand inside, her fingers wrapping around his cock. It was already half-hard, and she smirked as she began to stroke him, her touch firm and deliberate.

“Ms. Carter—” he started, but she cut him off with a sharp look.

“Quiet,” she ordered, her hand moving faster now.

His breath quickened, and she could feel him growing harder in her grip. She dropped to her knees in front of him, her dress riding up slightly as she did. Without hesitation, she took him into her mouth, her lips wrapping around his length.

Tim groaned, his hands gripping the arms of the chair as she worked him with her mouth. Her tongue swirled around the tip before she took him deeper, her head bobbing up and down. She could feel him trembling beneath her, his hips bucking slightly as he tried to control himself.

When she finally pulled away, he was panting, his cock slick with her saliva. She stood, her eyes locked on his as she reached behind her and unzipped her dress. It fell to the floor in a pool of fabric, revealing her curvy body clad only in black lace lingerie. His eyes widened as he took her in, his gaze lingering on her full breasts and the curve of her hips.

“Lie down,” she commanded, pointing to the floor.

He hesitated for only a moment before obeying, lying back on the carpet. She straddled his face, her thighs framing his head as she lowered herself onto him. His hands gripped her hips as she pressed herself against his mouth, her wetness smearing across his lips.

“Eat,” she ordered, her voice firm.

He didn’t need to be told twice. His tongue darted out, licking at her folds as she ground against him. She moaned softly, her hands resting on his chest for balance as she moved against his mouth. His tongue found her clit, and she gasped, her hips rocking harder against him.

As he worked her with his mouth, she reached down and began stroking his cock again, her hand moving in time with the rhythm of his tongue. The sensations were overwhelming—his warm mouth on her, his cock throbbing in her hand—and she could feel herself getting closer and closer to the edge.

“Don’t stop,” she breathed, her voice trembling as she rode his face.

His tongue flicked over her clit faster now, and she could feel the tension building inside her. With a cry, she came, her body shuddering as pleasure washed over her.

She stayed there for a moment, catching her breath before climbing off him. He was still hard, his cock twitching in her hand as she stroked him. She leaned down, her lips brushing against his ear as she whispered, “Cum for me.”

It didn’t take long. With a groan, he came, his release spilling over her hand and onto his trousers. She watched him for a moment, a satisfied smile on her lips before standing and grabbing a tissue from her desk to clean herself up.

“You can go now,” she said, slipping her dress back on. “And Tim? Don’t mess up again.”

He nodded, still dazed as he got to his feet and adjusted his clothes. As he left the office, Alexa couldn’t help but smile. She was already looking forward to their next encounter.
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Melanie stepped onto the set, her heart pounding in her chest. The room was dimly lit, with cameras set up around a plush couch in the center. Joe, the director, greeted her with a wide grin. “You must be Melanie. Ready to make some magic?”

She nodded, though her stomach churned with nerves. “Yeah, I’m ready. What’s the scene?”

Joe’s eyes gleamed as he explained. “It’s a fetish shoot. You’re going to dominate your co-star, Jay. You’ll sit on him, pin him down, smother him with that gorgeous body of yours. Think you can handle it?”

Melanie hesitated. She hadn’t expected this, but the money was too good to pass up. “I’ll do it.”

Joe clapped his hands. “Great! Go get changed into the lingerie we picked out for you.”

In the dressing room, Melanie slipped into the black lace lingerie. It hugged her curves perfectly, accentuating her full breasts and wide hips. She took a deep breath, trying to steady her nerves, and walked back onto the set.

Jay was already there, lying on the couch. He was lean and muscular, his eyes widening as he took in Melanie’s voluptuous figure. “Wow,” he murmured.

Melanie felt a flush of heat rise to her cheeks. “Hi,” she said softly.

Joe positioned them on the couch, instructing Melanie to sit on Jay’s lap. She hesitated for a moment before lowering herself onto him. Her weight pressed him into the cushions, and she could feel his body tense beneath her.

“Perfect,” Joe said, adjusting the camera angle. “Now, Jay, try to get up.”

Jay struggled, his muscles straining as he tried to push Melanie off. But she was too heavy, her body pinning him down effortlessly. A thrill shot through her as she realized the power she had over him.

“Good, good,” Joe said, his voice excited. “Keep going.”

Melanie shifted slightly, feeling Jay’s erection pressing against her ass. Her breath caught, and a wave of arousal washed over her. She hadn’t expected to feel this way, but the sensation was intoxicating.

“Now, Melanie,” Joe instructed, “take off the lingerie.”

Her hands trembled as she reached behind her back to unhook the bra. It fell away, revealing her full breasts. She stood up briefly to slide the panties down her legs, leaving her completely naked. Jay’s eyes roamed over her body, his desire evident.

Melanie sat back down on Jay’s lap, this time facing him. She could feel his hardness pressing against her thigh, and she couldn’t resist grinding against him slightly. A low moan escaped his lips, and she felt a surge of power.

“Now, sit on his face,” Joe directed.

Melanie hesitated for only a moment before positioning herself over Jay’s face. She lowered herself onto him, feeling his warm breath against her pussy. His tongue flicked out, teasing her folds, and she gasped at the sensation.

“Oh god,” she moaned, her hands gripping the back of the couch for support.

Jay’s tongue worked its magic, licking and sucking at her sensitive flesh. Pleasure coursed through her body, and she couldn’t help but rock her hips against his face.

“That’s it,” Joe encouraged. “Let him eat you out.”

Melanie’s moans grew louder as Jay’s tongue delved deeper, exploring every inch of her pussy. She could feel herself getting wetter, her arousal building with each passing second. Her thighs trembled as she neared the edge, her body craving release.

“Fuck,” she gasped, her nails digging into the couch. “Don’t stop.”

Jay obeyed, his tongue working furiously to bring her to climax. Melanie’s back arched as waves of pleasure crashed over her. She cried out, her body convulsing as she came hard on his face.

When the intensity subsided, Melanie climbed off Jay, her legs still shaky. Joe grinned at her. “Amazing. Now, bend over the couch.”

Melanie did as she was told, leaning over the back of the couch and presenting her ass to Jay. She could feel his hands gripping her hips as he positioned himself behind her. The head of his cock pressed against her entrance, and she bit her lip in anticipation.

“Fuck me,” she whispered.

Jay didn’t need to be told twice. He thrust into her, filling her completely. Melanie gasped at the sensation, her body stretching to accommodate him. He began to move, his hips slapping against her ass with each thrust.

“Yes,” she moaned, pushing back against him.

The sound of skin against skin filled the room, mingling with their heavy breathing. Melanie’s pussy clenched around Jay’s cock, urging him deeper.

“You feel so good,” Jay groaned, his hands tightening on her hips.

Melanie could feel another orgasm building, her body responding eagerly to Jay’s movements. She reached back to grab his ass, pulling him closer with each thrust. The pleasure was overwhelming, and she knew she wouldn’t last much longer.

“I’m gonna cum,” she panted, her voice trembling.

Jay’s pace quickened, his thrusts becoming more frantic. Melanie cried out as her orgasm hit, her pussy contracting around him. Jay followed soon after, pulling out and spilling his cum onto her ass.

They both collapsed onto the couch, breathing heavily. Joe clapped his hands, clearly pleased with the shoot. “That was incredible. You two were amazing together.”

Melanie smiled, still catching her breath. “Thanks.”

Joe handed her a towel and a bottle of water. “We’d love to have you back for another shoot. Interested?”

Melanie thought about it for a moment before nodding. “Yeah, I’m in.”

HEAVYWEIGHT DESIRES

FM / Femdom / BBW / Smothering / Strong Woman / Face Sitting / Cunnilingus / Masturbation / Verbal Humiliation / Jerk Off Instructions

Joe’s heart pounded as he stood outside the hotel room door, his hand trembling slightly as he raised it to knock. He’d been fantasizing about this moment for weeks, ever since he’d stumbled across Doreen’s profile on the fetish forum. Her photos had been intoxicating—her round belly spilling over the waistband of her lingerie, her wide hips and thick thighs, that ass that seemed to defy gravity. She was everything he’d ever wanted, and now she was just on the other side of this door.

He knocked, three sharp raps, and waited. The sound of footsteps approached, heavy and deliberate, and then the door swung open. Doreen stood there, even more stunning in person than in her photos. She was wearing a black lace corset that hugged her curves, her cleavage spilling out over the top, and a matching thong that barely contained her ample backside. Her dark hair was piled on top of her head, a few loose strands framing her face. She looked him up and down with a smirk.

“You must be Joe,” she said, her voice low and commanding. “Come in.”

He stepped inside, the door closing behind him with a soft click. The room was dimly lit, the air thick with the scent of her perfume—something sweet and musky that made his head swim. Doreen crossed her arms under her chest, accentuating her cleavage even more, and tilted her head as she studied him.

“Strip,” she ordered, her tone leaving no room for argument.

Joe hesitated for only a moment before obeying, his fingers fumbling with the buttons of his shirt. He could feel her eyes on him as he undressed, his skin prickling under her gaze. When he was down to his boxers, she raised an eyebrow.

“All of it,” she said, her voice firm.

He swallowed hard and slid his boxers down, stepping out of them and standing naked before her. His cock was already half-hard, twitching as she looked him over with a satisfied smile.

“Good boy,” she purred, stepping closer. She reached out and gave his cock a light tap with her fingernail, making him jump. “Now lie down on the bed.”

Joe moved quickly, lying back on the plush mattress and staring up at the ceiling. His heart was racing, his body tingling with anticipation. Doreen walked around the bed, her hips swaying with every step, and then climbed onto the mattress beside him. She knelt over him, her weight pressing into the mattress as she leaned down to whisper in his ear.

“You’ve been dreaming about this, haven’t you?” she asked, her breath warm against his skin. “About me sitting on you, crushing you under my weight.”

Joe nodded, unable to speak. His cock was fully hard now, throbbing against his stomach as he imagined what was coming next.

Doreen chuckled, a low, throaty sound that sent shivers down his spine. “Let’s make your dreams come true.”

She shifted her weight, moving so that she was straddling his chest. Joe’s breath caught as he felt the full weight of her settle on top of him, her soft belly pressing down on his chest, her thighs squeezing his sides. He tried to move, to shift her off of him, but she was too heavy—he was pinned, completely at her mercy.

“Oh, look at you,” Doreen teased, leaning forward so that her breasts were right in his face. “So helpless. So weak. You love this, don’t you?”

Joe nodded again, his hands gripping the sheets as he struggled to breathe under her weight. She laughed, the sound vibrating through her body and into his.

“Good,” she said. “Because I’m just getting started.”

She shifted again, moving so that she was sitting directly on his face. Joe’s world went dark as her ass pressed down on him, the soft flesh smothering him completely. He could feel the heat of her through her thong, the scent of her arousal filling his nostrils. He tried to turn his head, to get some air, but she grabbed his hair and held him in place.

“Eat me,” she commanded, grinding herself against his mouth. “Make me cum.”

Joe obeyed, his tongue darting out to lick at her through the fabric of her thong. She moaned above him, her hips rocking against his face as he worked to please her. The taste of her was intoxicating, sweet and tangy, and he found himself craving more. He reached up and tugged at her thong, pulling it aside so that he could lick her directly.

Doreen gasped as his tongue found her clit, her hands tightening in his hair as she ground herself against his face. “That’s it,” she moaned. “Just like that. Don’t stop.”

Joe licked and sucked at her clit, his own arousal building as he felt her body tremble above him. Her moans grew louder, more desperate, and he knew she was close. He doubled his efforts, his tongue working furiously as he tried to push her over the edge.

With a cry, Doreen came, her body shuddering as she rode his face. Joe could feel her juices gushing out, soaking his chin and neck as she writhed above him. He kept licking, even as she collapsed forward, her weight pressing down on him even more.

When she finally pulled away, Joe gasped for air, his chest heaving as he tried to catch his breath. Doreen looked down at him with a satisfied smile, her cheeks flushed and her eyes sparkling with mischief.

“Not bad,” she said, reaching down to give his cock a teasing stroke. “But we’re not done yet.”

She moved down his body, settling herself on his hips so that his cock was trapped between her thighs. Joe groaned as she squeezed him with her thick legs, the pressure driving him wild.

“Stroke yourself,” she ordered, leaning back on her hands so that he could see all of her—her round belly, her full breasts, the wetness still glistening between her thighs. “I want to watch you cum.”

Joe reached down and wrapped his hand around his cock, stroking himself as Doreen watched with a wicked grin. She laughed as he struggled to keep up the pace under her weight, taunting him as he got closer and closer to the edge.

“Look at you,” she said, shaking her head. “So pathetic. So weak. You’re nothing but a little boy playing at being a man.”

Her words only turned him on more, and with a groan, Joe came, his cum spurting out in a small, pathetic load onto his stomach. Doreen laughed again, leaning forward to smear it across his chest with her hand.

“Pathetic,” she said again, but there was a hint of affection in her voice. “But I think you’ve earned a reward.”

She climbed off of him and lay down beside him, pulling him into her arms. Joe nestled against her soft body, feeling completely spent but utterly satisfied. As he drifted off to sleep, he couldn’t help but hope that this wouldn’t be the last time he saw Doreen.

A SMALL MAN SUBMITS

FM / Femdom / BBW / Masturbation / Jerk Off Instructions / Smothering / Strong Woman / Face Sitting / Cunnilingus / Handjob / Ruined Orgasm

“You call that a cock?” Cara’s voice was sharp, mocking, as she leaned back on the edge of the bed, her curvy figure framed by the dim light of the hotel room. Her eyes raked over Miles’s naked body, lingering on his small, trembling erection. She let out a low, throaty laugh, the sound both humiliating and electrifying. “Go on, then. Show me what you’ve got.”

Miles’s face burned, but his hand moved almost instinctively, wrapping around his shaft. He began to stroke himself, his movements awkward and self-conscious under her gaze. Cara watched him with a smirk, her full lips curling in amusement. “Pathetic,” she said, her voice dripping with disdain. “But I guess it’s all you’ve got, isn’t it?”

He didn’t answer. He couldn’t. His mind was a whirlwind of shame and arousal, the two emotions tangled together in a way he didn’t fully understand. He’d never felt like this before—so exposed, so vulnerable. And yet, there was something about the way she looked at him, the way she spoke to him, that made his heart race and his cock twitch in his hand.

Cara stood up, her movements slow and deliberate, and walked over to him. She was wearing nothing but a black lace bra and matching panties, her curves spilling out in all the right places. She was big, yes, but in a way that made her seem powerful, commanding. Miles couldn’t take his eyes off her.

“On the bed,” she ordered, pointing to the mattress behind her. “Now.”

Miles obeyed without hesitation, scrambling onto the bed and lying down on his back. His heart pounded in his chest as Cara climbed onto the bed after him, her weight pressing down on the mattress. She straddled his chest, her thighs framing his face, and leaned forward, her hands resting on either side of his head.

“You’re not going anywhere,” she said, her voice low and teasing. “You’re mine now.”

Miles tried to move, to shift beneath her, but her weight pinned him in place. He was trapped, completely at her mercy. The realization sent a shiver down his spine, his cock throbbing between his legs.

Cara reached behind her back and unhooked her bra, letting it fall to the bed beside them. Her breasts spilled free, full and heavy, and Miles couldn’t help but stare.

She laughed again, the sound rich and warm. “Like what you see?” she asked, cupping one breast in her hand and squeezing it lightly. “Too bad you’ll never get to touch them.”

She shifted her weight slightly, moving lower on his body until she was sitting directly on his chest. Her thighs pressed against the sides of his face, and he could feel the heat radiating from her skin. She reached down and hooked her thumbs into the waistband of her panties, sliding them down her legs and tossing them aside.

“Open your mouth,” she commanded, her voice firm.

Miles hesitated for a moment, but only a moment. Then he opened his mouth, his tongue darting out instinctively.

Cara lowered herself onto his face, her wetness pressing against his lips. “Lick,” she ordered, her voice breathless now.

He obeyed, his tongue flicking against her clit in slow, deliberate strokes.

Cara moaned softly, her hips grinding against his face as she rode his tongue. “That’s it,” she murmured, her voice thick with pleasure. “Just like that.”

Miles focused all his attention on her, his tongue working tirelessly to please her. He could feel her getting wetter, her moans growing louder with each passing second. It was intoxicating, the way she responded to him, the way she used him for her own pleasure.

Cara’s hands gripped the headboard for support as she rocked against his face, her movements becoming more urgent. “Don’t stop,” she gasped, her voice trembling. “Don’t you dare stop.”

He didn’t. His tongue moved faster, harder, driven by the need to make her cum. And then, with a loud cry, she did. Her body shuddered above him, her thighs clamping down on either side of his head as she came hard on his tongue.

For a moment, she stayed like that, riding out the waves of pleasure. Then she lifted herself off his face, her breathing heavy and uneven. She looked down at him, her eyes dark with satisfaction. “Not bad,” she said, a sly smile playing on her lips. “For a little man.”

Miles’s cock twitched at her words, the humiliation only fueling his arousal. Cara noticed and laughed softly. “Still hard, huh?” she teased, reaching down to wrap her hand around his shaft. “Let’s see if we can do something about that.”

She began to stroke him, her hand moving up and down his length in a slow, teasing rhythm. Miles groaned, his hips bucking involuntarily as pleasure shot through him. But just as he was about to reach the edge, Cara stopped, her hand stilling on his cock.

“Not yet,” she said, her voice firm. “You don’t get to cum yet.”

Miles whimpered, his body trembling with need. A small trickle of semen leaked from the tip of his cock, but it wasn’t enough. It wasn’t nearly enough.

Cara laughed again, the sound cruel and delicious. “Look at that,” she said, holding up her hand to show him the tiny drop of cum on her fingers. “You barely have anything in you. Pathetic.”

She wiped her hand on the sheets and climbed off the bed, leaving Miles lying there, desperate and humiliated. But as he watched her walk away, he realized something: he’d never been more turned on in his life.

“Get dressed,” Cara said over her shoulder as she picked up her clothes from the floor. “And don’t even think about asking for another round. You’re lucky I even let you touch me.”

Miles nodded silently, his mind still reeling from everything that had just happened. As he pulled on his clothes and left the hotel room, he couldn’t stop thinking about Cara—about the way she’d looked at him, the way she’d touched him, the way she’d made him feel.

He wanted more. He needed more. And he hoped—no, he prayed—that she would see him again.

ENTRANCED BY HER CURVES

FM / Femdom / BDSM / BBW / Cheating / Hypnosis / Cunnilingus / Bondage / Restraints / Wax Play / Vibrator / Teasing / Anal Play

George sat across from Kara at the small, dimly lit restaurant, picking at his food. The conversation was light, but his mind wandered. He couldn’t help but feel a growing dissatisfaction, a longing for something more. Kara was sweet, kind, and beautiful in her own way, but she wasn’t… her. She wasn’t the kind of woman who could take control, who could make him feel small, vulnerable, and utterly consumed. He pushed the thought away, guilt gnawing at him.

Then, he saw Charlene.

She walked into the restaurant like she owned the place. She was tall, curvaceous, and exuded confidence. Her hips swayed with every step, her full lips painted a deep red that made George’s mouth go dry. She caught his eye almost immediately, her gaze locking onto his with an intensity that made his heart race. He looked away quickly, cheeks burning, but he could feel her eyes on him still.

When he dared to glance back, she was smiling—a slow, knowing smile that sent a shiver down his spine. She winked at him, and George felt his stomach flip. He tried to focus on Kara, on the conversation they were having, but his attention kept drifting back to Charlene. She was sitting alone now, sipping a glass of wine, her eyes never leaving him.

By the time dinner was over, George was a mess. He kissed Kara goodbye, promising to call her later, and headed for the door. But as he stepped outside, he felt a hand on his arm. He turned, and there she was.

“Leaving so soon?” Charlene purred, her voice low and sultry. “I couldn’t help but notice you staring at me all night.”

George stammered, his face flushing. “I—I wasn’t—”

“Oh, don’t lie,” she interrupted, stepping closer. Her perfume enveloped him, warm and intoxicating. “You were looking at me like you wanted to devour me. Or maybe… like you wanted me to devour you.”

George’s breath caught. He should have walked away. He should have gone home to Kara. But he didn’t. He couldn’t. Charlene’s presence was magnetic, pulling him in, and before he knew it, he was nodding.

“Good boy,” she said, her smile widening. “Let’s go.”

Her apartment was just a few blocks away, and the walk felt like an eternity. George’s heart pounded with every step, his mind racing with both excitement and guilt. But when they stepped inside, all thoughts of Kara vanished.

The bedroom was unlike anything he’d ever seen. The walls were adorned with dark, sensual artwork, and in the corner stood a collection of BDSM equipment—restraints, whips, candles, and more. George’s eyes widened, his pulse quickening.

Charlene turned to him, her expression serious now. “Take off your clothes.”

George hesitated, his hands trembling. “I—I don’t know if I can—”

“Do it,” she commanded, her voice firm but not unkind. “You want this. I can see it in your eyes.”

It was as if he was hypnotized by her beauty. As she gazed into his eyes, his resistance vanished. Slowly, he began to undress, his movements clumsy and awkward. Charlene watched him with an appraising gaze, her lips curving into a satisfied smile as he stood before her, completely exposed.

“Now get on the bed,” she ordered.

George obeyed, lying down on the soft mattress. Charlene stripped off her dress with practiced ease, revealing her voluptuous body in all its glory. She climbed onto the bed, straddling his face without hesitation.

“Eat me,” she commanded, her voice leaving no room for argument.

George hesitated for only a moment before leaning forward, his tongue finding her clit. She tasted incredible—sweet and tangy, with a hint of something earthy that made his head spin. He licked and sucked eagerly, his hands gripping her thighs as she moaned above him.

“That’s it,” she breathed, grinding against his face. “Just like that.”

Her pleasure was intoxicating, and George found himself lost in the rhythm of it. He could feel her body tensing, hear her breathing quicken, and then she came with a loud cry, her juices flooding his mouth.

When she finally pulled away, George was panting, his cock throbbing with need. But Charlene wasn’t done with him yet.

She reached for a set of restraints, binding his wrists and ankles to the bedposts with practiced ease. George’s heart raced as she leaned over him, a wicked gleam in her eyes.

“You’re mine now,” she whispered, trailing a finger down his chest. “And I’m going to make you feel things you’ve never felt before.”

She grabbed a candle from the nightstand, lighting it with a match. George’s eyes widened as she tilted it over his chest, letting the hot wax drip onto his skin. The pain was sharp but fleeting, quickly replaced by a strange, tingling pleasure.

“Do you like that?” she asked, her voice teasing.

George nodded, unable to speak. His cock twitched as she continued to drizzle the wax over his body, each drop sending a jolt of sensation through him.

When she finally set the candle aside, Charlene wrapped her hand around his cock, stroking him slowly at first, then faster as he grew harder in her grasp. George groaned, his hips bucking against the restraints.

“Please,” he begged, his voice hoarse. “Please let me cum.”

Charlene smirked, reaching for a vibrator on the nightstand. She turned it on, the low hum filling the room as she pressed it against the base of his cock. George gasped, his entire body trembling with anticipation.

But then she did something he wasn’t expecting. She moved the vibrator lower, pressing it against his asshole. George’s eyes flew open, a strangled moan escaping his lips as she pushed it inside.

The sensation was overwhelming—intense pleasure mixed with a deep, aching need. Charlene worked the vibrator in and out of him, her other hand still stroking his cock. It didn’t take long before George was on the edge, his entire body tensing as he came harder than he ever had before.

When it was over, Charlene released him from the restraints, her expression soft now. “So,” she said, running a hand through his hair. “Will I be seeing you again?”

George hesitated for only a moment before nodding. “Yes,” he said quietly. “I’ll be back.”

As he left her apartment, his mind was a whirlwind of emotions. Guilt gnawed at him, but it was overshadowed by something else—something deeper. He knew he should feel bad about betraying Kara, but all he could think about was Charlene. She was everything he’d been craving, everything he’d been too afraid to admit he wanted.

And he knew he couldn’t stay away.

A STRONG WOMAN’S DOMINANCE

FM / Femdom / BDSM / BBW / Public / Vibrator / Teasing / Cunnilingus / Strap-on / Pegging

Finn stood outside the unassuming building, his heart pounding in his chest. The neon sign above the door blinked softly, casting a faint glow on the sidewalk. The Labyrinth, it read. He’d heard whispers about this place—a BDSM club where people explored their deepest desires. He’d never considered himself bold, but curiosity had gotten the better of him. Tonight, he’d step into the unknown.

The bouncer at the door gave him a nod, and Finn flashed the membership card he’d nervously applied for online. Inside, the atmosphere was electric. The dim lighting, the low hum of conversation, and the occasional flash of leather and latex all combined to create a world that felt surreal. Finn’s palms were sweaty as he wandered through the space, his eyes darting from one scene to another. He felt out of place, but there was something thrilling about being here.

Then he saw her.

Erin was impossible to miss. She was tall, towering over most of the people in the room, her curves accentuated by a tight spandex outfit that clung to her like a second skin. Her presence was magnetic, and Finn found himself staring, unable to look away. She stood near the bar, a glass of wine in her hand, her gaze scanning the room with a confidence that made Finn’s legs feel weak.

When her eyes landed on him, Finn froze. She smiled, a slow, knowing smile that sent a shiver down his spine. Before he could think of what to do, she was walking toward him, her hips swaying with every step.

“First time?” she asked, her voice low and smooth.

Finn nodded, his throat suddenly dry. “Yeah.”

She tilted her head, studying him. “You look nervous. Don’t be. What’s your name?”

“Finn,” he managed to say.

“I’m Erin,” she said, extending a hand. Her grip was firm, and Finn felt a jolt of electricity from the contact. “So, Finn, what brings you here?”

He hesitated, unsure of how to answer. “I… I’ve always been curious. About… submission.”

Erin’s smile widened. “Curiosity is a good place to start. Would you like to explore that?”

Finn’s heart raced. “Yes.”

“Good,” she said, her tone shifting slightly, taking on a more commanding edge. “Follow me.”

She led him through the club, her presence commanding attention wherever she went. Finn felt like every eye was on them, but he couldn’t bring himself to care. He was too focused on Erin, on the way she moved, on the way she made him feel.

They entered a private room, the door closing behind them with a soft click. The room was spacious, dominated by a large bed in the center. Finn’s nerves returned in full force, but Erin’s calm demeanor helped steady him.

“Strip,” she said, her voice firm but not unkind.

Finn blinked, his hands trembling as he reached for the hem of his shirt. He hesitated, but Erin’s sharp look spurred him into action. Piece by piece, he removed his clothing until he stood before her completely exposed. His skin prickled under her gaze, and he felt a mix of vulnerability and excitement.

Erin stepped closer, her eyes raking over his body. “You’re more than I expected,” she said, her voice softening slightly. “Lie down on the bed.”

Finn obeyed, his movements awkward but eager. He settled onto the soft mattress, his breathing shallow as he watched Erin approach. She moved with a grace that belied her size, her every action deliberate and unhurried.

Without warning, she reached down and grabbed him, lifting him effortlessly onto the bed. Finn gasped, his body flattening against the mattress as she pinned him down. Her weight pressed against him, and he could feel the strength in her arms as she held him in place. He struggled briefly, testing her hold, but she didn’t budge.

“Good,” she murmured, her breath warm against his ear. “You’re strong, but not strong enough to escape me.”

Finn’s cock twitched at her words, and Erin noticed. She smirked, reaching between them to grasp him firmly. His hips bucked involuntarily, but her grip was unyielding. Using her free hand, she produced a small vibrator, the buzzing sound filling the room.

“Let’s see how well you can handle this,” she said, pressing the vibrator to the tip of his cock.

Finn gasped, his back arching off the bed. The sensation was intense, sending jolts of pleasure through his body. He writhed beneath her, desperate for more, but Erin kept the pace slow and teasing.

“Please,” he begged, his voice trembling. “More.”

Erin chuckled, the sound dark and sultry. “Patience, Finn. You’ll get what you want when I decide you’ve earned it.”

She continued to tease him, varying the intensity of the vibrations and watching as his reactions grew more and more desperate. Finally, she relented, pulling the vibrator away and releasing his cock. Finn groaned in frustration, but Erin was already moving.

She stood, her hands moving to the zipper of her spandex outfit. Slowly, she peeled it off, revealing her voluptuous body. Finn’s breath caught as he took her in—the soft curves of her hips, the fullness of her breasts, the way her skin glowed in the dim light. She was stunning, and Finn felt a surge of desire that left him lightheaded.

Erin climbed onto the bed, her weight pressing into the mattress as she straddled Finn’s face. “Earn your reward,” she said, lowering herself onto his mouth.

Finn didn’t hesitate. He buried his face between her thighs, his tongue working eagerly to please her. Erin moaned, her hands gripping the headboard as she ground against him. He could taste her, sweet and intoxicating, and he felt a thrill knowing he was the one making her feel this way.

Her moans grew louder, her movements more frantic as she neared her climax. With a final, shuddering gasp, she came, her thighs tightening around Finn’s head as she rode out the waves of pleasure.

When she finally pulled away, Finn was panting, his cock aching with need. Erin smiled down at him, her eyes dark with satisfaction. “You’re not done yet,” she said, reaching for a strap-on dildo that had been lying on the bedside table.

Finn’s eyes widened as she fastened the harness around her hips, the dildo jutting out from between her legs. She pushed him onto his stomach, positioning herself behind him. Finn felt a mix of fear and anticipation as she coated the dildo with lube, her hands spreading him open.

“Relax,” she murmured, pressing the tip against his entrance. “This will feel good if you let it.”

Finn took a deep breath, forcing himself to relax as she pushed inside. The stretch was intense, but the pleasure quickly followed. Erin began to move, her thrusts steady and deep. Finn moaned, his hands grabbing at the sheets as she filled him completely.

The sensation was overwhelming, and Finn felt himself unraveling beneath her. His cock throbbed, precum dripping onto the sheets as Erin continued to fuck him. He could feel her hips slamming against his ass, the sound of skin against skin filling the room.

“Yes,” he gasped, his voice hoarse. “Harder.”

Erin obliged, her thrusts growing more forceful. Finn’s body trembled, his pleasure building with every movement. With a final, desperate cry, he came, his cock pulsing as he spilled onto the bed. Erin continued to fuck him through his climax, her own moans growing louder until she finally stilled, her breath coming in ragged gasps.

They lay there for a moment, the room silent except for their breathing. Eventually, Erin pulled away, removing the strap-on and sitting on the edge of the bed. Finn rolled onto his back, his body still tingling from the aftershocks.

Erin looked down at him, a small smile playing on her lips. “You did well,” she said. “Better than I expected.”

Finn felt a swell of pride at her words. “Thank you.”

She stood, gathering her clothes and tossing Finn his. “Get dressed,” she said. “We should talk.”

Finn obeyed, his movements slow as he pulled on his clothes. When they were both dressed, Erin turned to him, her expression thoughtful.

“I’d like to see you again,” she said. “If you’re interested.”

Finn nodded eagerly. “I’d love that.”

Erin smiled, pulling out her phone. “Give me your number. We’ll arrange something.”

Finn handed over his phone, watching as she typed in her contact information. As he left the club, his mind was buzzing with excitement. He couldn’t believe what had just happened, but he knew one thing for certain—he couldn’t wait to see Erin again.

A FAT CHICK FANTASY

FM / Femdom / BBW / Strong Woman / Hypnosis / Handjob / Teasing / Strap-on / Pegging

The bar was alive with the hum of conversation and the clinking of glasses. Richard leaned against the counter, his polished confidence on full display as he smirked at his best friend, Mike. "You see that?" he said, nodding toward a woman across the room. "I’m all for body positivity, but damn, that dress looks like it’s gonna bust at the seams. Fat chicks, am I right?" He chuckled, sipping his whiskey.

Mike laughed nervously, glancing at the woman. She was curvy, her presence commanding despite the cruel words Richard had just spoken. But then, something shifted. The woman turned her head, her piercing gaze locking onto Richard’s. His smug grin faltered. She wasn’t just curvy—she was strong, her broad shoulders and powerful frame radiating an intensity that made Richard’s stomach tighten.

She started walking toward them, her strides purposeful. Richard felt a strange mix of embarrassment and dread. He hadn’t meant for her to hear. Shit. As she approached, he opened his mouth to apologize, but she beat him to it.

"Melissa," she said, her voice low and smooth. "And you’re Richard, right? The guy who loves to run his mouth."

Richard swallowed hard. "Look, I didn’t mean—"

"Save it," Melissa interrupted, her eyes locking onto his. There was something in her gaze, something that made Richard’s thoughts scatter. Her voice dropped, almost to a whisper. "You want to know what a ‘fat chick’ can do?"

Before he could respond, her eyes seemed to pull him in, a strange warmth flooding his mind. His body felt light, his thoughts hazy. He nodded without thinking, his usual defiance replaced by an odd sense of submission. Mike stared, confused, as Richard followed Melissa out of the bar without a word.

—

Melissa’s house was dimly lit, the air thick with anticipation. She led Richard to a bedroom that was anything but ordinary—chains hung from the walls, leather restraints lay on the bed, and a variety of toys were neatly arranged on a nearby table.

Richard hesitated, his usual bravado gone. "What is this?" he asked, his voice barely above a whisper.

Melissa turned to him, her gaze steady. "You’ve been running that mouth of yours all night," she said, stepping closer. "It’s time you learned how to listen."

She placed her hands on his shoulders, her grip firm but not painful. Her eyes locked onto his again, and Richard felt that same warmth flood his mind. His resistance melted away, replaced by a strange desire to obey.

She began to undress him with practiced ease, her hands moving confidently over his body. His shirt fell to the floor, then his pants. Melissa’s fingers traced the lines of his chest, sending shivers down his spine.

She leaned in, her breath warm against his ear. "You’re going to behave for me, aren’t you, Richard?"

He nodded, his voice caught in his throat. Melissa smiled, a hint of satisfaction in her eyes. She picked him up effortlessly, tossing him onto the bed with a force that left him breathless. The mattress bounced beneath him as he landed, his heart pounding in his chest.

Melissa stood at the edge of the bed, slowly removing her own clothes. Her curves were undeniable, her body a testament to her strength. Richard couldn’t look away, his earlier embarrassment replaced by a growing arousal. She climbed onto the bed, straddling him with a confident ease that left him pinned beneath her weight.

Her hands moved to his cock, stroking it with a slow, deliberate rhythm that made Richard’s breath catch. He groaned, his hips lifting involuntarily.

Melissa smirked, her grip tightening slightly. "Not yet," she said, her voice firm. "You’re going to wait for me."

Richard whimpered, his body trembling with need. Melissa leaned down, her lips brushing against his ear. "Beg for it," she whispered.

"Please," Richard gasped, his voice trembling. "Please, Melissa."

She chuckled softly, her hand moving faster now. Richard’s moans grew louder, his body arching beneath her. Just as he was on the edge, she stopped, leaving him desperate and panting.

"Turn over," she commanded, her voice leaving no room for argument.

Richard obeyed without hesitation, positioning himself on his hands and knees. Melissa reached for the strap-on dildo, securing it around her hips with practiced ease. She grabbed a bottle of lube, coating the dildo generously before positioning it at Richard’s entrance.

He tensed, but Melissa’s hand on his back steadied him. "Relax," she said, her voice softening just enough to be reassuring.

She pressed forward slowly, the dildo entering him inch by inch. Richard gasped, the sensation overwhelming but not unpleasant. Melissa’s hands gripped his hips as she began to thrust, each movement sending waves of pleasure through him.

Richard’s moans filled the room, his body moving in sync with hers. The pressure built until he couldn’t hold back any longer. He came hard, his body shaking as Melissa continued to fuck him with the dildo, driving him higher and higher. When she finally stopped, Richard collapsed onto the bed, his chest heaving.

Melissa leaned down, kissing the nape of his neck. "Good boy," she murmured, her voice warm but firm. She reached for a collar, fastening it around his neck with a satisfied smile.

Richard’s eyes fluttered closed, a sense of contentment washing over him. He couldn’t remember the last time he’d felt so… complete.

Melissa helped him up, her touch gentle now. "Let’s get you back to your friend," she said, guiding him toward the door.

When they returned to the bar, Mike’s eyes widened at the sight of the collar around Richard’s neck. "What the hell happened?" he asked, his voice filled with disbelief.

Richard grinned, his usual confidence returning. "Let’s just say… I’ve got a new appreciation for fat chicks."

QUEEN RIVERA’S PALACE

FM / Femdom / BBW / Wealthy / Hypnosis / Cunnilingus / Handjob / Teasing / Ruined Orgasm

The island was unlike anything Jake had ever seen. The air was thick with the scent of salt and earth, and the sun hung low, casting a golden glow over the jagged cliffs and lush greenery. As he stepped off the small boat that had brought him here, the first thing he noticed was the people. The women towered over the men, their muscular frames commanding attention. They carried heavy baskets of fruit and stone with ease, their laughter echoing through the village. The men, by contrast, were slight and soft-spoken, trailing behind them like shadows. It was a strange dynamic, one that made Jake’s pulse quicken with curiosity—and something else he couldn’t quite name.

Jake adjusted the strap of his medical bag, his eyes scanning the crowd. He was here to provide care, to offer his skills as a doctor. But as he walked deeper into the village, he couldn’t shake the feeling that he was being watched. The women’s gazes lingered on him, their eyes sharp and appraising. He felt small under their scrutiny, though he stood at a respectable six feet tall. It was unsettling, yet oddly thrilling.

His attention was pulled away by the sound of drums. A procession approached, led by a woman who exuded power from every pore. She was taller than the rest, her broad shoulders and strong limbs accentuated by the golden robes that clung to her frame. Her dark hair was braided into intricate patterns, and her eyes—cold and calculating—locked onto Jake’s as she approached.

“You must be the doctor,” she said, her voice low and commanding. “I am Rivera, queen of this island. Welcome.”

Jake swallowed, nodding. “Thank you, Your Majesty. I’m here to assist in any way I can.”

Rivera’s lips curved into a sly smile. “Oh, I’m sure you will.” She turned, gesturing for him to follow. “Come. We have much to discuss.”

Jake hesitated for a moment before falling into step beside her. The walk to her palace was short but tense, the weight of her presence pressing against him. When they arrived, she led him through towering doors and into a lavish chamber filled with plush cushions and flickering candles. The air was heavy with the scent of incense, intoxicating and warm.

Rivera turned to him, her gaze piercing. “As my guest, you will abide by my rules. Do you understand?”

Jake nodded, though unease prickled at the edges of his mind. “Of course.”

“Good.” She stepped closer, her hand brushing against his chest. “Now, let’s move to a more… private setting.”

Before he could protest, she took his hand and led him into a bedroom. The moment the door closed behind them, Jake felt a shift in the air. Rivera turned to face him, her eyes locking onto his with an intensity that made his breath catch. She murmured something under her breath, words he couldn’t understand, but they seemed to seep into his mind, soothing and commanding all at once.

Suddenly, his thoughts felt fuzzy, distant. He blinked, trying to clear his head, but it was no use. Rivera’s voice cut through the haze, soft and hypnotic. “Take off your clothes.”

Jake’s hands moved without hesitation, unbuckling his belt and sliding out of his shirt. His pants followed, pooling at his feet until he stood naked before her. His body felt like it wasn’t his own, his movements sluggish yet precise. Rivera’s eyes raked over him, her expression unreadable.

“You’re such a tiny man,” she said, her tone almost teasing. She stepped closer, her hand brushing against his chest. Her touch was firm, almost possessive, and it sent a shiver down his spine. “Go on. Touch yourself.”

Jake’s hand moved to his cock without thought, his fingers wrapping around the shaft. His breath hitched as he began to stroke, the sensation unfamiliar yet electric. Rivera watched him, her lips curved into a smirk.

“Faster,” she commanded, her voice sharp.

Jake obeyed, his movements quickening. His arousal grew with each stroke, his cock hardening in his hand. Rivera laughed, low and throaty, the sound sending a jolt of heat through him. She stepped closer, her hand gripping his chin and forcing him to meet her gaze.

“You’re both pitiful and intriguing,” she said, her breath warm against his skin. “But I think I’ll keep you.”

With that, she lifted him effortlessly, tossing him onto the bed. Jake landed with a soft thud, his heart racing. Rivera climbed onto the bed, straddling his chest. Her thighs pressed against his shoulders, her weight pinning him in place.

“Eat me,” she ordered, her voice leaving no room for argument.

Jake leaned forward, his tongue flicking against her clit. The taste of her was sharp and sweet, and he found himself craving more. He licked and sucked, his movements guided by her soft moans. Her hips rolled against his face, her pleasure mounting with each stroke of his tongue.

Rivera’s hands tangled in his hair, pulling him closer. “Yes, that’s it,” she murmured, her voice thick with desire. “Make me cum.”

Jake obeyed, his tongue working faster. He could feel her trembling above him, her breaths coming in short, sharp gasps. With a final thrust of her hips, she came, her body shuddering as waves of pleasure ripped through her.

She fell back onto the bed, her chest rising and falling rapidly. Jake lay there, his cock aching with need. Rivera turned to him, her eyes dark with hunger.

“Not yet,” she said, her hand wrapping around his shaft. She began to stroke him, her touch firm and deliberate. Jake groaned, his hips thrusting into her hand. He was so close, so damn close.

“Please,” he begged, his voice hoarse. “Let me cum.”

Rivera’s grip tightened, her thumb brushing over the tip of his cock. She smiled, her expression cruel. “No.”

She stopped abruptly, pulling her hand away. Jake’s orgasm was ripped from him, leaving only a small trickle of cum to spill onto his stomach. He groaned, frustration and pain mingling in a dizzying mix.

Rivera stood, smoothing her robes. “Get dressed,” she said, her tone cold. “You’ll learn your place soon enough.”

Jake obeyed, his movements mechanical. As Rivera fastened a collar around his neck, he felt a strange sense of belonging. The haze in his mind began to lift, but the arousal remained, burning hotter than ever.

As he stepped out of the palace, the sun hit his face, and he blinked, clarity returning. Yet, despite everything, he couldn’t wait to see her again.

THE BOSS’S HYPNOTIC SOLUTION

FM / Femdom / Workplace / Boss Employee / BBW / Hypnosis / Cunnilingus / Handjob / PIV Sex

Blake’s heart raced as he stepped into Martha’s office. The air was thick with the scent of her perfume—something warm and commanding, like vanilla mingled with spice. She sat behind her desk, her eyes locked onto him with an intensity that made him shift uncomfortably. Martha was a force of nature, her presence dominating the room. Her curvy form was accentuated by the tailored suit she wore, though Blake couldn’t help but notice how tightly it hugged her frame. She exuded confidence, authority, and something else… something he couldn’t quite name.

“Sit, Blake,” she said, her voice low and smooth, like velvet wrapping around his senses.

He obeyed without hesitation, sinking into the chair across from her. She leaned forward, her large breasts pressing against the desk, and he felt his throat go dry. Her gaze never wavered, holding him captive.

“I’ve been thinking,” she began, her tone deliberate. “We need to find a new way to increase productivity around here. And I think I’ve found the perfect solution.” Her lips curled into a knowing smile, and Blake felt a shiver run down his spine.

Martha reached up and unclasped the pendant around her neck, holding it up for him to see. The silver chain dangled from her fingers, the pendant catching the light. “Keep your eyes on the pendant, Blake,” she instructed, her voice softening into a rhythmic cadence.

He blinked, unsure what was happening, but unable to look away. The pendant swung back and forth, slow and steady, and he felt his mind begin to drift.

Her voice continued, soothing and hypnotic, weaving its way into his thoughts. “Focus on the movement, Blake. Let everything else fade away. Just the pendant and my voice.”

His breathing slowed, his muscles relaxing as he fell deeper into the trance. Martha’s voice was all he could hear, guiding him effortlessly. “Good. Very good. Now, when I tell you to, I want you to stand up and take off your clothes. Do you understand?”

“Yes,” Blake murmured, his voice distant, as though it belonged to someone else.

Martha’s smile widened. “Good boy. Now, stand up.”

He rose from the chair, his movements smooth and unhurried. His hands went to the buttons of his shirt, undoing them one by one. The fabric slipped from his shoulders, pooling at his feet. Next came his belt, the leather sliding free with a soft click. His pants followed, leaving him in nothing but his boxers. Martha watched with satisfaction, her eyes roaming over his toned body.

“Take those off too,” she instructed, her voice firm yet gentle.

Blake obeyed without hesitation, stripping away the last barrier between them. He stood before her, completely exposed, his body trembling slightly under her gaze. Martha rose from her chair, her movements slow and deliberate. She stepped around the desk, her heels silent against the carpet. Her hands went to the buttons of her blazer, unfastening them with ease. She shrugged it off, revealing the soft curve of her stomach beneath her blouse.

“Now me,” she said, her voice dripping with authority.

Blake hesitated for a moment, his hands trembling as he reached for the buttons of her blouse. He worked his way down, revealing the lace of her bra beneath. Her skin was warm, her scent intoxicating. He slipped the blouse from her shoulders, letting it fall to the floor. Martha’s hands went to the clasp of her skirt, unfastening it with practiced ease. The fabric slid down her hips, pooling at her feet. She stepped out of it, standing before him in nothing but her lingerie.

Her curves were soft and inviting, her body a testament to her confidence. She reached behind her back, undoing her bra and letting it fall away. Her breasts spilled free, full and heavy, her nipples already hardening. Blake’s eyes widened, his breath catching in his throat.

“Beautiful, aren’t they?” Martha purred, her voice dripping with satisfaction. She reached for the waistband of her panties, sliding them down her legs and stepping out of them. She stood before him now, completely naked, her body on full display.

“Now,” she said, her voice commanding, “sit in the chair.”

Blake obeyed, sinking into the chair behind her desk. Martha positioned herself in front of him, spreading her legs as she leaned back against the edge of the desk. She reached between her legs, parting her folds with her fingers. “Eat,” she ordered, her voice firm.

Blake leaned forward, his tongue flicking out to taste her. She was warm and wet, her juices coating his tongue. He licked her slowly, savoring the flavor as she moaned softly above him. His tongue moved in circles around her clit, teasing her until her hips began to rock against his face.

“Faster,” she breathed, her voice hitching slightly.

He obeyed, his tongue moving quicker as he lapped at her eagerly. Her moans grew louder, her hands gripping the edge of the desk as she ground herself against him. He could feel her trembling, her body growing tense as she neared her climax.

“Yes, yes!” she cried out, her voice echoing through the room. Her body shuddered as she came, her juices flooding his mouth. Blake swallowed eagerly, lapping up every drop as she rode out her orgasm.

When she finally came down, Martha looked down at him with a satisfied smile. “Good boy,” she purred, her voice dripping with approval. She stepped away from the desk, clearing a space as she gestured for him to lie down.

Blake obeyed, stretching out on the cool surface of the desk. Martha positioned herself between his legs, her hand wrapping around his cock. She stroked him slowly, her touch teasing and deliberate. He groaned softly, his hips bucking against her hand as she worked him closer to the edge.

“Not yet,” she whispered, her voice a soft warning. She released him, climbing onto the desk and straddling him. She positioned herself above him, guiding his cock into her wetness. She sank down slowly, taking him inch by inch until he was fully sheathed inside her.

“Fuck,” Blake groaned, his hands gripping the edge of the desk as she began to move.

Martha rode him with purpose, her hips grinding against him as she took her pleasure. She moaned softly, her body trembling with each thrust. He could feel her tightening around him, her walls gripping him tightly as she neared her climax once more.

“Cum inside me,” she ordered, her voice breathless.

Blake obeyed, his body responding to her command as he spilled himself inside her. Martha cried out, her body shuddering as she came around him. She collapsed against his chest, her breathing ragged as they both came down from their high.

After a moment, Martha slid off him, standing on wobbly legs. “Get dressed,” she instructed, her voice returning to its usual firm tone.

Blake obeyed, his movements slow and deliberate as he pulled on his clothes. Martha dressed as well, her demeanor calm and collected as though nothing had happened. When they were both fully clothed, she snapped her fingers, the sound sharp and sudden.

Blake blinked, his mind clearing as he looked around the office. He felt disoriented, unsure of what had just happened. Martha was back behind her desk, her expression calm and professional.

“You can go now,” she said, her tone dismissive.

Blake nodded, stepping out of the office. As he walked down the hall, his mind raced, trying to piece together what had just occurred. He couldn’t shake the feeling of euphoria that lingered in his body, nor the thought of how much he wanted to do it again.

A TINY MAN’S BIG LESSON

FM / Femdom / BBW / Hypnosis / Small Penis Humiliation / Foot Worship / Cunnilingus / Handjob / Ruined Orgasm

“I don’t date fat chicks,” Rick said flatly, his tone dripping with disdain as he stood in the doorway of the restaurant, his eyes scanning the woman seated at the table.

Kendra, a voluptuous, curvy woman with dark, cascading hair and a confident smile, didn’t flinch. Instead, she leaned back in her chair, her crimson lips curling into a smirk. “Well, Rick,” she said, her voice smooth and deliberate, “since you’re already here, why don’t you sit down for a few minutes? If you still want to leave after that, I won’t stop you.”

Rick hesitated, his hand gripping the edge of the doorframe. His friend Kyle had insisted on setting him up on this blind date, and now he was face-to-face with someone who was the complete opposite of the skinny, model-esque women he usually pursued. Damn Kyle, he thought bitterly. But something about Kendra’s tone, her unshakable confidence, made him pause. Against his better judgment, he slid into the seat across from her.

As soon as he sat down, Kendra reached across the table, taking his hands in hers. Her touch was warm, almost electric, and Rick found himself unable to pull away. She gazed into his eyes, her dark, penetrating stare locking onto his. It was as if she had some kind of power over him, a magnetic pull that he couldn’t resist. His heart raced, and he felt a strange, unfamiliar heat begin to stir in his chest.

“Rick,” she said softly, her voice like velvet, “you’re not as shallow as you think you are. You just haven’t met the right person yet.”

He blinked, his mind foggy, his earlier judgment fading away. What’s happening? he thought, but he didn’t pull away. Instead, he found himself nodding, his earlier rudeness replaced by an inexplicable desire to please her.

“I—I’m sorry,” he stammered, his voice uncharacteristically unsure. “I didn’t mean to be rude. I’ll... I’ll do better.”

Kendra smiled, her lips curving into a satisfied grin. “You can start by buying me dinner.”

The rest of the evening passed in a blur. They ate, they talked, and Rick found himself increasingly drawn to her. Kendra was witty, intelligent, and effortlessly charming. Every time she laughed, a deep, throaty sound that sent shivers down his spine, he felt himself falling deeper under her spell. By the time the check arrived, Rick was hooked. He couldn’t bear the thought of the night ending.

“Kendra,” he said, his voice tinged with desperation, “can we... can we spend more time together? Please?”

She studied him for a moment, her eyes narrowing slightly, as if assessing him. Then, with a slow, deliberate nod, she stood. “Alright, Rick. Let’s go to my place.”

The drive to her house was silent, but the tension between them was palpable. Rick’s mind raced with anticipation, his earlier reservations completely forgotten. When they arrived, Kendra led him inside, her hips swaying hypnotically as she walked. Rick followed her into the bedroom, his heart pounding in his chest. That’s when he saw it—an array of BDSM equipment neatly arranged in the corner of the room. His eyes widened, but before he could say anything, Kendra turned to him, her expression calm and commanding.

“Get naked,” she ordered, her voice firm.

Without hesitation, Rick began to undress, his hands trembling as he fumbled with his buttons. He stripped down completely, standing bare before her. Kendra’s eyes raked over his body, and she let out a soft, mocking laugh.

“You’re a tiny man, aren’t you?” she teased, her gaze lingering on his small, flaccid penis. “So... unimpressive.”

Rick felt a flush of humiliation, but he didn’t protest. Instead, he stood there, his body exposed, his mind consumed by the need to please her. Kendra, meanwhile, began to undress, stripping down to her lingerie—a black lace bra and matching panties that hugged her curves perfectly. Rick stared, his mouth dry, his pulse quickening. She was breathtaking.

“On your knees,” she commanded, her tone leaving no room for argument.

Rick dropped to his knees immediately, his breath hitching as he looked up at her. She stepped closer, her feet inches from his face. “Kiss them,” she ordered.

He obeyed without hesitation, pressing his lips to her feet, his hands trembling as he gripped her ankles.

Kendra let out a low, satisfied hum, her fingers tangling in his hair as she guided him. “Good boy,” she purred.

When she finally stepped back, Rick was panting, his body aching with desire. Kendra climbed onto the bed, spreading her legs wide. “Now,” she said, her voice dripping with authority, “eat my pussy.”

Rick scrambled onto the bed, his heart racing as he positioned himself between her thighs. He buried his face in her folds, his tongue flicking against her clit. Kendra moaned, her hips bucking against his mouth as he licked and sucked eagerly. She tasted sweet, intoxicating, and Rick couldn’t get enough. He devoured her, his tongue working furiously as she writhed beneath him. When she came, her body convulsed, her juices gushing into his mouth. He swallowed every drop, his own arousal reaching a fever pitch.

“Good,” Kendra murmured, her breath coming in shallow gasps. “Now, lie down.”

Rick obeyed, his cock throbbing painfully as he lay back on the bed. Kendra straddled him, her hand wrapping around his shaft. She stroked him slowly, teasingly, her eyes locked on his. Rick groaned, his hips thrusting involuntarily as she worked him.

“Please,” he begged, his voice trembling. “Let me cum.”

Kendra shook her head, her grip tightening just enough to keep him on edge. “No,” she said firmly. “You don’t deserve it.”

Rick’s breath hitched, his body trembling as he fought to hold back. Just as he felt himself on the brink of orgasm, Kendra stopped, pulling her hand away. His cock twitched, a small trickle of semen dripping pathetically onto his stomach. Kendra laughed, a low, mocking sound that sent a wave of humiliation crashing over him.

“So small,” she taunted, her eyes gleaming with satisfaction. “So... pitiful.”

Rick’s cheeks burned, but he didn’t argue. He just lay there, panting, his body trembling with unfulfilled desire.

“Get dressed,” Kendra ordered, climbing off the bed. “It’s time for you to leave.”

Rick scrambled to obey, pulling his clothes back on with shaky hands. As he stood by the door, he turned to her, his eyes pleading. “Kendra, can I... can I see you again?”

She shook her head, her expression cold. “No, Rick. I don’t date tiny men. You’re a skinny loser, and I have no use for you.”

His heart sank, but he knew she was right. He’d been shallow, judgmental, and cruel. And now, he’d gotten exactly what he deserved. As he walked out into the night, his body aching with humiliation, he vowed to do better. But deep down, he knew he’d never forget Kendra—or the lesson she’d taught him.

A SMALL MAN IN THE OFFICE

FM / Femdom / BBW / Small Penis Humiliation / Masturbation / Jerk Off Instructions / Face Sitting / Cunnilingus / Orgasm Denial

Jim’s heart pounded as he stood outside Janet’s office door. The sound of her voice, low and confident, filtered through the crack in the frame. He’d been thinking about her all day—her curves, her confidence, the way she seemed to fill every room she walked into. He’d never been able to resist women like her. There was something magnetic about Janet, something that made his thoughts spiral into places they shouldn’t go during work hours. He took a deep breath, knocked, and stepped inside.

Janet glanced up from her desk, her sharp eyes locking onto his. “Jim? What is it?” Her tone was clipped, professional, but Jim could hear the edge of irritation in her voice.

He swallowed hard, his mouth suddenly dry. “I… I was wondering if you’d like to grab a drink after work. Just… just to get to know each other better.”

Her eyebrows shot up, and she leaned back in her chair, folding her arms across her ample chest. “Excuse me?” Her voice was like ice.

Jim felt his face flush. “I mean, we’ve been working together for a while now, and I thought—”

“Let me stop you right there,” Janet interrupted, her voice rising. “Do you have any idea how inappropriate that is? You’re my subordinate. This is sexual harassment, Jim.”

His stomach dropped. “No, no, that’s not what I meant. I didn’t—”

“Save it,” she snapped, standing up. Her presence was commanding, her figure towering over him even though they were nearly the same height. She walked around the desk, her heels clicking sharply against the floor. Jim took a step back, but she closed the distance quickly.

“You thought what, exactly?” she demanded, her eyes narrowing. “That you could just waltz in here and ask me out because you’ve been staring at me all week? Because you’ve been fantasizing about me?”

Jim’s face burned. He couldn’t meet her gaze. “I… I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to offend you.”

Janet let out a cold laugh. “Oh, you’re sorry, are you? That’s rich.” She crossed her arms again, leaning against the edge of her desk. “You know, Jim, I could report this. I could have you fired.”

Panic surged through him. “Please, don’t do that. I’ll… I’ll do anything.”

Her lips curled into a sly smile. “Anything? Is that so?” She tilted her head, studying him like a predator sizing up its prey. “Take it out.”

Jim blinked, confused. “What?”

“Your cock,” she said, her tone firm. “Take it out. Now.”

His heart raced. “I… I can’t do that.”

“You just said you’d do anything,” Janet reminded him, her voice dripping with mock sweetness. “Or should I go straight to HR?”

Jim’s hands trembled as he fumbled with his belt. He couldn’t believe this was happening. His mind screamed at him to stop, but his body moved on its own. He unzipped his pants and pulled out his cock, his face burning with humiliation.

Janet looked down at him and burst out laughing—a loud, mocking laugh that filled the room. “Oh my God,” she said between laughs. “It’s so small. I mean, I expected as much, but… wow.”

Jim’s cheeks burned as he looked down at the floor, unable to meet her eyes. His cock was half-hard, but under her scrutiny, it began to shrink.

“Don’t stop now,” Janet said, her laughter fading but her smirk remaining. “Stroke it. Let me see what you’ve got.”

Jim hesitated for a moment, then wrapped his hand around his cock. He started to stroke himself, his movements slow and clumsy. His humiliation only made him harder, his cock twitching in his hand.

Janet watched intently, her smile widening. “Pathetic,” she muttered under her breath. “Now lie down on the floor.”

Jim’s eyes widened. “What? Here?”

“Yes, here,” she snapped. “On your back. Now.”

He obeyed reluctantly, lowering himself onto the carpeted floor. The cool surface pressed against his skin as he lay there, exposed and vulnerable.

Janet stepped over him, her shadow falling across his body. She hiked up her skirt, revealing the soft mounds of her thighs and the curve of her hips. She reached down and pulled off her panties, tossing them aside. Then, without warning, she lowered herself onto his face.

Jim’s nose pressed against her soft, warm flesh as she settled herself on top of him. The scent of her overwhelmed him—sweet and musky, intoxicating.

“Eat,” she commanded, her voice firm.

Jim hesitated for a moment, then tentatively stuck out his tongue. He licked along her folds, tasting her as she gasped above him. His humiliation burned through him, but there was something else too—something dark and thrilling that made his cock throb.

Janet moaned softly, grinding herself against his face as he ate her out. Her thighs clamped around his head, trapping him in place. Jim’s tongue worked faster, lapping at her clit as she moved against him.

“That’s it,” she breathed, her voice low and commanding. “Just like that.”

Jim’s hands gripped her thighs as he focused on pleasuring her. Her moans grew louder, more frantic, until she finally came with a shuddering gasp. She leaned back slightly, letting him breathe for a moment before reaching down to grab his cock.

Her hand wrapped around him, stroking him firmly. Jim arched his back, his breath coming in short gasps as she worked him over.

“Please,” he begged, his voice trembling. “Let me cum.”

Janet’s grip tightened, and she slowed her strokes. “Not yet,” she said, her voice cold. “You don’t get to cum until I say so.”

Jim whimpered, his cock throbbing in her hand. He was so close—too close—but she stopped abruptly, pulling her hand away.

He groaned in frustration, a small trickle of semen leaking from the tip of his cock. Janet laughed again—a cruel, mocking laugh that sent a shiver down his spine.

“Look at that,” she sneered. “Couldn’t even hold it in. Pathetic.”

Jim lay there, panting and humiliated, as Janet stood up and straightened her skirt. She looked down at him like he was nothing more than a bug she’d crushed under her heel.

“From now on,” she said, her voice icy, “you’ll do exactly as I say. Understand?”

Jim nodded weakly, his mind reeling. He couldn’t believe what had just happened—couldn’t believe how turned on he was despite everything.

Janet smiled—a cold, calculating smile—and walked back to her desk. “Good,” she said, sitting down and crossing her legs. “Now get out of here before someone sees you.”

Jim scrambled to his feet, tucking himself back into his pants as quickly as he could. He stumbled out of the office, his face still burning with humiliation and desire.

As he walked down the hall, he couldn’t shake the feeling that this was just the beginning. Janet had him right where she wanted him—and there was no escaping her now.
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Jacob stood frozen in the doorway, clutching the invitation in his hand like it might vanish if he loosened his grip. The mansion loomed before him, its grandeur both intimidating and electrifying. He’d never been inside a place like this—hell, he’d never even been invited somewhere like this.

The envelope had arrived that morning, unmarked except for his name in elegant script. No explanation, no return address. Just a time, a date, and an address. Curiosity gnawed at him, pulling him here despite the nagging voice in his head whispering, What if this is a mistake?

He swallowed hard, straightened his tie, and stepped inside. The foyer was massive, with a chandelier that sparkled like it held stars. Soft music played somewhere unseen, and the air smelled faintly of vanilla and something richer, more sensual. Before he could take it all in, he heard footsteps. Three women appeared, their heels tapping against the marble floor. Jacob’s breath caught.

They were tall. Each one towered over him, their curves accentuated by tight, elegant dresses that clung to their bodies like a second skin. The tallest of them, with dark skin and a smile that could light up a room, stepped forward. “You must be Jacob,” she purred, her voice smooth and inviting. “I’m Kiara. Welcome.”

The other two women introduced themselves as Shelly and Catie. Shelly had fiery red hair and a mischievous glint in her eye, while Catie’s platinum blonde hair framed her round, cherubic face. All three were stunning, confident, and overwhelmingly big. Jacob felt himself shrink under their gaze, his usual insecurities about his height flaring up like a spark to dry kindling.

Kiara must have noticed because her smile widened. “Don’t be shy,” she said, stepping closer. Her hand brushed his arm, and he felt a jolt of electricity shoot through him. “We have a special appreciation for men like you. Smaller men.” She said it like it was a compliment, like his height was something to be celebrated rather than ashamed of. Jacob’s cheeks burned, but he didn’t pull away.

Two more men arrived shortly after—Rory and Jeff. They were both short like him, though Rory had a stocky build while Jeff was leaner. They seemed just as nervous as Jacob felt, but Kiara’s warmth and confidence put everyone at ease. She led them to a dining room where a lavish dinner was served. The food was incredible, but Jacob could barely focus on it. His mind kept wandering back to the women, their laughter, their presence. What was this place? What did they want?

After dinner, Kiara stood, her towering height commanding attention. “Follow me,” she said, her tone playful yet firm. They obeyed without question, trailing behind her like eager puppies.

The room she led them to was something out of a fantasy. It was spacious, with three large beds draped in silken sheets. The walls were lined with shelves holding an array of sex toys and BDSM equipment—ropes, paddles, blindfolds, things Jacob had only ever seen in movies or read about online. His heart pounded in his chest, his nerves mixing with a growing thrill.

Shelly clapped her hands, drawing everyone’s attention. “Alright, boys,” she said with a sly grin. “Clothes off. Now.”

Rory and Jeff stripped down eagerly. Jacob hesitated, his hands hovering over his shirt buttons. But when he saw the other two men standing there, naked and unashamed, he felt a strange sense of courage wash over him. He undressed slowly, his movements awkward, but no one commented. The women, meanwhile, began slipping out of their dresses, revealing lingerie that left little to the imagination. Jacob’s mouth went dry.

Kiara approached him, her hips swaying with every step. She was even more breathtaking up close, her skin glowing under the soft light of the room. She reached out, her fingers brushing against his chest before trailing down to his cock, which was already hard and eager.

“Good boy,” she murmured, her voice dripping with approval.

Her touch sent shivers through him, and he couldn’t help but moan softly.

Shelly and Catie were busy with Rory and Jeff. Shelly climbed onto one of the beds, her thick thighs straddling Rory’s face as she lowered herself onto him. “Eat,” she commanded, her voice firm but playful. Rory obeyed eagerly, his hands gripping her hips as he buried his face between her legs.

Catie, meanwhile, positioned herself on all fours on another bed, her ass high in the air. She glanced over her shoulder at Jeff, her lips curving into a smirk. “You know what to do,” she said, her tone sultry. Jeff didn’t need to be told twice. He knelt behind her, his tongue darting out to lap at her asshole while his hands gripped her hips for leverage.

Kiara’s attention returned to Jacob. She climbed onto the bed, her weight pressing him down into the mattress. Her body was heavy, overwhelmingly so, but it felt good. The way she pinned him beneath her, her breasts pressing against his chest, her thighs trapping him—it was intoxicating. She reached down, her hand wrapping around his cock again, stroking him with a rhythm that made his toes curl.

“Please,” he begged, his voice trembling. “I want to cum.”

She shook her head, her dark hair brushing against his skin. “Not yet,” she whispered, her breath warm against his ear. She shifted her weight, sliding down his body until her thighs framed his head. Her pussy hovered inches from his face, the scent of her arousal filling his senses. “Show me what my little man can do,” she teased.

Jacob didn’t need to be told twice. He pressed his lips to her folds, his tongue darting out to taste her. She gasped, her hips rocking gently against his mouth. Her taste was sweet, intoxicating, and he lapped at her hungrily, desperate to please her. Her moans grew louder, her thighs tightening around his head as she ground against his face. When she came, it was with a cry that made his cock ache between his legs.

Before he could recover, she was moving again, straddling his hips this time. She reached down, guiding him inside her with a practiced ease. Her pussy was warm and wet, clenching around him as she sank down onto his cock.

She moved slowly at first, her hips rolling in a way that drove him wild. But then she picked up the pace, bouncing on him with a ferocity that left him gasping for air. Jacob couldn’t hold back any longer. With a hoarse cry, he came, spilling inside her as she rode him through his orgasm.

When she finally stilled, she leaned down, her lips brushing against his ear. “Such a good little man,” she purred.

The room was filled with the sounds of pleasure—Shelly’s moans as Rory continued to eat her out, Catie’s gasps as Jeff worshipped her ass, and the rhythmic creaking of the beds as they all lost themselves in the moment.

When it was over, the women gathered the men together, their smiles warm and satisfied. “We’ll be doing this again soon,” Kiara said, her tone leaving no room for argument. “Would you boys like to come back?”

Jacob barely hesitated. “Yes,” he said hoarsely.

Rory and Jeff nodded eagerly.

As Jacob drove home later that night, his mind was a whirlwind of thoughts and emotions. He couldn’t believe what had just happened—what he’d done, what he’d experienced. But more than anything, he couldn’t wait to do it again.

cover.jpeg
BRANDI MOORE

BENEATH HER WEIGHT
-

15 BBW DOMINATION EROTIC STORIES






OEBPS/c0.xhtml



