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Teaser

“I arched my back and moaned. The pleasure she was giving me was almost too much for me to take. She was quite experienced with what she was doing, and her tongue almost felt as if it was part of me, and that it always belonged there, licking and flicking all over my wet cunt.

She was not measuring efforts. Camelia proceeded to lick and give me kisses on my thighs and legs, making my toes curl. She should have put something to keep me locked onto the bed, because staying still was getting harder and harder. She was moving up, toward my cunt once again, and I could not wait to feel her there another time.

She didn’t tell me what my safe word was, and I felt that such was not needed. Camelia was an experienced, mature Futa, and for someone like me, who was so different from her, she would understand when I needed a break, not that I was ever going to request that anytime soon.”
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Too Big for Me

Chapter 1

What a boring life I was living. Working on this job was not for anybody, but I still wished I could do something that was not monitoring this nuclear reactor all day long. I wished they could build something that could work without human intervention, but here I was in this domed building looking at numbers and graphs to figure out if there was going to be an explosion or not.

I yawned and looked outside. The outside world looked so peaceful, especially without anything close by. Only some birds and rodents dared to pass by this nuclear reactor building.

And then, as if by magic, something - or better, someone - caught my attention. It was a woman, and she had hair that I wished I had, and it was also so much more than that. Her hair seemed to flow as if it were part of the wind, and her body was making me drool without realizing I was doing that. I even lost the chain of thoughts that I was following when I was analyzing the data on the screen.

And that body of heirs too. She was fit, and the more I thought about her, the more I wished I could explore that beauty with my hands. It would make my day so much better. I was already getting wet and ready for that woman, despite not having a chance that we were going to get together. There was just no chance... but why was she walking outside and how did she get through all the protection that was put to prevent that from happening?

Shit! I looked at the console and realized that the reactor was about to explode. I pressed a lot of buttons until it seemed that it was cooling down, and then rubbed the sweat on my forehead with my hand. Feeling relieved, I thought that that was a close call, and decided to walk out to figure out what was happening with that woman, who was still outside picking flowers and trying to sing with the birds.

When I got to her, she turned around and smiled. I thought I was going to be all tough on her, but soon realized that such was impossible. That woman beamed confidence, and she was tall and imposing. I was very small and short compared to her, but still, I was one of the responsible employees of this nuclear reactor plant.

“Hey, you need to get out of here. This is no place for you,” I said, but she ignored me. Her smile remained on her face.

And then, she walked over to me. I got afraid and walked back, and then hit the wall of the building. She continued coming over to me, and then put her two arms beside my head as if to say that she had me under her control. I got nervous once more, and felt beads of sweat forming on my forehead.

I was going to dry them again with my hand, but the woman grabbed my hand and moved it down. “Relax, nothing weird is going to happen here, unless you want to.”

“What do you mean?” I asked, curious about where she was going with that.

“Look down,” she said, and I did, as I had just become her little pet and could not think for myself anymore.

What I saw there made my heart skip a beat. It was a bulge, as if she were a man instead of a woman, and… it could not be! It was growing by the second, ever so bigger, and I thought that it was going to grow so big that her pants were going to get a hole in them pretty soon.

I panicked and tried to run away, but she grabbed me and put me against the wall once more. “Do you want this?” She whispered to my right ear, and I melted. Her smile was back on her face, and this time, it was more devilish.

She pressed my body against the wall, ever so more, and then more and more, as if she pretended to make me melt and become one with the wall. I felt her growing bulge pressing against my belly, making me know just how horny she was for me, and I withered in response. I felt that I was losing all the power and energy that I had... and I was letting her have her way with me.

What I thought about her being imposing, big and demanding, she was now making those things even more perceptible to me. I thought I was going to faint. My chest was working hard to breathe, but she was all over me, kissing my neck now and continuing to pin my body against the cement wall, her breasts engulfing me as if I was nothing.

And then, she kissed me in the mouth, but proceeded to withdraw her lips as she looked me in the eye. “Come to this address if you want more,” she murmured to me, and then walked away, and I watched her go while I continued to hold the invitation card that she gave to me. Her figure disappeared into the distance, and that almost made me feel that, after all, she was a ghost.

Once I had recomposed myself, I looked at the piece of paper and read the address. So that was where she wanted to meet me. I thought about not going there, and just dismissing what happened, but I could not… do that. My heart was thumping so hard, and I was feeling so nervous, but I was still going there.

I made my choice, and I was not going to walk away from it.


Chapter 2

Idrove to her address. The place was located outside of the city, but close to the nuclear reactor plant. That must have been why she was walking outside of where I was working, as if she knew I was going to come and talk to her. However, I dismissed that thought because there was no way that she could predict the future. Maybe she was just used to getting things her way.

I knocked on the door. The building had a couple of floors, and it looked as if nobody had lived there for a long time, but when one second or two passed after I knocked, a light at the top floor was turned on. One minute later, that same woman opened the door for me, and stood at the doorway with that devilish smile on her face that I thought only she could pull off.

“So nice to see you here,” she said.

I noticed what she was wearing. Something very revealing, with her belly exposed, and a skirt that looked too short for her. She also had heeled sandals too, which made her even taller than before. I didn’t come with anything to make up for that, so I felt even smaller, and so much more vulnerable.

She stood aside and led me through the building until we reached a dark room with a single table in the middle of it. “Name is Camelia,” she said before sitting on a chair.

I didn’t even know if I should say my name to a woman like her. She was so much more than that, though; her package between her legs made it clear that she was a Futa, and one of the big ones. I had a thing for women like her, but I didn’t think that she was going to be that big, and I had never seen one with her size before. If she were to penetrate me, I would become nothing more than her rag doll.

“My name-” I was saying, but then she cut me off and said, “Maureen. I saw your name on your uniform back when we met at the reactor building.”

Of course she did. A woman with eyes like hers was never going to miss something like that.

“Well,” she said before standing up, “I have a proposition for you, and it’s something that you need to confirm to me that you are not going to tell anyone. If I find out that you ended up doing that, then you will never see me again. Understand that?”

I nodded my head, my eyes locked with hers as I felt that doing anything different was going to ignite her anger.

“Good. Get undressed then, and do it quickly because we don’t have much time to waste.”

I began to do as she demanded of me. I took off my shirt, revealing my breasts with my bra for her. She looked at them, and then I noticed something in her eyes. Desire? It was most likely that. We had come here for this reason, and she liked what she was seeing. I felt proud and happy that she was enjoying the view.

And then, I took off my pants. I didn’t know why I came here with them. Maybe it was most likely to feel more vulnerable for her, or maybe to have another layer of protection - it depended on what I was feeling back when I was getting dressed for this, which was something that, of course, I didn’t remember anymore. I was too nervous for that.

I was now wearing no more than my bra and a pair of panties, and Camelia looked as if she was going to devour me right here and now. She spent a good amount of time licking her lips as she stared at my shaved pussy. My pair of panties was too small and delicate to hide that fact, and I soon realized that such was an advantage for me right now. Camelia just got to find out how much I took care of myself.

“Nice, now lay down on the bed and keep those legs open for me. I am going to have some fun with you.”

I did as she asked, and laid down on the cold, high bed. She walked to stand beside me, and then bent down, her tongue sticking out as she announced what she was going to do to me. I almost protested - moved my body in a way that I should not - but then managed to control myself. That was what I had come here for, and I was not going to walk away from my decision.

The Futa began to flick her tongue on my pussy, and I felt it going on and on, as if there was no end to it. Things had barely started for the two of us, but I still had the feeling that this was going to last the whole night, and maybe even more than that, especially with her tongue feeling that good and demanding.

I arched my back and moaned. The pleasure she was giving me was almost too much for me to take. She was quite experienced with what she was doing, and her tongue almost felt as if it was part of me, and that it always belonged there, licking and flicking all over my wet cunt.

She was not measuring efforts. Camelia proceeded to lick and give me kisses on my thighs and legs, making my toes curl. She should have put something to keep me locked onto the bed, because staying still was getting harder and harder. She was moving up, toward my cunt once again, and I could not wait to feel her there another time.

She didn’t tell me what my safe word was, and I felt that such was not needed. Camelia was an experienced, mature Futa, and for someone like me, who was so different from her, she would understand when I needed a break, not that I was ever going to request that anytime soon.

And it was then that she stood up and murmured, “You are all nice and ready now,” and I knew that we were just about to get to the best part of this.


Chapter 3

Camelia proceeded to take off her skirt, and her panties. What stood before me was not a common, fragile woman like me, but something so much better and with so many advantages that I felt envious. I wished I was like her, and that I had a dick that big; she was not even hard for now, and I still felt that way. Even flaccid, her cock looked as if it was around 6 or 7 inches. I wondered what she would be like when rigid, and then I feared that because I didn’t know if I would be able to take her all the way in.

“Want this, little one?” She whispered, but the room was so silent that I heard her as if she was speaking through a microphone.

She stepped sideways a bit, and then positioned her big dong where she wanted. Her hand reached for mine, grabbed it, and then wrapped my fingers around her cock. I felt it growing and bulging when I did that, and then I feared that thing even more. There was no way that I was going to take that all the way in, and yet, I still felt like I deserved to at least try that.

“Yes, Maureen. Just like that. Yes… that is good,” she said as I began to work her dick with my hands, slowly as not to disappoint her in any way. I didn’t want to make Camelia think that I was not obeying her the way she wished me to. I also felt that I needed to worship this Futa to make her so satisfied that she would have no doubts about inviting me here again.

And her rod kept on growing and growing, forcing my fingers to open up space for her girth, and also making them feel so tiny. Her pre-cum began to come out and prepare the way for her inevitable release. I could feel her pre-cum flowing along her length, coating it, and making it feel slick too. It was making everything so much better, and hotter, and I felt like there was nothing I wanted to do right now other than to worship this Futa the way she deserved.

“Hmmm... ah, fuck,” she murmured, and her words and voice were like music to my ears. I was mesmerized at her length, incapable of looking at anything else. Her balls were just behind, looking heavy and filled with her sperm, and so I gave them a squeeze with my other hand. It was something immediate, and short, and just enough to make her moan out of pure pleasure.

She tilted her head back, and then I moved my lips around her womanhood. When I wrapped them around her cockhead, I felt just how big she really was. That was how I really compared dicks, and she was, indeed, the biggest one that I had experienced. There was no man or other Futa like her. When fully erect, she was probably over 12 inches, confirming that there was no chance she was going to plunge herself all the way into my womb. It was just not humanly possible, but I still felt like trying that anyway.

“Fuck, I needed this,” she hissed.

I was sucking her dick, flicking my tongue over her dickhead, and swirling around it too in an attempt to feel what made this Futa the woman she was. I was loving this so much, especially with her pre-cum that continued to come out, now coating my tongue and making me taste her saltiness. I could just imagine what it was going to be like to savor her sperm once it was coming out in hot spurts of pure pleasure.

And then, the Futa grabbed my legs and moved me on the bed so that my cunt was facing her immense cock. I looked down, and felt so much smaller and vulnerable. There was no way she going all the way in, I thought once again, but that made me feel so horny and to wish her to try that anyhow.

The Futa didn’t measure efforts as she pushed her hard erection in, filling my pussy. Her dickhead came in as if I was a virgin, and I screamed her name. “Fuck, Maureen. You are so tight,” she murmured before plunging more of her inches in. The dickhead coming in was the easy part, because her shaft was so much thicker. Her girth was like nothing I had experienced before, and inside me, it felt so much bigger.

She reached the end of my hot, clenching womb, and just as I suspected, she didn’t manage to put all her inches in, but she started to fuck me nonetheless, her hips moving forward and backward as her grip on my legs didn’t change one bit.

I felt her hard dick coming in and out, and she kept on saying my name, “Fuck. So tight, Maureen,” and I had no choice but to throw my head back, and moan and groan out of pure pleasure. It was that feeling, mixed with pain, and their combined overload that was the best sensation in the world. I would not change it for anything, and the Futa knew that. She knew that I was under her full control.

It was not long before her dick was pulsing and twitching in my womb as she came, the opening of her cockhead still leaking her pre-cum before that like a broken faucet, and my tunnel clenching so hard around her shaft that I almost fainted. She continued to cream inside me bareback, without protection, and I didn’t care about that because the pleasure was too much to think about such an unimportant thing.

Her sperm was shot out in hot, thick ropes that filled my womb. I was hot down there and wet too, but her cum was something else, and it made me feel so much pleasure. I was overtaken by her desire and dirty wish for me as her immense shaft continued to pulse. I clenched so hard and demanding around it because I didn’t want to let go of her.

But she eased out of me, as she eventually had to, and then positioned her dick in my mouth. It was still pulsing and twitching. After some effort, I managed to put it in between my lips once again, and I felt it filling and creaming in this other hole of mine. I felt her cream coating my tongue, and I loved her taste. It was so salty and so much like her.

I mouthed on it as if it were a pacifier of mine, and I thought of never letting go of it. What happened afterward was a blur to me because I must have fallen asleep with that big thing still filling my mouth and throat.

I became her slut from then on, and would always come back to suck and worship her big dick.


Too Thick for Me

Chapter 1

Pretending that I was a lesbian was something that I came up with. Why is that? Someone might ask, and that was because I was tired of men, from all types and ages, trying to get in between my legs, which also got annoying pretty quickly. I knew that I was good-looking - the kind of woman that stole stares, wishes and compliments for her appearance wherever I went - but I needed some peace, and being pretending to be a lesbian was exactly the kind of thing that I needed.

But I also thought it was never going to be more than that: that I was never going to look at women in a certain way that should be prohibited for me. When Camelia came to work in the same office that I was, my eyes immediately focused on her, and her alone. She seemed to be everywhere in the main office room, even when she was just behind her computer, typing and working.

It was maddening. Whenever I got home, I needed a shower and some biscuits to make my mind forget about her, her body, her personality, her voice, her hair, her makeup, and everything that defined her as the striking woman that she was. I thought I was going crazy, but then I remembered my thing about being a lesbian woman now, and I understood what was going on. I went so far and deep into that that I ended up becoming a real lesbian woman myself.

But it was also so much more than that. There was something about Camelia that just… didn’t seem right for me, but which was also part of the thing that made me wish to explore and caress her body, and to be dominated by her. I could not quite put my finger on it, and the only odd thing I really knew about that was that she always came to work wearing a skirt, and never pants. Kind of odd considering that it was an unwritten rule in the company to wear the latter.

“So, you are having feelings for her?” Leandra, a friend of mine asked when I mentioned what was going on with me. She was lesbian just like me, except that she had always been one.

“Yeah, I am, but I mean, don’t you find it odd that she never wears pants?”

“No, why would I? Just because everyone here wears them? Seems like an odd thing to be focusing so much on,” she said.

“Nah, it’s nothing. Let’s get back to work.”

I had some run-ins with Camelia, though they were always short. She was tall and imposing for a woman, as if she had a stroke of different luck with her genes, she would have been born a man. That could have something to do with the nuclear accident that happened like 30 years ago, but I wondered how much that had an influence on her, considering that I didn’t even know if she grew up here. I knew that she lived near the company we work for, but that was all.

I was minding my own business, smoking a cigarette in the parking lot, when I heard the door beside me being opened. Through the doorway stepped Camelia, who then produced her cigarette and lit it up. She stood a bit far from me, as if she didn’t want to talk, and then said, “Nice boobs that you have there.”

I coughed in the smoke that I was exhaling. Where the fuck did that come from?

“Excuse me?!”

“Nice boobs, I said. Big enough, but also not too big as to make them look loose, and they really don’t move much when you are walking. I noticed that, and sorry for that; I could not help it.”

My mind was still processing what she said when she walked over to me and planted a kiss on my cheek. “Did you like that? I can do more.” I didn’t resist it and kissed her lips back. We kissed for some time until she moved her head back, and her eyes looked into mine.

“There is something that I can offer for a ‘lesbian’ gal like you,” she whispered, but in the parking lot, it felt as if her words could be heard everywhere.

“What?” I questioned her, but she was already moving away from me, and back to the main office room. I walked over to the doorway, and stared at her as she went back to work.

My mind was still going back and forth about what happened. What in the world had she just done? I thought that we didn’t have anything between us, but she just kissed me and walked away as if that didn’t mean anything.

I then noticed that I was holding something in my hand after I tossed my used cigarette into the trash bin. How did that happen? Did Camelia put it there when she was kissing me and I didn’t notice that? It was the only explanation that made sense, but then, that spoke a lot about how she could do something without the other knowing, as if she was some kind of spy.

The message read, “Stay in the main office room after everyone is gone, and wait for me. My gift will come, and I am sure that you will like it. Just be patient, and be naked too. I want to see the full glory of those breasts, and how well they look on you. It has been like a t*rture watching you go and come with all those layers hiding them from me. Kisses. Camelia.”

That was more than an invitation, and I knew that very well. Once everyone was gone, if I stayed in the main office room, there was no turning back, and only one thing was going to happen to me. I had to make a decision, and despite thinking that I could just say no to her, I could feel that my heart was not going to allow me to do that.


Chapter 2

Well, everyone had already walked out of the building, and were on their way home. I stood behind my computer’s screen, typing and pretending that I was still working on some things before going out. My boss walked over to me and said that she was going to leave the keys with me, which was nice, and then asked for me to hand them to her after I was done with the rest of my work. I comforted her and told her that there was no problem. I was going to head to her house once I was done with a ‘client’ that needed some ‘help.’

But of course, it was nothing about that. Once she had closed the door behind her, I went to the middle of the main office room after turning off the cameras, and took off my clothes. I left them in a pile beside me, and then waited, and waited some more for Camelia to come.

Some time passed - time enough for the sunset to become nighttime - and I began to think that this was all just a joke, and that tomorrow she was going to blackmail me with footage of my naked body. If she were to do that, I would be pissed and leave this city.

I was getting a bit nervous when I heard the main door opening. “Where have you been?!” I asked, letting her know how impatient I had been that whole time. She still walked over to me with her usual pace, and then planted a kiss on my lips as if she had done nothing wrong. Without realizing it, my attitude was showing just how much I had been wishing for this, and how she had made me dependent on her.

I should not be a lesbian woman asking for another gal to fuck me, but here I was, doing just that, but it didn’t make me feel ashamed.

“Sorry about that,” she said as her kisses moved to my neck, and then down to my breasts, where she worked her way to one of my nipples. Her lips danced around it, and then she began to milk it. If I were pregnant, I was sure that I would be releasing milk into her mouth. I was moaning already, and my eyes were going inside my head. She was already doing me so well.

“So beautiful and precious,” she said once she moved away from my nipple, and onto the other. Her lips wrapped themselves around it as her hands caressed the sides of my body. My legs and ass were taken by her desire as her fingers worked and slid over me. I could feel my body trembling, and my mind losing itself as she continued her domination of me.

I noticed that she was still fully clothed, with her usual skirt, but I didn’t think much of that. I was sure that she was going to get undressed, and then allow me to play with her body just like she was doing to me.

She moved her head back, and then down to my belly button, where she stayed for some seconds as her tongue played and flicked against my skin. “So soft and tender,” she murmured against me, her breath becoming noticeable against the cool wind of the air conditioner.

I could feel my whole body itching for her. Despite her focused efforts, she seemed to be all over me, especially with her hands being on different parts of my body as her lips took care of something else.

My cunt was already releasing some of my juices as Camelia worked her way down to it. Her tongue grazed over my clit, and I let out a long and louder moan that grabbed her attention. She looked up and asked, “Should I do it slower?”

I shook my head, much to her delight as she opened a shy smile. Her tongue was stuck out, and she began to play with my clit once again. I noticed that we were still in the middle of the main office room, and that this could not lack any more privacy. One unlucky person could just walk in and find us two doing this…

As she worked my clit, making my whole body itchy and my mind lose itself even more, I began to wish that I could do the same for her, but I didn’t think that such was going to be possible right now. Camelia had me under her full control, and she was not about to let that get in the way of her continuous domination.

Camelia stood up, and then her tongue was all over my neck, and shoulders and arms. She was feeling me in a way that no man before her ever did for me. I could feel how imposing she was, how small she was making me feel, and how needy her desire for me was. Her whole body seemed as if it was made of fresh lava, and her hands continued her assault on me, making me moan and grunt as if I had lost the ability to speak.

“So precious and beautiful, just the way I like it,” she said as her kisses moved down to my breasts, and over to my nipples once again. In the meantime, her hands looked for my butt for the second time that night, and she squeezed and felt them with her fingers.

They worked their way inside, in the direction of my backdoor, and squeezed one of them in. It was just one, but it felt as if she had put two of her fingers in. She rotated it and played with me for some time before finally taking it out, much to my relief as I exhaled.

I was being overloaded by her, and she knew that very well. For a reason that I knew very well, I didn’t mind that, and just wished that she was going to continue her relentless assault on me. I was so good at this thing of being in a submitting position for her.


Chapter 3

And it was then that she lowered her frilly skirt, and I was in shock when I noticed what she was sporting there. She was wearing a pair of boxer briefs, and she had a bulge behind it, as if she had… cock and balls, which could not be possible, or could that be? I was so in shock that Camelia had to bring her hand up, and caress my cheek to bring me back to reality.

“They are yours if you want it,” she murmured, and I knew what she meant.

My eyes could not stop looking at the huge, pronounced bulge she had between her legs. There was a wet spot around the tip of the silhouette of what could only be a cock, and it was probably her pre-cum.

I had a rush of thoughts of all the times that I had sex with men. Even though I got annoyed by them and didn’t want to have anything to do with them since they always seemed so desperate for me, what I was seeing in front of me was something else.

This was a woman, who was not desperate for me, and she had the things that I missed so much. Camelia didn’t know it, but I fucked my pussy and asshole with a huge white dildo that I bought for myself every night. I liked dicks, and I liked women at the same time, and Camelia just appeared to be… the perfect combination of those things.

I got on my knees on the same instant, and used my hands to lower her pair of boxer briefs. It slid down her smooth legs, and out of it jumped her huge cock. It was veiny and imposing, just like Camelia herself. There was a bead of pre-cum forming at the opening of her crown, which I licked with my tongue.

“I knew that you wanted this,” she said.

I squeezed her balls with my hand, trying to feel as if they were real or not. I almost thought that I was in some kind of weird dream, but that was not it. Her skin and testicles felt real in my hand. I squeezed her ballsac a bit more, and then exhaled because, during this whole time, I somehow forgot to do that.

I wrapped my lips around her cockhead, and then started to bob up and down on her. She was thick - too thick for me - but I was still willing to take her whole length in me. I continued to make my way down along her shaft as she stayed still. Her head was tilted down as she looked at me. One of her hands was working her clit, bringing her another source of pleasure that only a woman like her could have while her dick was cared for.

My mind wondered who she really was, but I was so lost and overwhelmed by her big dick that I didn’t think about that much.

My tongue flicked and swirled around her cockhead. I was more than just bobbing up and down on her, I was worshipping her length. Her rock-hard dick felt wondered in my mouth, and it was meaty and heavy. I could feel her veins too, and how different this dick was from all the others I had before; this one had the tenderness that only women had.

I was really enjoying this, but I also wanted so much more. I wanted to feel her big dick in me, which was why I moved my head back and stood up. My mouth found hers once again, and then we began to make out as she made me walk backward. My back collided with the wall of the main office room, and then I begged, “In me, please.”

Camelia smiled and said, “As you wish, my princess,” before picking me up with ease and taking me to our boss’s office room.

She put me on her table, and then widened my legs. I was lying down on the wooden table, my head just over its edge. All I could see was her reflection from the semi-transparent windows of the room.

Camelia bent down and began to lick my asshole. I could feel her tongue working it just like she wetted my clit before. It was hot and demanding just like then too, which made me moan and arch my back.

“You are ready,” she said before gripping my legs and trying to push her erection in.

“I am ready,” I hissed when I felt her dickhead trying to come in.

Her invasion was soon successful once she used a bit more force. I felt it stretching me, causing immense pain that I held back. I grunted when she reached the end of my tunnel, and then started her long and powerful thrusts that made my toes curl.

I could feel her stretching me even more, her dick becoming one with my dark tunnel. She was immense and big, and those things were actually an understatement about her size. She might as well be the biggest person that ever penetrated me so far.

Camelia said in between her thrusts, “I am coming. Hang tight,” I could feel that she was right about that. Her thrusts became faster and more erratic. Her balls were swinging so much that they were slapping against my buttcheeks at this point.

It was not long before her dick was twitching in me. I clenched around it as if my life depended on it, and then I didn’t let her go. Her cock began to release her milk in me, and it was hot and dense. I could feel it coming and coating me with it, and I was moaning her name out loud while she grunted.

Once she was done, she eased out of me, cleaned herself and left a message on the table after she got dressed. I was too tired by what had just happened to say goodbye to her, so I stayed lying down on the table.  My hand reached for her snippet of paper, and then I held it in front of me after some tries.

“Want the same tomorrow?”

I opened a shy smile of satisfaction before falling asleep and making the easiest decision of my life.


Too Tight Back There

Chapter 1

When I began to work for this office, they told me that, every morning, I was supposed to pull a lever on my table. They refused to tell me why, though. “You will find out about it soon enough,” was all that my boss could share with me about it. It was kind of top-secret, though not really because we were just a very small office in a big city.

But, the lever did make me curious about it. Every morning I would check it out, and try to find what pulling it did. However, that was easier said than done. Whenever I pulled the lever, there were no sounds or anything happening really, so I was always left wondering, but continued to do the task nonetheless because I needed the job.

“Maybe, one day, when you find what it does, you will wish that you didn’t even care about it,” one of my friends told me when I was talking about my job.

But, I really was more concerned about something else, which was my sex life. I had not dated a woman in a very long time. Finding one that wanted me in this city was a hard thing to do; it seemed that most of them were looking for dicks and balls, which of course I didn’t have.

I wondered if there was a way to put those on a woman, but that seemed impossible. There was no way that sort of thing could happen. I mean, there was a reason why society was separated into women and men. One was supposed to be fucking, the other was meant to be on the receiving end. It was a relationship that worked well.

I sighed as I pulled on the lever at my table again. Like all other times, I tried to hear or see if anything had happened, but there was nada. Nothing. People still worked on their computers, some walked from spot to spot, and the building itself remained unchanged.

I had one coworker, a woman, that I had my eyes on. Gosh, was she gorgeous! She was really tall, imposing, and she commanded respect wherever she went. Some people even bowed for her as if she was some kind of Japanese queen.

She was far from anything similar to that, though. Her name was Camelia, and one day I stalked to find where she lived. It was not too far from the office we worked in, I learned, and she didn’t have any family or anything of the sort. It was just her, her dog and her small house in a secluded neighborhood.

I usually spent more time than necessary admiring her hair, how it moved when she walked, how she sat on her office chair, how her fingers worked on the keyboard, the color of her lipstick, and the smell of her cologne. I was spending so much time and effort trying to find what she liked and who she was.

For what purpose was I doing that? Well, there was not a single purpose specifically. I was just curious, and invested, and thinking about her all the time. She was my crush, and she seemed so distant from me. I wanted to talk to her one day, to introduce myself to her, but I didn’t know if she was going to want me. I didn’t even know if she liked women that same way I liked them, to begin with, so it was difficult to approach her.

But, I had hope, which was part of the reason why I didn’t bother to ask my boss too often about the lever. I wanted to keep working there, and to find out answers to some of the questions that I had about that gorgeous woman called Camelia.

It was no wonder that I spent so many nights, before sleeping, fingering myself and playing with my clit before climaxing as if a real woman had fucked me with a real dick. I could just imagine what Camelia was like behind the dresses that she wore, what she would say to me as we had the sex of our lives, and how she would make me her whore.

I wanted to feel her dominating hands exploring me, and her whole body engulfing mine. I wanted to wrap my legs around her lower back, to feel her carrying me, her lips lingering on mine, my mouth all over her hard nipples, and she crying out my name as she orgasmed like never before.

I wanted to feel her using a vibrator to fuck me, and to make me have multiple orgasms at the same time. I wanted to feel small and insignificant with her on top of me, and her fingers coming inside my womb as if she was an explorer finding uncharted land.

I was far from being ‘uncharted land’, but I still wished to have her in me, and to feel like I was having my first time again. It had been so long, and she looked like she didn’t have anyone, so all I needed was some courage to take the first step, and to continue pulling on that lever for whatever purpose it did have.

Because it had one, and maybe one day I was going to find that out.


Chapter 2

Igot into the office like I did every morning, sat down in front of my computer and pulled down the lever. This time, I didn’t even bother checking out if anything was going to happen as my mind was more concerned about Camelia, who came to work before I did, and that was unusual. She never did that before.

Camelia entered a room, and then took some time before she was back. However, when she did return to the main office room, she looked different, and had a change of clothes too. She still wore her dress, which was always an odd thing to me, but there was something else behind it.

And then, she walked over to me, as if she had something to say. Her eyes were looking into mine, and I froze. What was she going to do? I could only guess, but I knew that whatever it was that she had in mind, I was soon going to find out.

“Thanks for pulling on that lever,” she told me.

“What?”

“Thanks for pulling on the lever every day you came here to work.”

“What does it do?”

“It did this,” she said before lifting her dress and showing me what she had down there. I discovered, also, what she was now wearing after she came back from that room. It was something made of leather and metal, and it was holding and encasing… her balls and dick!

I was stupefied and almost fainted! Her legs were smooth, and she was not wearing panties, and she had balls and a dick that looked just like those found on men! How and when did that happen? Did she always have those?

“Your work with the lever allowed me to grow my testicles and cock bigger than what they were, and now I can have so much fun. Want to feel what they are like?” She asked.

I was still trying to process the ‘woman’ and… the things in front of me, but I nodded my head anyway. A smile appeared on her face - a devious one. I moved closer to her after standing up from my office chair, and before I knew it, I was kneeling in front of Camelia as if she was a goddamn queen, and I, her loyal servant.

I moved my open mouth close to her glistening shaft, but before I could wrap my lips around it, she put her hand in front of me and said, “No, you don’t get to have fun with me so early in the day. Remember that people are going to come here to work. We need to set up a date and place for what your little mind is thinking about right now.”

“But… what is even going on here?”

“Like I said, you pulling down the lever every day allowed a machine to work. That machine, in turn, extended my dick and fueled my body to make my balls even bigger. I now have more sperm in me than three men combined, and I have so much lust to fuck a woman like you that I might actually need four princesses to become my cum-sluts.”

“That is crazy, and you are…”

“Everything that you wished to have? I knew that you were a lesbian, and that you had been thinking that sex with women could be a bit different. Well, I have just the thing for that.”

Someone turned on the doorknob, and Camelia hid her balls and cock behind her dress. “Come with me to the bathroom. We will have some privacy there.”

I followed her, and then she closed the door with a key. “Good thing that our boss gave this to me.”

I was questioning myself why she would have a key that can lock the bathroom’s door when she pushed me against the wall and started to rub her erection against my sex. It was all happening really fast, and I was losing myself, but despite those things, I was loving what was happening, and soon gave myself completely to her.

She rubbed her erection against me some more, as if she really was proud of her new toy, and then pulled away before saying, “You gave up pretty quickly.”

“What?”

“I thought that you were going to resist me somewhat, but you didn’t even try.”

“I’m sorry, it’s just that I have been thinking about you and sex this whole time.”

“You have been thinking about me? Well, that explains all the stalking. I thought that you were planning on robbing me.”

I shook my head and went down on my knees in front of her. “Please allow me to suck your big dick before we return to work.”

“You really want it that bad?”

I pleaded with my eyes and then bowed in front of her. “Yes, please. I need it, and it is so big and meaty.”

“As you wish,” she said before opening her devilish smile again and lifting her dress. I was all over her big cock before she could even moan my name. Camelia tilted her head back as I kissed and licked her veiny member as if it was ice cream.

I soon lost perception of everything that was around me, and focused only on her big member, and how it just kept on leaking her pre-cum. I replaced the kisses and licks with my tongue around her dick, and then started to bob up and down along her length as if my life depended on it.

She continued to moan her name before she soon blew her load in me, and I took it all in. It was creamy and dense and thick, and it was difficult to swallow, but I continued to fill my stomach with it anyway. Just like she said, she had a lot of sperm stored in her balls, and once I was finished swallowing her, I felt like I was not going to need lunch later.

When I pulled my mouth away, she hid her dick behind her dress and said, before unlocking the bathroom’s door, “Tomorrow night here. Be in our boss’ office room, and don’t ask questions. I don’t like having to answer anything when I am about to fuck a woman.”


Chapter 3

Iunbuttoned her shirt, but before I could put it off, she put her hands on my face and kissed me. I pulled away and looked into her eyes. “It’s okay is. I want you. "

She laughed and kissed me again. “Don’t worry.”

She ran her hands down my back and stood there looking at me, as if I was the only person on Earth that mattered to her. I grabbed the front of her shirt and pulled her against my body. I loved that she did not push me away; it made me feel better about our relationship.

”I needed this.”

She let out a laugh and ran her fingers through my hair. I kissed the corner of her mouth and then grabbed her ass. “This is going to be our night.”

“I like it when you talk dirty to me.”

“I do too.” I pulled her into me.

"We are never gonna get enough of this.”

She laughed again and ran her hand through my hair. “I love your body, Camelia,” I said.

“I love the way you look at me.”

She wrapped her arms around my neck and held me closer to her. I felt her wetness as I pressed myself against her body. Her legs were touching mine and I could feel the heat coming off her.

I took off her underwear, and my body was screaming. Her cock was in front of me, already hard and throbbing, so I cupped it between my palms and began rubbing it. She groaned and grabbed my head. Her hand reached down and began rubbing the base of it.

I took in a deep breath and started to move up and down her cock. I could feel the pre-cum from her tip sliding down my cheek and I could smell her salty skin. My hand was on her balls and as I rocked down on her, her eyes rolled back and she let out a growl.

I looked up at her and saw the passion in her eyes. I grabbed the base of her cock and ran my tongue along the top of it. She was so thick and long. I continued to massage her while moving up and down.

My hand cupped her balls once again; she gasped and let out a soft curse as I massaged the tension out of her. “Come for me,” I said as I continued to circle my fist, and her entire body jerked, pushing up against my hand. She was ready.

I could feel her pulse pounding. “Please," she panted. My gaze dropped to her cock, slick and pulsing. I reached up to touch it again. She grabbed my wrist, stilling my hand. I licked my lips, watching her, knowing she wanted me.

My own hand slipped to her erection once more, and her eyes opened wide as she found my palm and held it to her throbbing erection. “No more games,” I whispered, my eyes fixed to her. I was on fire.

“No more games,” she said as she picked me up and put me on her office table. Her hands proceeded to widen the gap between my legs, exposing me to her.

She bent down and started to lick my pussy, and I jerked my hips up in response. She continued to lick and suck while her tongue continued to tease it. I was completely turned on and the pleasure was coming over me. I was not just feeling the hot sensation of her tongue; I was experiencing it in the best way possible.

She used her hands to pull my legs up and I moved my hips up and down on her tongue as my breathing became more erratic. When her tongue began to tease and play over the throbbing bundle of nerves in my clit, I cried out. It had been so long that I felt like I could no longer hold myself up.

My head fell back against the pillow as I cried out for her to finish what she was doing to me. As my body trembled, I felt her tongue moving over my throbbing clit. I felt her fingers slipping inside me and then I felt her thumb hitting that spot that made me cry out.

She pushed her erection into my tight pussy, and the orgasm slammed into me so hard that it nearly knocked me off the table. She growled deep in her throat, pushing deeper into me, her hands flexing on my hips as she pushed harder into me, deeper, and the friction was maddening.

I did not think I could move, but somehow I managed to move my hips to give her even easier access to my body. I wrapped my legs around her lower back, holding her firmly as she continued to thrust into me, her body hard and rigid against mine. I was crying out, trying to get my orgasm to come, and feeling that it was going to hit me hard once it was with us.

I was so hot and my skin felt like it was on fire. It was as if I was the only one who had ever experienced such pleasure, and I felt the ripples of ecstasy rush across my body, my sex clenching around her. I realized she was still inside me, her hips continuing to piston me, and all I could do was to breathe as best as I could.

And then, she came in my womb, with a moan of release, her cock throbbing in me, my womb closing on her shaft. It was erupting like a fucking volcano, and I was loving her release. It was creamy and dense and thick, and it had everything I loved about a futa’s sperm. It just kept on coming too, which was lovely, and she had so much of it. I was lost in my own thoughts while she continued her assault, despite her intense release.

My body shuddered, shook, and before long, I was having my own orgasm, my womb clenching even more around her shaft. I was milking her while my own release took hold of me, and my eyes met hers. She was smiling; the kind of smile that meant that she was right about the lever, and that I should become whatever she wished of me.

Once we were done, she was caressing my forehead and telling me her story until we both fell asleep.


Doubled by the Futas

Chapter 1

Iopened my eyes, barely recognizing the environment I was in. What is this place? I asked myself. When I realized that I was sitting on a chair that could just about hold my weight, a door opened, which surprised me because I didn’t think that this room even had that. Everything was so dark.

Two women appeared from the doorway, but no, they were not really women. They were too big and tall for something like that. They sported devious smiles on their faces, as if they had been watching me the whole time and were just waiting for me to wake up.

“Wakey wakey,” the voice of one of them sounded in the chamber.

“Good morning, little one,” the other said.

Even though the room was dark, I could still make out some of their features. One of the futas had long hair that went to her butt, and the other had curly hair that appeared to be blonde. They both seemed to be about the same age; faces not wrinkle-free, so they were maybe around 35 years old.

I was feeling vulnerable in their presence; I was naked from my shirt down. I could feel my butt and pussy lips pressing against the hard surface of the wooden chair. I wondered if it was going to hold my weight long enough for whatever they had in store for me, because I also realized that if such didn’t happen, I was going to be hurt; there were spikes just under the chair.

“Seems that you made the right choice, June.”

“Indeed,” the other side.

One of them - I remembered her; she was Camelia, the one that used to cut the grass of my property. She came up beside me, and checked something on my arm. I looked down there, and noticed something drawn on my skin. It was black, and looked like a tattoo, even though I don’t remember getting one.

It was very well detailed, and it had many layers too. Whoever drew that thing on my arm, knew that he or she was doing.

“What is going on?” I asked.

I was tied to the chair, unable to move a single part of my body.

“What is going on?” Camelia repeated with a mocking tone in her voice.

“What is going on is that you have decided to become ours, and now we own you.”

“What?” I asked, but then the other woman with something unusual between her legs produced a small sheet of paper in her hand, and held it in front of me. I read the lines, and… fuck, I remembered everything now. I should not have gone to that party and drank as much as I did.

“Happy now?” The woman asked.

I remembered what they were as well - futas, or women with men parts. I should not have been that curious. I should not have listened to my best friend.

“My name is Rebecca, by the way,” the woman with the signed document said before throwing it behind her.

She began to get undressed in front of me. When she walked in, she didn’t have much other than her camisole and underwear, so it didn’t take her long to be naked. Despite her unusually large body, she was a striking woman that made my nipples go hard. I could not deny that I was crushing on her really bad.

Camelia also began to get undressed in front of me. She kind of danced as she did that; probably because she wanted to show off or something of the sort. She had the reasons for that, so I didn’t hold it against her. I was more concerned with my pussy getting too wet before the right time.

I could feel the chair kind of creaking and threatening to break, so I was hoping it would not do that; it would be the worst thing that could happen during such an exquisite moment with these futas.

Rebecca began to jerk off while watching me. The sight of me being so vulnerable and exposed was probably making her feel very turned on. I too was feeling that way, but for a very different reason. I wanted that big dick that she was sliding her fingers over and over. It looked so meaty and heavy.

It didn’t take her long to be rock-hard, and then she was filling my mouth with her penis. Her raging erection came in, and then some more, and then she was all the way at the back of my throat. Even though I didn’t have a mirror, I could just imagine my eyes bulged while my mouth made an ‘O’ to let something like that come all the way in.

Camelia was also going to have her fun with me. She got in very close, lifted my shirt, and put one of my nipples in her mouth. She was suckling and sucking on it, milking me, and making me feel so much pleasure. I was bucking and moving my legs as her domination of me continued, and despite the big dick that filled my mouth, I still moaned.

I tried my best to worship the big dick that went all the way to the back of my throat, but it was so thick that I could not even move my tongue. She was the one doing everything as her hips moved back and forth on me, making the chair creak a bit more and some pieces of wood come off.

Camelia continued her assault on my breasts, making me moan. I could feel her tongue sliding and rubbing over the hard skin of my nipple. Her hands also played their part as they fumbled my breasts and made them hers. I could feel her fingers exploring my boobs while her lips continued to milk me, and it was one of the best sensations ever.

It was not long before my body was rocking hard against the chair, and a wave of orgasm hit me. I felt it rushing through my whole body while the world around me seemed to turn blank. I heard a long sound of something breaking, and the chair giving in to my weight, and when I thought I was going to get spiked in the butt, the futas held me.

Camelia picked me up while I fell asleep, and then carried me to somewhere in their hideout.


Chapter 2

Iwoke up once again, and… that was getting tiresome. When were those two futas allow me to return to my normal life? I had a husband that was probably waiting for me at home, and maybe he was worried, or maybe he was fucking someone younger because I had not been pleasing him enough over the last couple of months. Fuck that idiot.

When I looked to the side, I didn’t find a door being opened like the other time. I saw a recording device, and a blinking red light. Besides the device, there was a crudely cut piece of paper with the following writing on it: ‘Press the button.’

I had one free hand, and pressed the button with my finger because I didn’t have much else to do, and I was supposed to do what they wished of me because those futas had my agreement on their contract.

An audio recording began to fill the room, and it was Rebecca’s voice: “There will be a couple of items that should be coming on a table right about now,” she said, and then I noticed the sound of something approaching. A light bulb that was hanging from the ceiling was turned on, and it illuminated the table, revealing it and the items that it was bringing on top, which were a big butt plug and what appeared to be a 10 inches vibrator.

The voice continued, “You have five minutes to have an orgasm. Don’t fake it because we would know. Figure it out. We are sure that a woman like you will be able to pull it off.”

The recording device made a clicking sound as it stopped. Something metallic sounded from the walls, and I noticed, on the floor, railings, which could only mean that the walls were capable of movement. I put two and two together and figured out that, if I didn’t have an orgasm in under 5 minutes, the walls were going to crush me.

The table was not just a table; it had a drawer under it. I opened it and noticed a small knife, which I grabbed and began to use to cut the ropes that tied me to the chair. A clock began to tick, but it was nowhere to be seen, nor it would be; it was the kind of clock that ticked faster as it approached zero.

It should have taken me about 30 seconds to free myself from the chair. I could have looked for a way out, but I knew there was none. I grabbed the butt plug and tried to loosen my asshole with my fingers first. While holding the plug in my hand, I bent down a bit and opened my legs to allow more space for my fingers to work my hole.

I could feel some pleasure building up, but it was still so far from being enough to make me have a raging orgasm. In about 30 seconds or so, I felt that my rugged orifice was loose enough, and so I tried to put the butt plug in.

The plug had a cat’s tail attached to it, and after some tries, it finally was fitted inside me. I felt it coming and making me feel pain, despite all the work that I did with my fingers to loosen me up.

I wiggled my tail a couple of times by moving my butt to make sure that the butt plug was well fitted inside me, and then grabbed the dildo. It was a vibrator, as I noticed before, and it had a button under it to make it work. When I pressed it, it didn’t start to vibrate, which puzzled me.

I looked inside the drawer and found a battery. Thank goodness that Rebecca and Camelia left that there, because I was not going to be able to please myself enough to an orgasm without making the dildo vibrate.

I put the battery in the vibrator’s slot for it, pressed the button and felt it vibrate. I pressed another button to make the dildo vibrate using it maximum power, which was the only setting that was going to work for me, and then knelt on the floor before guiding the plastic toy into my pussy.

I didn’t quite feel in the mood for that, so as I pushed it in, I felt some pain. However, said pain was soon replaced by pleasure as I began to thrust the vibrator in and out of me. That, combined with the pleasure coming from the butt plug, was making me feel so turned on.

The clock was ticking very fast right now. It was probably in the one minute and thirty seconds mark. I pushed and pulled the vibrator in me, hoping that soon I was going to feel my body rock. It was working, but it was still going to take some time. I just hoped that it was not going to take too long.

Gladly, before the clock was making ticking sounds like crazy, I could feel the pleasure sensation getting to the verge of being released. I felt my body beginning to rock, and soon after, I was engulfed by a tsunami of orgasm that made the world around me seem as if it was being dissolved.

I moaned and groaned so loud that I could not hear anymore the clock’s fast ticking sounds. I took the vibrator out of me, let it fall to the floor, and felt my body continuing its orgasm. My climax went on for a good minute or so until I collapsed on the floor.

I turned around on my back, and was panting when I heard a doorknob being turned. Light filled part of the room when a door was opened, and then Rebecca and Camelia stepped in.

“You passed the test, June. Congratulations.”


Chapter 3

This time, I was in a well-lit room, and it had a bed. The walls were pink and white. Camelia and Rebecca were with me, and I was not tied to a chair, like before. I was sitting on the bed, waiting to find out what the futas had in store for me this time.

They were naked as when they were born. I could see their breasts and hard nipples, and their shaved pussies. I felt so insecure and exposed like this, especially with all the lights in the room. They both most likely stayed naked the whole time after getting stripped the first time I opened my eyes in this place.

Camelia and Rebecca were writing something on a piece of paper when the latter turned and said, “This will be your release agreement.”

I was surprised by that, but not relieved. I didn’t really want to leave this bunker after what they made me go through. Never before did I feel so much pleasure and thrill.

Camelia stood up and said, “But right now, we need to do something about that rear of yours.”

My heart was thumping hard in my chest after she mentioned that. I was getting to the best part of this, which meant no more games for me. We were going to do it the raw and natural way, and they were going to stuff both of my holes. I could barely wait for them to claim me like they should.

“But to start things, we need you to make us hard.”

I would have said, ‘with pleasure,’ but the truth was that I was feeling too nervous to even mutter a word. Camelia and Rebecca approached me with their soft cocks, and I felt like there was nothing I could do to change what was going to happen, not that I wished to.

I looked at their penises, and noticed some differences. They were both cut, about the same length, but Rebecca’s crown was bigger than her friend’s. Camelia’s dick’s shaft part, on the other hand, was thicker than her cockhead.

They were both delicious and meaty, so it was not like those differences mattered to me other than knowing who was who when I was going to be lost in my own thoughts while sucking their dicks.

I put one of them in between my lips, and started to suck on it. My tongue worked and swirled around her cockhead to give her pleasure. I noticed her legs shaking and moving a bit as a response to that.

Rebecca’s shaft was now in a semi-soft state, and thus it was time to please her friend. I slipped Camelia’s long cock in between my lips, and started to milk it. It felt so heavy already, despite still being soft. Her thighs also responded to the pleasure I was making her feel while I worshiped her big penis.

I let it come out of my mouth, and then admired their two-semis. They both raised their eyebrows as they were obviously waiting for more from me. I put, this time, the two of them in my mouth, which was a crazy thing to do, since they were too big for me when they were hard, but still sucked and worship them nonetheless.

I felt their erections growing bigger and thicker with time. I felt lost in my own thoughts while I sucked them as if my life depended on that, which was probably not too far from the truth. One of them, probably Rebecca’s cock, slipped out when she got rock-hard.

I focused on Camelia’s whopping dong until she was rigid too and already moaning. She pulled it out of me, and then said, “Bend on the bed, ass up, and open those holes for us.”

I did as she demanded of me, and felt my breasts pressing against the bed. I didn’t notice it before, but now I was feeling so turned on, and being on the bed like that was really helping that. I could sense my nipples getting hard just by feeling my boobs against the soft material of the mattress.

The futas coated their raging erections with lube, and then also the inside of my tunnels. I moaned as their fingers worked me, loosening me up. After being subjected to their plans for me before, I was already kind of loose down there, so it didn’t take them too long to ready me for their combined invasions.

I buried my face into the mattress, so when one of them slipped their dick in me, I didn’t know who it was. Then came the next, and I was soon being pounded by their combined efforts.

Their thrusts were slow at first, but they were soon fucking me with all their might, which made me moan so loud.

My groans and moans, however, were all being muffled by the mattress, which was really hot and was making my nipples so hard. I even had to please myself with my own hands as I played with my breasts. In the meantime, the futas continued their assault on me, and it didn’t feel like they were going to stop anytime soon.

“Fuck, I am going to cum,” I heard Camelia saying, and her voice was faltering.

“Same for me,” Rebecca told her friend, and I could agree with them on that.

Her dicks were soon throbbing in me, and moments later, they were erupting their seeds in each of my two tunnels. I felt as if I was in heaven as their sperm started to fill me up. I could feel how hot and creamy their release was, and wished for nothing different.

I was moaning too when my own climax was reached, and I felt my body rocking for the third time that day. My whole body was shaking as the futas continued to fuck me as if we had just started what we were doing.

Their assault continued for a good while until they both cummed in me again. They were releasing so much of their cum that it was leaking out of me, which was a shame because I didn’t want to waste a single drop.

Once we were done, the futas made me sign their document, and told me that I was free to go. I walked out, but didn’t bother to look at the paper to find out what it really contained. I got in my car and headed home, and then dreaded having to deal with my husband again after having such a wonderful time with Rebecca and Camelia.


Shy and Innocent for the Futa

Chapter 1

Iwas looking around in a field when I stumbled upon a small coin in the middle of a spot without grass. I thought that it was like any normal coin, but upon closer inspection after grabbing it with my hand, I found out that said coin was from one of the old Japanese dynasties.

Being a resident of San Francisco, I thought that the coin was most likely from the Second World War, though it was a mystery to me how it just… got here. Still, the coin looked cute and it would make a nice addition to my decor, so I decided to keep it.

After putting it in a portrait and hanging said portrait in the living room, I went to sleep. During the night, I was awoken by a strange sound that came from the outside. I opened the drawer of my nightstand, grabbed my handgun, unlocked it and headed out.

I lived in a small house far from the nearest neighborhood, so I needed to be careful at night.

When I got close to the fence which separated my property from public land, I found a tall and curvy woman walking outside. I thought it was crazy for a person like her to be just… walking as if she didn’t have any specific spot to go to.

I hopped over the fence and headed her way. Despite being tall and imposing, I holstered my handgun since I didn’t want to scare her. First impressions mattered, especially if she were thinking of moving to somewhere close to where I lived.

“Hey, what do you think you are doing here at this time of the night?” I asked.

She stood up and said, “I was looking for a coin of mine.”

I was going to open my mouth to tell her about the coin which I found, but closed it because the coin was mine and it was unlikely that it was hers. It was from one of the oldest Japanese dynasties, after all.

“I haven’t seen it,” I said.

The woman with big breasts and thick thighs looked at my gun and said, “Nice Colt you have there.”

“Yeah, and I am always ready to use it when necessary.”

The woman nodded her head in a way that was like, ‘Okay, I won’t ask any questions about that,’ and then said, “My name is Camelia.”

“And mine is July,” I told her, lying because I didn’t want a stranger like her to know my real name just yet.

“Good,” Camelia said before turning around and waving her hand goodbye for me.

I returned back home, went to sleep and dreamed about Camelia. When I woke up in the morning, I was sweating to the point of feeling my PJs soaked. Since it was early in the morning and I didn’t have to go to work until like 3 hours later, I decided to give myself some pleasure.

I lowered my PJ’s pants and began to finger myself. My finger went over and over, rubbing my clit until I was moaning the name of my previous boyfriend. I still missed him, especially how he made my house look and feel less desolate.

I went to work and nothing unusual happened. When I came back, I was bored to death and fell asleep before the usual time for that. During the night, once again, I was awoken by the same weird noise from the night before.

Once again, I headed out holding my Colt. I went to the same spot where the woman was, and was not surprised to have found her there. She was kneeling on the ground, her hands looking for something. It was the coin, and I knew it, though I still didn’t want to admit that it was the one that I found.

“Hey,” she said after standing up and turning around.

“Hey. Still looking for that coin?”

“Yeah, I definitely am. You see, it’s part of my family.”

“Oh?”

“It was given to me by my late grandmother, and it means so much for me.”

I began to feel bad about possibly having stolen the coin from her, but didn’t feel like mentioning it yet. My thoughts were still more focused on the fact that she came here, at night, for the second time in a row.

That could not get any weirder.

“Maybe you have lost it elsewhere.”

“No, I am pretty sure that I was here the last time I saw it.”

“Weird.”

“I know, right? Well, good luck, July,” Camelia said before turning around and walking away.

This time, I didn’t immediately go back home. I stayed where I was, looking at Camelia as she went somewhere. My eyes didn’t even blink as she walked away to the main street.

Camelia continued to walk for a good while until she finally turned at the intersection and walked down another sidewalk where I could not see her anymore.

I decided to follow Camelia, but when I got to the last spot where I had seen her, she was nowhere to be found, even though there weren’t any other roads or many houses where she could have gone too. Also, I knew all my ‘neighbors’ and she was not one of them.

What was she even doing up here with that coin anyway? If it was hers, that is.

I decided to head back home. With luck, Camelia was not going to come near my property again in the middle of the night. However, I had a bad feeling deep in my heart that it would happen again. I didn’t know why I was feeling like that, but I there was no denying that such a thought was rooted in my mind.

I sighed before falling asleep again and prayed that Camelia was not going to come another time. I needed one good night of sleep without being awakened by some weird noise.


Chapter 2

When I was awoken third time in a row at night due to the same loud noise, I was pissed. I grabbed my Colt from the drawer, unlocked it and headed downstairs. However, when I got to the base of said stairs, I heard the sound of someone breaking one of my glasses in the kitchen.

Shivers went down my spine as I readied my Colt for a possible criminal that had broken in. When I got there, I was shocked to have found that not only was I right about someone had broken into my home, but that said person was Camelia.

And… she was not wearing anything. Like, she didn’t even have panties on. I could see her breasts, her hard nipples standing out, her shaved pussy, her thick thighs… and a pair of testicles and a soft cock.

What?!

I almost fainted at the sight of that dick and her balls. Was I dreaming or something like that? I pinched my arm, but didn’t wake up. It was real.

“Hey,” she said, as if nothing unusual was happening.

I began to mutter, “W-w-what in the world is ha-ha-pening here?” I was pointing at her balls and shaft with my Colt.

She looked down and said, “It’s a gift.”

“What?!”

“A gift that was given to me.”

We didn’t say anything for a couple of seconds. I was still shocked to have found that she had those things between her legs. When she was outside of my property, she was wearing a frilly dress, so I didn’t notice them.

“Do you like them?” She asked.

I was going to say ‘No!’ and demand her to leave my house or that else I was going to call the police, but I could not deny my heart and feelings. I was staring at her dick and testicles this whole time, and I was actually… having an increasing desire to have them all for myself.

“Yes…” I said, and my voice was weak and shy.

Camelia grinned and invited, “If you want, I can let you have them… if you give me back my coin.”

I was even more shocked now than before. Not only did she just show up her naked, showing me her man parts, she just told me that she knew that I had her coin. I didn’t know what to do. I was a victim in my own home.

Camelia approached me, but instead of pointing my Colt at her, I let her push me back to the living room and make me sit on my couch. She proceeded to kind of straddle me, putting her knees beside my thighs, and then started to kiss my neck.

My hand let go of my Colt, which fell down to the floor, and I moaned while her assault on my neck continued. I could feel her lips touching and caressing my skin, and my whole body was beginning to get hot.

I was motionless. Her kisses went over to my cheek and lips, we started to make out as if there was not going to be a tomorrow. I didn’t think I had a thing for women, but Camelia was dominating and she was engulfing me with her presence. I was even finding it hard for me to breathe.

My lungs were working hard when she broke the kiss and said, “You can have so much more if you give me back my coin.”

“Deal,” I whispered, and she started to kiss me again.

My hand looked for her breasts. During her assault, I kept my eyes closed. I fumbled and felt them. Her boobs were heavy and soft at the same time. I moaned her name while her tongue devoured mine.

My fingers found one of her hard nipples, which I tugged to make sure it was real. It was real. I could feel the texture of it, how it was so much bigger than mine, and my growing desire to milk her.

I broke the kiss this time, and lowered my head to find her erect nipple. My lips proceeded to wrap around it, and then I started to milk her just like I had wished seconds ago. Her hands caressed my shoulders and hair before she threw her head back and moaned loud enough to make my skin crawl.

I moved my lips away from her nipple, gave it a peck, and then said, “You are… amazing.”

Camelia tilter her head down and said, “No, you are amazing.”

“Not many women have the same parts as you do,” I said after feeling her dick and balls resting just over my groin.

“They are meant for so much more than just looking.”

“Really?” I said before gripping her dick with my hand, “Then, show me what you can do with it.”

“Only if you also promise me not to tell anyone about this.”

“You told me that I could have it if I gave you the coin.”

“I lied,” she said before giving me a peck on my lips.

“You are brutal.”

“That I am,” she said before we made out once again.

I broke the kiss and said, “Okay, I promise not to tell anyone about this.”

“You give me your word?”

“You are really insistent, aren’t you?”

“It’s how I roll.”

I sighed, feeling her flowery perfume in the air, and said, “Okay, you have my word.”

“Good,” Camelia said with a smile on her face and then we kissed once more.

I could feel that things were going to get so much hotter for me, and I wondered if I was going to be able to resist the continuation of her assault. There was no one more dominating than her. A woman with man parts… that really was something else, and Camelia seemed very experienced in how to use them.

As she continued to devour me, I wondered where all of this was going to lead to, and if I was going to find out who she really was. Just her name was not enough for me.


Chapter 3

She unbuttoned my shirt, pulled it over my head and tossed it aside. We had come from the living room to my bedroom, where we were going to have a better place for what was to come.

Her fingers traced the outline of my bra and then ran over my nipples. “You’re so beautiful.”

I was so scared of what she was going to do. it would hurt, so much, but I knew it was worth it. I wanted to do something to make her stop, because I had to hold it together, but I didn’t really want that, so I let things happen the way they were meant to.

She would never make me want her like this, but I could not stand there any longer. I grabbed her face and pulled her mouth down to mine. When she tasted me, I knew I was close to coming apart.

I could feel my muscles starting to let go. I pulled away and saw her staring at my naked breasts. She was licking her lips, staring at them as if they were the most erotic thing she had ever seen.

I felt so turned on watching her look at my tits. She took one in her hand and rubbed it between her lips. I could hear the desire in her voice as she spoke. “I think you're so beautiful, July. I think you deserve to be wanted and loved."

I moved over and positioned myself over her, kissing her deeply. I could not help but touch her, and then I started rocking my body back and forth against hers, making her groan and close her eyes. The pleasure and pain were driving me crazy. I needed more and so did she.

She grabbed my breasts and started pinching them as I tried to get a hold of myself. I tried to bite her, but my lips and tongue were too busy. I couldn't be gentle, so I kept moving back and forth, taking turns to touch her hard cock and make it even harder.

My body was starting to shake as she continued to touch me, while her strong hands kept pinching my nipples. She pulled me up and looked at me with passion, looking at me as if I was the only woman in the world aside from her.

She put me on the bed, and then bent down to start licking my clit after taking off the rest of my clothes. I screamed, and my head fell back onto the pillow, arching my back as she continued to suck, flicking my clit with her tongue.

My back arched and I let out a loud moan. Her hand was at my waist, and she slid her fingers inside of me as she licked and sucked. Her tongue licked against my clit, and then it slipped inside me, making me shiver in pleasure.

She started to suck and lick me, and I let out another moan, not sure what was happening anymore. I felt her fingers inside me, and my body began to convulse. She was as if taking a piece of me into her mouth and sucking its essence.

My head was thrown back and I felt my body tremble as she kissed me softly. “That was amazing. You are incredible,” I said, breathless.

We positioned ourselves in a 69 pose, and then I took her dick in my mouth. I wasn't shy about sucking on it. Camelia gestured her mouth when she started to rock into mine, but the only words she said were, “Oh fuck yes, do that.”

I knew what I was doing. I felt her getting hard with each stroke of my tongue around her cock until she began to scream out. “Fuck, babe,” She groaned. I knew I should stop, but I just kept sucking on her and I could hear her moaning as I took her deeper into my throat.

She was almost too much, and I wanted her to come for me. I felt my fingers digging into the back of her thighs as she grew even harder, her hips moving against my mouth, causing suction sounds to fill the room.

Her fingers flexed on my ass as I sucked, and I thought she might go over the edge. However, she did not. She held me up, rocking on her knees, gasping, her eyes closed.

"Fuck, you are too good for your own good," She said before making me sit on her dick. I was riding her inside my pussy. Her hands were on my waist, and she was pumping into me. I could feel the evidence of her desire filling me.

“You’re so fucking tight.”

“I want to come,” I said.

"Don't make me come,” she growled, "Not before you do, at least."

I did not want her to make me come just yet too, I found out after she said that and her dick turned me into nothing more than a slut. I wanted her to fuck me until I screamed.

Her dick continued to pump me to oblivion, and I was losing my mind. The heat of my orgasm was building. I was so close.

However, I did not want to come just yet, I thought again. We had just started this, and she was so demanding and dominating.

Her dick continued to penetrate hard into me, and she was fucking my pussy with all her might. “I want it," I screamed, and felt my climax build even more. Despite not wanting to cum right now on her while I rode her immense and powerful shaft, I was getting there.

My whole body was getting tense. Camelia continued to move her body up and down, making my breasts follow her movements in a reversed fashion. My hair was also going up and down while she turned me into her rag doll. I was not skinny or anything like that, but she was making me feel so light.

I could hear the sound of the bed creaking, of her dick pistoning me and also of my breasts going up and down while her rigid erection turned into nothing more than her toy for her own pleasure too. I was smiling like an idiot while I continued to feel my climax coming.

And then, it came like a rising wave that was just waiting to reach the beach. I began to convulse while my cunt juices flowed down to her shaft and beyond. Camelia let out an explosive scream when her immense dick started to twitch inside me.

Her erection started to erupt inside me, and I could feel her thick and dense sperm filling me up. Our combined releases mixed up and coated out insides, making that moment so much more erotic and sexy. I was in heaven while the world around me continued to dissolve.

Once we were done, I collapsed beside her on my double bed and we cuddled until we fell asleep. In the morning, I gave her the coin and my phone number so that we could have that night again.

Camelia gave me a peck on my lips and disappeared again down that same street. Whether or not she was going to call me, I did not know, but I was hopeful that she was going to.


Petite for the Futa

Chapter 1

This is the fifth door I've knocked on. I needed a place to protect myself from the rain, which was pouring on me as if there was no tomorrow. The more I walked, the more it seemed I was not going to find shelter.

Moreover, I knocked on this door without actually thinking that it was going to lead to anything. I never do think about those things.

'Hey," a woman in front of me said after opening the door.

I was shocked and surprised. I took a step back and felt my heart as if going numb when I really saw the woman in front of me.

She was big, imposing, and had a face that screamed don’t fuck with me.

Well, I did not intend to do something like that, especially when the rain just kept on soaking my clothes.

"I need a place to stay for the night until the rain is over. Could you please… allow me to come in?"

The woman didn't smile or do anything of the sort. She looked at me from bottom to top, and then grinned. I felt uncomfortable. Was that her way of assessing if I was worth coming in?

"Okay, come in. I will give you a cup of coffee.'

"Thanks, that would be nice,” I said while looking from side to side, thinking that maybe I was making the wrong choice, but then deciding that anything was better than being in the rain for another second.

The woman headed to her kitchen, and some minutes after, she brought with her two cups of coffee. Thin lines of vapor were coming off them before disappearing into the air, and their smell was good enough to make me forget any suspicion I had about that woman whose name I didn’t know… yet.

The rain had soaked my clothes and made me feel cold, so I was thankful for the cup of coffee. Still, since I didn't know this person, I thought it was better to be careful with her from the very beginning. I was in her home, so it was better not to externalize that thought to her, I reminded myself.

We talked over the cups of coffee. I really was thankful for that, and in no time at all, I felt I could trust her. Things really changed quite a bit after she gave me that wonderful coffee for me to drink. It made me think that, maybe, she was a good cook.

We shared quite a lot in common. The most striking difference between us was, of course, the body size difference. I was very petite. Always had been, so when I met this woman, I felt exposed and vulnerable. However, now that I had known her better, she didn't look that scary anymore.

"Want to come with me to the second floor? There's a good view of the city from there."

"Okay, yeah. Why not?" I said before smiling.

I didn't think that the view was going to be that great, but it should not be worse than what I had during the whole day, so I decided to go. Plus, at this point, after learning that we had so much in common, she felt like a good friend of mine.

Her name was Camelia. Ahhhh... that was a beautiful name. I could almost fall in love with her, though that was unlikely to happen, since I didn't think about staying here for too long.

After she opened the door of a room and we had the view she mentioned, I was surprised. I even put my hand over my breasts because, indeed, the view was spectacular

We talked some more. Camelia really was a good talker, and she had many things to share with me.

Many dirty things to tell me.

Before long, I was kissing her and she was all over me. I should not be doing something like that, and my mind was telling me that I was making a big mistake, but I felt like I needed what I was doing to calm down my racing mind.

Camelia broke the kiss and whispered into my ear, "You are amazing, Jessica."

"Am I now?" I asked, feeling her hot breath on me.

"I have never been so sure, before, of something like that."

"Tell me about it"

She was not going to do anything that I could demand of her. A woman like Camelia, with a commanding attitude and imposing presence, was never going to do anything just because I was asking her too.

She smiled and kissed me again, her hand behind my head as she made our lips press against one another.

Our kiss was erratic. Sometimes, I was kissing her upper lip more than her bottom lip. Other times, our lips were sliding against one another.

The only constant thing was her desire for me.

I felt that this was what I needed. I desired her big and bulky breasts all for myself, and all of her body for me to play with every night. I loved those lips, boobs, and ass. They were all amazing.

My hand reached behind her and grabbed one of her buttcheeks. I squeezed it. It felt so good to do that.

I squeezed it again, making her moan my name as if we were lovers. I pressed my fingers deep into her skin, feeling her for what she was.

However, Camelia was not going to let me have all the fun like that. She made sure to keep that very clear to me when her hand trailed my back before she grabbed my ass.

Her hand was big enough to cup most of it. I really was very petite, especially in comparison to a woman like her.

She squeezed it, and I let a moan escape my mouth while her lips still devoured mine. I kept my eyes closed while the rain sounded like muffled gunshots outside.

It was not only her hands that felt big; her fingers were going deep into my skin, and she was looking for that part of mine that was going to make her such a happy woman.

Camelia broke the kiss one last time and asked, "Want to come with me to a better place for this? We won't have too much space here for what we both have in mind."

I looked around, finally noticing where we really were and how small that room was, and said, “Yeah, I guess we do need somewhere else to finish this.”


Chapter 2

Ididn’t think that we were going to start things this hot from the very beginning. Camelia was taking my clothes off, and demanding that I needed to do the same for her. However, I didn’t have the strength and height for something like that.

So, I did my best, hoping that she was not going to get angry at me for being too petite for her. Sometimes, that could be an advantage. Other times, it was a nuisance. I was set on not letting the latter being something that was going to define this moment with her.

I took as many pieces of clothes off her enormous body as I could. The best I managed to do, though, was to take off her skirt. Then, once that fell to the floor, I fell over on my butt. My eyes could not blink while I stared at what was engulfing most of my vision.

What in the world did she have between her legs? The room was dark, so I could not quite see it well, but it looked like a cock or something like that.

She must have noticed the shock in my face because her hand reached for her dick and she held it in her hand.

My eyes adjusted themselves to the level of light we had in her bedroom. The outline of her penis began to take shape in front of me.

I pinched my arm because I could not quite wrap my head around what I was seeing. Since when did women have dicks?

I didn't have one. I knew I didn't, but the sight in front of me made me feel so lost and confused that I had no choice but to look down

Relief washed my racing heart once I noticed nothing more than the usual down there. It was a good thing that nothing changed about me, or else I would probably have fainted or done something else like that.

“Like what you are seeing?” She asked me. Her face had a devilish smile. She had me under her full control, and she was the kind of woman that would not have this any other way.

I gulped and nodded. Despite being a lesbian all my life, there was something about this woman and her dick that ignited something forbidden in me. My mind was a complete mess. Since I only liked women, I didn’t think I was ever going to have such wild thoughts for a dick.

Despite her penis and balls in front of her, Camelia was very much like any normal woman. Her nipples were hard and erect, her boobs were big like melons, and her whole body was a curvy beauty.

I licked my lips as I admired, more and more, what I was seeing in front of me. It felt almost impossible at the beginning, but now, that woman and her new features were beginning to make sense to me. In a world where people did what they did, why not have a woman with a shaft?

However, her new features were more than what they appeared to be. Much more, in fact. She was one of the big ones. There weren’t many men with her size. I could not quite measure her length from where I was, and I didn’t have much experience with dicks, but she had to be like 8 or 9 inches long.

Moreover, she was very thick too. Like, even my wrist was not that thick. I felt so much smaller in comparison to her. She could dominate and manhandle me with ease. Even though I didn’t want to leave her house, I felt like if I tried something like that, she would not have difficulty keeping me locked somewhere.

I crawled over to her, and Camelia pointed her semi to me. She was not even fully hard, but she was in a state where her length was very close to her full size. I got to her dick and admired it with my eyes.

Then, I closed them and took her aroma in with my nose. I felt her cologne, her shampoo, her skin cream, and when I opened my eyes again, I noticed that she had gotten a bit bigger.

Her legs were clean-shaven, and her skin looked so smooth. My hand reached for her thigh, and I caressed it a bit. I didn’t really have to do that. The way Camelia looked at me meant one thing: that she wanted me to open my legs well wide for her.

“I really need this,” I cooed.

Her smile widened as she offered her dick for me again. There was a stream of her pre-cum coming out, and it was glistening her crown. I licked it with my tongue and then tasted her flavor. It was good, but I needed more, so I licked it again, as if I was lapping up a damn ice cream.

Her dick got harder once more. I was loving the direction that this was taking.

I could feel her growing desire for me when she slid down the skin that covered some of her crown. She was an uncut beauty. Her cockhelmet was red, and I could notice that she was going to get even redder once she was rock-hard. My heart was thumping hard in my chest at the prospect of playing with her dick once it was at full mast.

I put one of her balls in between my lips, and she moaned. Damn, Camelia really could not control herself too. Her testicle was so good, and when I put it in my mouth, I could feel how hot and, somehow, also cold it was. I also perceived the amount of cum she had stored there. She was full of seeds all for me. I could not wait to have her cum all over my face like she was some kind of Goddess.

Like some kind of futa Goddess…

Despite not really remembering where I had heard that word, what it meant made sense to me. She was a futa. Like the ones on anime.

I put her other testicles in my lips, and then played with it. I licked and swirled my tongue around it. It felt good, but it was not really all she had to offer to me. A futa like her could do so much more. She could pick me up and fuck me as if I was her rag doll.


Chapter 3

Her hand looked for my breast, and she touched my nipple. Then, she pulled and then gently pinched it. “How much do you want me tonight?"

I swallowed hard. Too hard. She pulled my nipple between her teeth and gently sucked it. "I want you to tell me," she whispered into my ear, her hot breath making itself known to me. “Tell me what I do to you that makes you feel so amazing."

"You,” I breathed. She looked at me and I noticed that her eyes were dark and hungry. "You?" she questioned before pulling back from me and proceeding to look me in the eye. "Nothing but you, Camelia. I want you in your bed and in my life. I want to feel your body on mine as I drive us both to pleasure. "

I hadn't expected her to be working me like the way she was, so fast that my body could not cope. She reached down and touched her cock with her fingers, working it up and down two times, and then smiled. "Your pussy, Jessica. It's dripping wet and ready for me. I want it so bad. I need it."

“Camelia, please,” I gasped as she bent down, bit on my nipple and pulled the tight bud between her teeth. I gasped as she sucked on it hard. "Come for me, Jessica," she continued, whispering in my ear, and I could feel myself losing control; my body was beginning to convulse.

I felt my body start to quiver as I finally came after all that unfair teasing. It was on fire as I continued my explosion. We had not done anything special, but here I was, coming and feeling ashamed of myself that I did it so fast.

I remained where I was, motionless, because it was all I could do. I didn’t want to move as Camelia bent down even while my tight pussy continued to drip. How was I going to please her again, now that I had already cummed all over myself? I had not even properly played with her dick yet.

With her tongue stuck out, as if dancing in the air and teasing me, she started to lick my forbidden zone. I felt it coming, and then going, and then coming back. She was all over my cunt lips, making me moan. My eyes closed shut as she began to make me feel the impossible; I had never cummed twice on the same night.

Her tongue went over and over my wet and hot pussy lips again, and I remained where I was, with my two feet on the floor, feeling the hardness of the wood, and the warmth of her body washing over me.

I could feel how much she was enjoying this. Even though I was keeping my eyes closed, I could feel that Camelia was smiling while she lapped and sucked on my damp pussy lips.

I was going over the edge again. My whole body seemed to begin to shake. The hair of my forearms went erect. My breathing became erratic. My torso started to expand and contract as if there was not going to be a tomorrow. My skin started to feel hotter all of a sudden.

Moreover, when she stuck her tongue in, I felt it coming. Like a wave crashing against the shore, I came all over her face. Camelia, nevertheless, didn’t move away. She continued her delicious and relentless assault on me even as my body shook as if we were going through an earthquake.

It was over, as usual, before I could even count to 30 seconds. I felt my chest relaxing as my forearms’ hair went back to their normal position. Camelia stood up, brought my head to her boobs, and then caressed it as if I was her little one.

“I want more,” I cooed.

“You will get much more,” she said before bringing me to her bed.

Camelia laid down on it, belly up. Her dick was sticking out of her, as if it didn’t belong to her womanly body. She gestured with her hand for me to come, and I obeyed. Step by step, I approached her huge figure.

When I got to her, she made me stop. “What?” I asked.

“On top of it, and then down,” she said, moving her hand to make her point clearer.

I knew what she was asking of me. I had done that many times before with other women, who used their dildos, of course.

I put one knee on the mattress beside her thigh, and then the other. I was on top of her now, my swollen and ready pussy right over her immense and veiny dick. I lowered myself down it while keeping my eyes focused on the woman in front of me. She was my safe port.

Once I was all the way down, thinking of how surprised I was that I managed to fill my whole womb with her slab of meat, I began to bob up and down on it. Her length was like nothing else in the world. I could feel the hard surface of her muscle being rubbed against the internal wall of my tunnel. I was loving what was happening, and it was rekindling my fire for another intense orgasm.

Camelia brought her hands to my hips, and then she started to help me. She didn’t have any biceps that I could perceive, but she was still making me feel like as I was featherweight. Her fingers were buried deep into my skin while she moved my body up and down.

I continued to moan while I felt as if I was being penetrated, over and over again, by a huge dildo made of pure flesh. It was so much better than that, actually. Any comparison was a disservice to her huge rod.

I was going up and down along her thicker-than-my-wrist dick when my body exploded once again. Even as I convulsed on top of her, my juices coming down on that cock, she continued her assault on me.

I could feel my womb clenching hard around her shaft as I started to milk her. Camelia threw her head back when she moaned my name loud enough to make a bird or two fly away from their hiding places. I felt her dick beginning to pulse moments before she was creaming all over my insides.

Once I was finally done, my chest going back to normal, I lost consciousness before falling asleep. The next morning, the sky was clear and the streets, filled with rain puddles. Camelia gave me one last kiss before she also gave me her phone number.

I promised to call her again the next night. I was already missing her throbbing toy when I got into the bus.


BBW for Dominating Futa

Chapter 1

Going out at night was always going to be a difficult thing. I didn’t even know where I was headed to. Drunk and lost, that’s like I rolled. So many people would have said that I was on the wrong for kicking him out, and they would be right, but for me, I was right to have made that decision. I didn’t want to see his face again.

Donny was a man from the Netherlands, and he was tall and enigmatic. Those were some of the reasons why I fell in love with him. I missed his lips, his torso, his abs, his rounded pectorals, and wide shoulders. It was too bad that, apparently, he preferred women less bulky.

Fuck him, I was telling myself, but there was no denying that there was a lingering feeling deep in the back of my mind that was telling me something different. “You should have gone for that change in eating habits and started going to the gym. They would have helped you.”

I was walking, thinking that I really was the one on top of things, but I could not take it anymore. I knew I was right, but the whole thing was still a mess and I felt so overwhelmed.

I didn’t collapse, but I did squat, and then I felt the tears coming out. I put one hand on the ground, closed my eyes and hoped that all that was happening to me was nothing more than a bad dream.

“Hey, you lost?” I heard the voice of someone calling me.

It was a woman, and she had a calm and soothing voice. Still, without opening my eyes, I knew that she was anything but innocent. She had to be big, though not big like me. She was big because of her genes and because she was born to be like that.

I opened my eyes, noticed her legs in front of me, and immediately felt a jolt of pleasure and lust in my whole body. What was going on with me? I didn’t know, but I wanted to find out, so I raised my head and looked.

That woman… what in the world was she? My hands were shaking. The more I looked at her, the more it seemed as if she was not in the same dimension that I was. She looked anything but like any normal woman of this city.

“Here, let me help you with that,” she said, offering me her hand.

I took it. I had to. I was feeling lost and desperate.

Her hand engulfed mine. I had always thought I was one of the big girls, but compared to her, I was nothing. She smiled, and it was then that I knew that I had found some safe haven. I was not really sure I could trust her just yet, but at least to make me feel better, that she was managing to do.

“I am sorry, I am not lost. I know this street. I just had…”

I was going to cry again, but then she produced a handkerchief. It was white, and there was a cute flower drawn on it. I took it from her, and used it to rub dry my tears. “Thanks,” I said after giving her handkerchief back.

“No problem. Tell me, what happened?”


Chapter 2

Ididn’t want to tell her about Donny, his new girlfriend and me in the middle of a desert street in the middle of the night, so we headed to her place. She lived in a small apartment room on the 5th floor, and the place was less than adequate. I immediately didn’t feel like being there for too long, though I didn’t tell her anything about that.

“Thanks,” I said after she offered me a cup of coffee.

We drank her coffee for a while without either of us speaking a word. Then, she said, “Are you ready to tell me what happened yet?”

I didn’t trust her fully, but since I did need to vent out about Donny, and especially Priscilla, I told the woman everything. The funny thing was that I didn’t even ask her name. I was so invested in telling her my horror story with my former boyfriend. I really needed someone who could offer me a helping shoulder, and she was doing just that for me.

By the end of our conversation, I was lying my head on her shoulders while she caressed it with her hand, and I was telling her everything. I did tell her more than I needed. “I am a virgin,” I even ended up saying at one point, and I was so lost in my own thoughts that I didn’t even mind that.

At the age of 22, being a virgin was a shitty thing to be, and there I was, telling her about it as if it were a common thing.

“My name is Camelia. It’s nice to meet you,” she said in her same calming voice tone. Without realizing it, she was making me feel that what happened with me and Donny wasn’t so bad after all.

“Ah, sorry. I didn’t introduce myself properly. My name is Amanda,” I said, offering her my hand.

She shook it, and when I looked down at her hand, I noticed a strange silhouette in between her legs. It looked like a cock, but it really could not be. I pushed the thought away and looked at her face. Camelia was smiling from ear to ear, and that puzzled me.

I stared at her face for far longer than I should have. I had always been straight, but looking at her hard facial features, her eyes and lips, I was feeling something weird about her. I could sense my nipples hardening while her face continued to fill my view. What was going on?

I moved away from her a bit on her couch, realizing that I was getting too close to a woman who offered to help me with something she didn’t have to. “Sorry,” I said, tilting my head down in shame.

“What are you sorry about?”

Her question made me feel more uncomfortable than I already was. Dammit, I should not have even told her that I was sorry about something. Camelia was the kind of woman that kept on probing until she had her answers. I could feel that in the air. I made a big mistake.

“For… well, thinking that… I don’t even know.”

Camelia smiled and said, “Do you want to know a secret about me?”

I looked into her eyes and wondered if discovering that was worth the risk. “No, I am sorry. This is not going to work.”

I was heading to her door when it hit me. “Sorry, I was not even going to say goodbye. You have been of great help to me.”

Camelia stood up, towered over me and opened the door. “You can leave, but I really don’t want you to do that.”

With her staying so close to me now, I was smelling her perfume. I didn’t know the brand, but it was really good. Her shampoo too, it made me want to question her about that. However, I also didn’t feel that going forward with our conversation was a good thing. There was something about Camelia that made me feel that she was like those beautifully colorful frogs that can kill a person.

“I really don’t think I should be staying for a second longer,” I told her, but my voice was so weak.

I felt so small for the first time. With Donny, it was quite the contrary, because despite having an athletic body, he was still skinny. I loved him, but he could never make me feel tiny like this woman was making me feel.

With her being so close to me, I could also feel the warmth of her body. There was no snow outside, but in the middle of the night, it was kind of chilly. Even though that was the case, I could feel how hot my body was getting just from being so close to Camelia. Her large breasts were things that I could not stop thinking about too.

“Sorry,” she said, and I was going to ask her what she meant when she kissed me all of a sudden. Her lips just connected with mine as if they had always been like that.

Her lips started to slide up and down against mine, engulfing my mouth. I was trying to breathe, but she would not let me. Camelia began to pin my body against the wall, and then the silhouette which I had seen before began to press against my pussy.

I had felt that sort of thing before. It was a dick, but that was impossible. Camelia was a woman; she had the hair, the facial features and the body of one. What was really going on? Because I was feeling as lost as I was feeling engulfed by her desire for me.

Eventually, I managed to break the kiss, and then I noticed her tent pole. She was wearing a beautiful dress, and it had a tent pole. It was clear. It was a cock, and it was hard. It had to be a strap-on she put on herself, though I could not imagine why she was walking on the streets with something like that around her waist.

“What is that?” I asked, my finger pointing to her tent pole while I still panted.

“This? Do you really want to find that out? It’s meant only for the strong ones.”

“The strong ones?”

“The women who can break any boundary and not be limited by what nature says.”

“What?” I asked, incredulous at the sort of thing she was saying. It had to be some sort of nonsense, and I was through with whatever was happening. I wanted out.


Chapter 3

However, when I was going to turn the doorknob, Camelia lifted her dress. Her dick… it just sprung out as if it were waiting for me. It was long, thick, and it had plenty of veins across its surface.

She was uncut, and her cock was leaking pre-cum. The sight of that dick immediately made me feel my legs weak. I almost collapsed onto the floor, but then I managed to prevent that from happening by using the wall as a counterweight.

Camelia smiled - a devilish smile - and then said in her same calming voice tone, “I'm all yours if you want it.”

With a quick and decisive movement, she closed the door behind her.

I was still incredulous at what was happening, but the sight of her big dick in front of me was bringing me memories. It didn’t help that her tool was just like Donny’s. He was a good-looking man, but I really fell for him after he showed me his manhood, even though I only gave him head.

The only difference between their rods was that she cut her pubic hair.

I stood there, watching that thing in between her thick thighs, but one striking thing I didn’t pay attention to before was her ballsack. It was just there, behind her erection and in front of her pussy. Her body, down there, was nothing short of weird, but pleasing at the same time, as if she was the perfect combination of man and woman.

I felt my knees so weak, and before long, I was kneeling. “Oh, Amanda. You can’t resist what you are seeing, can you?” Her voice was patronizing now, and I hated that. She was making me feel so young and innocent.

She moved her body forward to mine, touching the head of her dick against my lips. She was so tall that I would not even have to bend down to suck her off, even though I was not quite sure about doing that just yet. It felt like… the right thing to do, though. I was crushing on her so badly right now.

I thought that feeling something like that for a woman was impossible, but there was no denying that I was enjoying her rugged ballsack and erection in front of me. I was not paying attention to her vagina and breasts that much. It was her man parts that I was more interested about.

And so, with that in mind, I wrapped my soft lips around her cock. Donny had always said that they were the best, and very soft, so I was not surprised when Camelia tilted her head back and started to moan.

I was more than dominating her big dick, though; I was also tasting her pre-cum, which was one of the best. I wondered if she really had sperm, being a woman and all, but since she had balls, that was most likely the case.

I noticed her balls. They were just there, moving along with her body. I could not resist it, so I gripped them slightly with one of my hands. They were big, and they were heavy too. She was loaded. She was filled with her cum, and her whole body was getting hotter.

“Fuck, come here,” Camelia said, all of a sudden, before picking me up.

I wrapped my legs around her. Not even Donny had done something like that to me before, and she was holding me with so much ease. She was making me feel skinny now.

“Damn, you got plenty for me to catch on to,” she said, her fingers buried deep into my ass.

This time, it was my turn to tilt my head back and moan. It was so much more than her fingers working my ass, but also her erection probing the entrance of my pussy. I didn’t feel ready for something like that. I had not been penetrated before. Not even Donny had the audacity to claim me like that.

However, Camelia was not about to become a Donny 2.0. One of her hands found my pussy all of a sudden. I was shocked, so I let a gasp come out of my mouth. I tilted my head forward so that I could look straight into her eyes, and found them full of lust.

“What are you going to do?” I was asking, but then her big and thick fingers were now working my clit.

The sensation was overwhelming. It was an overload of feelings. I could feel her soft, and at the same time, dominating fingers working my clit. They were going over and over it, making it harder and stand out from the rest of my pussy.

Her other fingers worked my pussy lips, moving them and making them get hotter. My cunt juices began to come out. I was losing myself, and I would not have it any other way.

“Ah, fuck,” I was saying when she bent down and started to suck one of my nipples. Her tongue was all over it, swirling and sucking on the hard surface. It was erect before, but now it was so much more than that that it was as if it was made of pure rock.

I was moaning so loud while her relentless assault continued. Camelia let go of my nipple, and when I was going to breathe, she was sucking onto the other. I threw my head back and moaned so loud that I heard the birds flying outside. The neighbors were probably already thinking of calling the police or something like that.

“You are ready, Amanda,” she said to my ear, and I wondered what she meant.

I was going to ask her about that, since I could not figure it out myself, when she just threw me onto her bed. I reopened my eyes and saw Camelia over me. Her body looked so huge from that angle. I had not seen her before like that.

Camelia got rid of her dress long before this was happening; I didn’t even notice when she did that. I was so lost in my own thoughts that I thought she was still dressed when she put me in her bed like that.

Before I could think of doing anything, Camelia was gripping my legs and forcing them apart. Her huge body bent down, with her tongue stuck out. She began to lick my pussy, her tongue working my bottom lips. I arched my back and threw my head against the pillow. I had never experienced anything quite like what she was doing to me!

“You a virgin,” she murmured to my pink entrance.

I tilted my head forward the moment she positioned her rock-hard erection against my tunnel. I was tight, and despite everything she did to make me more ready for her entry, she still could not quite put her crown in.

With one hard thrust after she puckered her face a little, she was in. It came as if I was being pierced by a lance or something very similar to that. Her slab of meat, then, came all the way in. I arched my back again and buried my fingers into the mattress.

Despite the pain, Camelia didn’t have pity for me. Her thrusts began, and they were decisive from the start. I could hear the bed creaking while my body moved with it. I was in heaven, and at the same time, also in hell. The combination of pleasure and pain was exquisite.

While her thrusts continued, I felt my orgasm coming. It was building up this whole time, but only now it made itself noticeable. Her balls continued to slap against my bulky buttcheeks when I felt it coming, and I felt it coming and coming and coming until… Ahhhhhhhh! My body rocked while her relentless assault only increased in intensity.

“You should have told me you were a virgin. I would have made this moment better for you,” she said in between her short breaths.

Camelia didn’t stop pistoning in and out of me, and I had so many more orgasms that I lost count of them. I was feeling so much lust and pleasure that I had no choice but to play with my boobs and clit while her dick continued to turn me into her rag doll.

Once we were done, Camelia made me breakfast; it was already early in the morning. We chatted a bit more, and she invited me to live with her. “You are an amazing woman, Amanda, and you deserve so much more than Donny.”

“I know, but I really need to go,” I said before standing on my toes to kiss her.

I waved her goodbye and then got into the first bus to head back to my home.

Don’t go just yet…

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


Free Story

Subduing the Woman of the House: Her Last Sigh

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

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

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


More Futa on Female Books

Big Bulging Futas Bundle: 7 Taboo Futa on Female Stories

http://mybook.to/bulging_futas

Big Bulging Futas! 7 dirty stories of futa on female, sitters, brats, humiliation, first times, domination, submission and SO MUCH MORE. This collection is meant for mature and refined audiences only, and it is going to make you change your pants after you are done reading just the first tale.

These futas have a big bulging secret for their females, and they can’t wait to reveal it to them. Their prey will fall on their knees for their futas, and they will do every little dirty thing for them so that they can have a chance to play with their erect toys.

Nobody is more dominant than a needy and commanding futa.
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