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    Teaser 
 
    “Beverly wore nothing but a thong before she made me come there. She took it out already, of course. She made me be fully naked for her. Nothing else would do for her dirty little mind. I trembled in fear when her eyes analyzed me from top to bottom. Compared to her, I was just so short and small, both in cock and body sizes. 
 
      
 
    Her hands cupped my balls. Just like with the rest of her body, they were massive and had no difficulty taking my whole ballsack. I flinched in response. I didn't expect her to do that sort of thing. I was solely focused on enjoying that oversized cock of hers. Her pre-cum was just so delicious. She had balls too, and they were more gracious than mine were. They were heavy with her cum. Would she blow her semen inside my rectum? I secretly hoped so. I was not ready to let her know I wished that sort of thing… yet.” 
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    Gay for Futa 1 
 
      
 
    Chapter 1 
 
      
 
   Istared at that massive thing in front of me. It could not be possible. Something like that probably didn’t exist. NO! It was impossible. How did she have such an immense dong that any straight man would be envious of? It was maddening. I could not wrap my mind around that. 
 
      
 
    However, there it was, between her legs, standing proud as if she had owned that thing ever since she was born. Of course, that was not true. She put that thing in her. It was all thanks to the advancements of medicine and technology. It was all worth it for her, but was it for the people she once knew? The answer, certainly, was that she simply made new friends. 
 
      
 
    “You came here for your first time, no? Then, get on with it! Suck me!” 
 
      
 
    I gulped. She was right, though I could not wrap my head around the fact that someone with such a whopping dong was a woman. I mean, how could she be? I was a man and mine was so much smaller. In that room, she was the one giving the orders, thanks to the size of her dick. She knew she was the one on top. 
 
      
 
    I opened my mouth and wrapped my lips around her slab of meat. So tasty. So delicious it was. I was already salivating her womanhood - or feminine manhood - and enjoying myself more than I was supposed to. A cock was a cock, regardless of who had it, and one that big was quite hard to find. It seemed that I had gotten lucky. 
 
      
 
    “When you first said you never had sex before, I thought that you were joking, but judging by the way you are sucking my dick, I can tell that you are not lying.” 
 
      
 
    Her words hurt me. It took me a while before she got that truth out of me. I didn't think she would ever be so insistent. One joke led to another, and then to the revelation. Before I knew it, I was on my knees, begging for her not to want to know more about my sexual life. 
 
      
 
    “You are gay. People like you are supposed to have an easier time finding a partner, right? At least, that is what I know. There are plenty of gay men around. I know quite a few, other than you. I know that they would be willing to thrust inside that cherry of yours. You just never asked them out, did you?” 
 
      
 
    I nodded. She was right, but then again, I didn’t have the courage to ask them out. It was not in my nature to take the first step. That was the reason why she had to force the truth out of me, and then make me beg for a chance to play with her massive dong. 
 
      
 
    Her slab of meat was just so delicious. I could spend hours sucking that thing, but considering I was an amateur gay man doing that, I suspected that I didn’t have the necessary skills to make her orgasm multiple times. 
 
      
 
    I wondered, though, if she would blow her seeds at the same moment her vagina would release her liquid as well. Was that how it worked for futas? Women with dicks… I didn’t understand how they existed, but there she was, being all mighty with that whopping dong between her clean shaved legs. 
 
      
 
    Beverly wore nothing but a thong before she made me come there. She took it out already, of course. She made me be fully naked for her. Nothing else would do for her dirty little mind. I trembled in fear when her eyes analyzed me from top to bottom. Compared to her, I was just so short and small, both in cock and body sizes. 
 
      
 
    Her hands cupped my balls. Just like with the rest of her body, they were massive and had no difficulty taking my whole ballsack. I flinched in response. I didn't expect her to do that sort of thing. I was solely focused on enjoying that oversized cock of hers. Her pre-cum was just so delicious. She had balls too, and they were more gracious than mine were. They were heavy with her cum. Would she blow her semen inside my rectum? I secretly hoped so. I was not ready to let her know I wished that sort of thing… yet. 
 
      
 
    “Such a pair of tiny little things they are, and to think that you are a man. I mean, you could become a sissy. Your package is not big enough to satisfy a man with very low standards even. You should be very concerned about your future sex life.” 
 
      
 
    My stomach sank. If she was mentioning that sort of thing about me, then a man had all the reasons in the world not to get laid with me. I was destined to live the rest of my life as nothing more than a man who could only have sex with futas. Or, more likely, I would be having sex only with Beverly. The other futas would never allow me to approach their huge packages. 
 
  
 
  
   
    Chapter 2 
 
      
 
   Isucked her more still. My tongue danced around her monstrous cockhead. She was leaking so much pre-cum. She had so much of that for the delight of my tongue. I sucked more and more of it. She was just so turned on, and to think I could have done that a long time ago. For this whole time, I didn’t know what the wonders of oral sex were like. 
 
      
 
    Her hand massaged my head. She caressed it. She knew she was the one on top. I was nothing but a weak, gay man with a sex problem. She was doing a massive favor by allowing me to suck that cock of hers. To her mind, I suspected, what better way to kill the boredom other than having a submissive gay man on his knees for her? 
 
      
 
    Her shaft twitched. She was just so willing to have a man doing her. Of course, she would never have it any other way. She was used to turning straight men into gay princesses for her delight. Her evil smile said it all: she might have been planning that for a long time before she made me beg. 
 
      
 
    My tongue danced around her cockhead. Her penis twitched more. My hands played with her balls, though they were too small to please her enough, I feared. She moaned still, which only made me want to suck her more. I needed to worship her even more. I felt kind of handicapped for not having another more to please her. How much pleasure would she feel if I had another pair of lips to suck her balls? Maybe too much. Maybe, in that case, she would be blowing all her seeds in my mouth before the right time. 
 
      
 
    I wanted her blowing her seeds deep inside my anus, of course. It was where her massive shaft belonged to. Throbbing and shaking. Powerful and potent. It was where she would be stretching me good. That was the point of no return for me. After that, I was all hers, ready to serve her at any moment she so desired. 
 
      
 
    I let her hips move up and down slightly. A smile spread across her face. She was fucking my mouth, and instead of complaining, I was moaning. She was just so good with her oversized slab of meat, and even more so than I could ever be with mine, in fact. It kind of made me envious, but as long as my mouth was filled with her monstrous dick, I would have no reason to complain. 
 
      
 
    My lips were just so stretched out wide. I never thought that something like that could get inside there. I had watched porn and looked at photos of men sucking dongs, but none was the size of hers. How much money would she make if she were working in that industry? Probably more than enough to buy a mansion or two. 
 
      
 
    She was increasing her pace, making my mouth sore. I was just so loving that. To feel her skin rubbing against mine… it was almost too much for me. I was more than drooling, I was creating a puddle of my saliva on the floor. Her cock just kept sliding in and out nonstop, all the while demanding to come inside even more. 
 
      
 
    I wanted more of her inches in, but then again, would that be the right thing to do for my first time? I was an inexperienced fool. I didn’t know the unwritten rules about oral sex yet. It was better to start with the basics. Just her monstrous cockhead was more than enough to fill me up good. I could only imagine what she would be like when ramming my other hole. That would be the real evaluation of much of her I could take. 
 
      
 
    Plus, I wanted to save some of the novelty for the next time she allowed me to suck her womanhood. 
 
      
 
    “You know what else this place has? A camera with a big monitor for you to check everything that you are doing here from third person. You can’t really see where it is. I made sure to install a very small camera. Let’s just say I like seeing things from different perspectives. It’s how I roll.” 
 
      
 
    The moment she finished saying that, a black panel on the wall was turned on, showing me my anus while I was on my knees sucking her off. That angle made it seem as if her cock was even bigger than it actually was, making me flinch. Nonetheless, my tongue continued to worship her monstrous thing, all the while salivating it and trying to please her as much as possible. It was all done for the purpose of easing her mind to let me play with her package in the future. 
 
      
 
    Her vagina was just behind her ballsack, and it looked so moist. She was orgasming over there too. Her excretion was quite evident as it created a puddle of its own just under her ass and thighs. 
 
      
 
    The futa was moaning quite a bit now. Her eyes were closed shut, but I knew that, actually, her pupils were inside her head. Her toes were slightly curling, such was the intensity of her pleasure. Her orgasm threatened to take control of her, but I didn't worry. A futa like her knew her limits and how to control herself. 
 
      
 
    I withdrew my mouth from her monstrous cock. She opened one eye to find out what was going on. “I am just going to worship your balls as well,” I said before sticking my tongue out and licking each of them. She moaned more still, and then proceeded to close her eyes. 
 
      
 
    My hands felt her thighs. She was not hairy like we men were, but she was toned. My hands could feel her muscles tensing or relaxing, depending on which part of her scrotum I touched. Her rugged ballsack often tensed or relaxed as well, showing me just how filled with cum she was. I licked my lips just for thinking about her blowing her seeds all over me, even though I knew that would only happen at a later date, if she were gentle enough to let me worship her again. 
 
      
 
    I put one of her balls inside my mouth, and felt it. I felt its weight against my tongue, and also its taste. It seemed to pulsate between my lips. She was just so ready to show me what having an intense male-female orgasm was like. I jacked off every day, and even tasted my own cum, but being on the other end was an experience I never had before. My heart pounded fast as excitement grew for the most precious moment of that unusual experience. 
 
      
 
    I put the other testicle inside my mouth. It felt as tasty and tender like the other one. Just two balls which comprised an amazing pair. My whole body itched for me to have something similar, even though I knew that was never going to happen. 
 
      
 
    The futa was completely tense. I felt that she could explode inside my mouth at any moment. The only thing keeping that from happening was her own deliberate attempt to contain the inevitable. 
 
      
 
    My asshole contracted and expanded for her big cock. After sucking and getting to know her monstrous slab of meat for so long, I could barely wait to have her in. All inches. Nothing less would do. I wanted to feel her balls slapping against my ass, turning me into her sex doll. I wanted to become her immediate and obedient object of pleasure.  
 
  
 
  
   
    Chapter 3 
 
      
 
   Istared at the monster cock, before my face, in horror. It had to be almost a foot long and almost as dense as a soda can. "Please..." pleaded I. 
 
      
 
    "I'm unique, you know. I likely have the greatest cock out of all the other dickwomen of this town... I'm going to cum more than anyone else can. I'm going to taint you in just one load.” 
 
      
 
    She stood up and moved her chair elsewhere. We were going to do something different now, I sensed. 
 
      
 
    I was compelled to listen and watch as Beverly grabbed a large bottle of lube from somewhere behind her and freely covered her cock and right hand, rubbing her turgid member with her hips pressed against her ass, demonstrating how big that cock was. "This is all going inside your perfect ass today. I'm going to really cherish that." Beverly pushed her pussy out so that my butthole fell into perspective, then she started to circle it with a few fingers, pressing the tight pucker, every few passes, firmly. 
 
      
 
    She put the ball gag inside my mouth. “This will be here for the time being. You have been talking too much. I don’t like that.” 
 
      
 
    I was watching her as the minutes went by. To keep me all slick, Beverly would press my asshole and keep adding more lube. In fact, I was grateful for the ball-gag when I had to bite down to avoid groaning when Beverly pushed her first finger into my butt... Then another...  and then, there was a third one. This went on for longer than I could remember, forcing me to twist my toes while she continued to push into my pucker as I kept being loosened up from Beverly’s ministries. I felt in my heart a guilty burning when I knew that I was enjoying all of that. And I was also morbidly curious about what I would be like when that enormous cock was stuck in my butt. 
 
      
 
    As if Beverly had read my ideas, with an awkward squelch she unceremoniously pulled her fingers out. I could see my own asshole waving lewdly in front of her on the screen as if it were inviting for more to come. "Well, I believe I worked fairly well your asshole so far. It's time to get this weapon of mass destruction to work!" she said with unrestrained joy. I watched Beverly lifting her cock on the screen. 
 
      
 
    Finally, having enough of her fun, Beverly lined up her member's head, pressing it in just enough to keep my loosened hole open, "You better relax that ass, gay man, or it's going to be fun just for me." Without any other warning, Beverly pushed her head into me, making me gasp as my tight bum was spread wide for the first time ever in my sorry life. I whimpered as saliva oozed from the corners o my mouth. 
 
      
 
    "Oh, fuck yeah. You've got a tight ass, Hun... how are we going to deal with that, though?" Beverly laughed as she began with some slow pumps, allowing me to take a ludicrous perspective of my impaled ass. My cheeks' round globes, something I was quite proud of until today, tightly enclosed the absurd phallus; my tight muscle ring clinging sharply when the cock went in and out, as if my ass wouldn't let go of her latest visitor. My muscles only slightly tensed as Beverly started picking up her pace, cramping up my ass more and more, causing the dense, strong column of flesh to vanish inside me. My ass jiggled with each obscene thrust. 
 
      
 
    My mind went blank. I had a hard time concentrating on anything except on the highly warm pipe that pumped my backdoor. The slight sting that went with it was all but drowned out because of the unmistakable enjoyment it brought. As difficult as possible, I attempted and failed to remain silent; moans rumbled from deep within my chest. 
 
      
 
    I felt a slight shift in the manner I was breached by Beverly's dick. It felt like it was bulging even more than it was before. The female picked up her pace minutely. "Okay, now... ugh, I've got to be frank with you." Beverly began as the screen turned into a whole new perspective. The angle displayed my stomach and bald asshole, which was deep red. With every ball-deep thrust, my stomach was also just mildly bulging. 
 
      
 
    Beverly pulled her entire shaft from my ass abruptly, leaving my anus to try to close back, but failing to do so. "Oh, god. I'm so fucking close!" Beverly grabbed her cock with both fingers and thrust at my orifice again, much to my dismay. 
 
      
 
    Beverly, still furiously jerking herself against me, pushed her cock's head deep into my tunnel. The head popped in with a pang of pain, decreased only because of the unwanted excitement that covered it. Her cock went all the way in, just the way she desired. 
 
      
 
    "Oh yes! Take it all in bitch!" Beverly roared, then I felt the hot rush of extremely thick seed pouring into my unprotected backdoor, rope after insanely thick rope. Beverly kept pumping her shaft without remorse, filling my rectum. In morbid fascination, I watched the screen as my stomach began to bulge and sag. 
 
      
 
    After a minute or so of Beverly's deep thrust, her seeds oozed onto the floor. With profound gusts of air, Beverly still refused to remove herself from me. 
 
      
 
    "Felicitations, Gary," Beverly said. It was the first time she was referring to me by my first name. "You're going to be my proud breeding bitch from now on," Beverly spoke with so much certainty that I was struck with fear. 
 
      
 
    Real fear for a demanding futa. 
 
  
 
  
   
    
    Gay for Futa 2 
 
      
 
    Chapter 1 
 
      
 
   Iwas minding my own things in the classroom when a friend of mine poked me in the shoulder. “Hey, dude. Wanna hear something really cool?” 
 
      
 
    “What do you have in mind?” 
 
      
 
    “Well, do you see Lisie over there at the last table? Do you know why she sits there?” 
 
      
 
    “Dude, it could be for any reason. Maybe she doesn’t like being with other people much.” 
 
      
 
    His face approached mine and he whispered, “Have you heard that she is a futa?” 
 
      
 
    “A futo? What is even that?” 
 
      
 
    “No, a FUTA. F-U-T-A, that is, a woman with a big dick.” 
 
      
 
    I shook my head and said, “You gotta be kidding about this. That is just impossible. We are in 1985, not in the dark ages.” 
 
      
 
    “That’s not the whole rumor, bro. I hear that her dong is bigger than any man’s in this classroom.” 
 
      
 
    “Now you are just talking utter nonsense. Even if she has a dick, it is probably a very small one, especially when compared to mine,” I said with a grin while I pampered my bulge. I looked at the professor just to make sure that she didn’t notice me doing that. 
 
      
 
    “Dude, you have got to find out if the rumor is true. Do you want to ask her about it?” 
 
      
 
    “No, why would I even do that? I am not curious,” I said, but I was lying. The way he was talking about that, and especially the way he was looking at me as if his life depended on that futa thing were both making me feel inclined to discover if the rumor was true. 
 
      
 
    He shook his head in disapproval and said, “You are no fun at all, man. And here I was thinking that you were the kind of dude that is not insecure about his penis size.” 
 
      
 
    I returned my attention to the professor, who turned her head to look at us after finally noticing that we were talking. 
 
      
 
    His assertions and affirmatives about Lisie’s possible dick were already ingrained in my mind. Why was he so curious about something that was clearly impossible? Lisie was obviously a weird gal that spent most of her time by herself and didn’t attempt to make friends, but she was a woman still, and by being a woman, all she had down there was her vagina, which I didn’t have any intention of getting to know. 
 
      
 
    Plus, if I asked her to show her supposed cock, all she would do was to scream that I was a pervert and that she was going to call the police. Better to avoid that whenever I can. 
 
    ✽ ✽ ✽ 
 
    I found myself in my bedroom. It was the middle of the night, and there were no cars or birds making noises outside. The place was in absolute silence, except for the continuous conversation between mom and dad on the first floor of the house. 
 
      
 
    The mirror reflected my image. My naked body was nothing to be proud of, even though I did like telling people that I had started working out. That was a complete lie; I didn't have the hunger for something like that. Besides, I liked how bigger my dick looked because of my skinny legs. 
 
      
 
    I pampered my package in front of the mirror until my shaft was fully hard. Pre-cum leaked from the opening of my cockhead. I was getting a bit horny by just admiring myself in the mirror. Some people would say that I was a bit narcissistic, but I didn't care. What I cared about was feeling well with myself. 
 
      
 
    While I looked at myself in the mirror, I thought about what Charlie mentioned about Lisie’s supposed dick. Was it… really true? The more I thought about it, the more I considered it to be impossible. Science was at a level where it had not been for a long time, but it was far from being able to grow a dick in a woman’s body. 
 
      
 
    However, thinking about that also made me very curious. Too curious for my well being. What if it was really true? What if she was really bigger than me? In that case, not only would I feel worthless as a man, I would have discovered that something I thought impossible was actually true. 
 
      
 
    And then, I remembered what it was going to take to ask her that sort of question, and how she would probably react. No… that is not something I am willing to do. I am not that crazy. 
 
      
 
    I put my pajamas on and got myself inside the blankets. It was then that the following thought hit me: what if I just spied on her inside the women’s bathroom to find out if she really was a dickgirl or not? There was a small hole in the bathroom’s roof which allowed me to see most of the place, and well… if it was going to take that to satiate my curiosity, then I was willing to take such risk. 
 
      
 
    As for my friend Charlie… I was going to invite him to come. He was the one who mentioned Lisie possibly having a cock and a ballsack, which meant that he deserved to find out if that was true as well. Plus, he would only believe whatever story I had for him if he was there to see the events unfolding himself. 
 
      
 
    When I turned on the bed, my heart was pounding to find out what the deal with her was. If she really was a dickgirl or not, I didn’t know, but I sure as hell was willing to find out the truth behind that rumor. Since school is boring, I might as well make it less boring, I thought before falling asleep and then having a weird dream about Lisie really having a dick. 
 
      
 
    When I woke up, I was sweating as if I had just had a nightmare.  
 
  
 
  
   
    Chapter 2 
 
      
 
   Ifound Charlie by the classroom with a huge smile on his face. He was talking to some friends before he turned around and said, “Hey, dude. How is it going?” 
 
      
 
    “Charlie, do you have some time now? I need to talk to you in private.” 
 
      
 
    “Hey, Charlie, are you having an affair with Gus here?” One of his friends asked in an attempt to mock me. His other friends all burst out laughing. 
 
      
 
    I shook my head and said, “Just come right now. I won’t take much of your time.” 
 
      
 
    I took him away from his group of friends, which I didn’t like much and avoided talking to, and then said, “I was thinking about Lisie yesterday at night and what you said about her having a big cock.” 
 
      
 
    A mocking smile appeared on his face. “So, are you finally curious to find the truth about her?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, I am,” I said, feeling my cheeks warm as they probably got beet red. 
 
      
 
    “Well, then in that case,” he said while putting his arm around my shoulders, “We should make plans to find out if the rumor is true or not.” 
 
      
 
    I shook his arm away from me and said, “I was thinking about using the small hole in the woman’s bathroom’s roof to spy on her when she goes there.” 
 
      
 
    “Well, smartass, do you even know when she is likely to go there?” 
 
      
 
    “No, of course not. I don’t waste my time trying to find out when people are going to use the bathroom. That is, unless it’s one of the chicks I have a crush on.” 
 
      
 
    His smile widened. “No problem, I guess. Since she has classes with us, it should not be hard to know when she will go there.” 
 
    ✽ ✽ ✽ 
 
    We were in the classroom while the professor had her back turned to us. Her hand moved along the blackboard while she wrote her notes. Lisie, in the meantime, was also writing her own notes on her notebook. 
 
      
 
    Charlie poked me in the shoulder. “Hey, is she not going to the bathroom today? We have had a couple of classes already and she didn’t even move from her chair.” 
 
      
 
    “I don’t know, bro. I am also keeping an eye on her.” 
 
      
 
    “I hope that she doesn’t take too long, because I don’t want to spend the whole day here paying more attention to her than to the classes.” 
 
      
 
    Time passed, and we eventually were having the last class of the day. I looked at Charlie, who seemed worried about losing the opportunity to discover the truth about the rumor. Why was he so intent on finding out if she has a cock or not? I asked myself. Even if Lisie decided not to use the bathroom today, there would be other opportunities to spy on her in the following days. 
 
      
 
    While I was writing down my own notes on my notebook, I heard someone standing up. When I looked back, my heart skipped a beat the moment my eyes landed on Lisie sashaying out of the classroom. Her chin was raised as if she didn’t have anything to worry about. 
 
      
 
    I poked Charlie on his shoulder; he was resting his head on his arm that was, in turn, on the table while his mouth drooled. “She is leaving. Let’s follow her.” 
 
      
 
    Charlie's eyes shot open all of a sudden and he turned his head to the other side just in time to find Lisie walking out of the classroom. We followed her, and made sure that none of us collided with one of the tables. We were so worried about losing sight of her that we almost caused a confusion in the classroom. 
 
      
 
    When we got out, we noticed Lisie climbing the stairs as she made her way to the bathroom, which was located in a separate building by the classrooms. She stepped into the bathroom for women and we then used the ladder by the wall to get to the roof. 
 
      
 
    Once we were up there, we made our way very carefully to where the small hole was. The hole itself was not a surprise to Charlie because he was the one who found out about it and introduced it to me. Ever since then, we have been using it to spy on the colleagues that we liked. 
 
      
 
    Charlie looked through the hole and whispered, “She is not here yet. Where is she?” 
 
      
 
    I heard one of the stall doors opening and then closing. Charlie whispered, now more enthusiastically, "There she is. She took her sweet time." 
 
      
 
    I got in beside him. I waited for him to say something if the rumor was true or not. 
 
      
 
    “Gus, she is not going to sit on the toilet like all the other women. She is taking her pants off right now.” 
 
      
 
    Lisie was the kind of young woman that liked wearing pants that were too big for her, which only helped to make her look even weirder. Most other women around her age preferred to wear tight pants. 
 
      
 
    "That doesn't mean anything. They all take their pants off before taking a leak." 
 
      
 
    “Shhhh! She has just finished taking off her pants. This is the moment in which we are going to find out if she really has a dick or not!” 
 
      
 
    I waited patiently beside him. His eyes, all of a sudden, bulged as if he had seen a ghost. “Charlie, what the fuck is happening down there? Tell me! I need to know this!” 
 
      
 
    "Bro, look for yourself. You will be more than surprised by this." 
 
      
 
      
 
    I put my eye over the hole and looked through it. What I saw could not be described with words alone. Lisie was standing up and… using her cock to pee in the toilet. And it was really big. Even from where I was standing that was noticeable. I was so in shock that I felt my head weak. 
 
      
 
    I raised my head and looked at Charlie. “This… it cannot be. That woman… she can’t be human.” 
 
      
 
    Charlie had a dumb smile on his face. He said, “You know what you saw man, as do I. That woman does exist, and she has a dick so big that even mine can’t be compared to hers.” 
 
      
 
    I put my eye over the hole and looked through it. Lisie was not there anymore. I was so shocked by what I saw that I didn’t even hear when she opened and closed the door of the bathroom stall. 
 
      
 
    Charlie said, “Dude, you need to see that thing up close. I am sure that she would show it to you, especially if you mention that you spied on her.” 
 
      
 
    “No, dude. That is just crazy. That was more than enough. I don’t need to look at that thing she has between her legs as if I were a gay man.” 
 
      
 
    Charlie and I got off the roof of the bathroom. When we reached the ground, we noticed Lisie sashaying back to the classroom as if she was a normal woman.  
 
  
 
  
   
    Chapter 3 
 
      
 
   Charlie was right about Lisie having a big dick. When I looked at it through the small hole in the roof, I did also confirm that it was bigger than mine. The nightly ritual where I looked at myself in the mirror was not performed that night because I didn’t feel like admiring my body, now that I knew that a woman was bigger than me at school. 
 
      
 
    I didn’t want to tell Charlie, but I also felt instigated to look at her cock up close. All it would take was asking for her to allow me to see her penis. I never before talked to her, but I would never refrain from asking her to satiate my curiosity even more. 
 
      
 
    I thought I was done with that whole thing when Charlie was with me on the roof of the bathroom, but the more I tried to forget the big cock that Lisie had, the more I felt inclined to see it up close. 
 
      
 
    It would be tough, especially because I didn’t feel brave enough for something like that, but I was so curious that I just could not imagine myself not doing that. 
 
      
 
    It was with that thought in mind that I hid in the women’s bathroom and waited until she came. I was going to have to depend on luck to make this work, since I was not that well-hidden and I could be found by any of the other women who continued to come in there before her. 
 
      
 
    Alas, it seemed that luck was on my side, I soon discovered the moment that Lisie opened the bathroom stall that she used the other day. I got out of the spot I was using to hide myself and said, “Lisie, please don’t scream.” 
 
      
 
    She turned around on the same instant, her mouth already opening while her eyes bulged in shock. I covered her mouth with my hand, pushed her inside the stall and said, “Please, don’t make this hard on me. I am not here to force anything on you. I am here only to make you show me… the thing that you have between your legs.” 
 
      
 
    I noticed her eyes going back to their normal selves, which then allowed me to withdraw my hand from her mouth. “How did you find out about this?” She asked while rubbing her hands on her skirt. 
 
      
 
    “Well, I think that telling you that would only make things worse.” 
 
      
 
    She shook her head in disapproval and said, "You know that you are not supposed to be inside the women's bathroom, right?" 
 
      
 
    “I know, but I am really curious about… your…-” 
 
      
 
    “Cock, you mean. I didn’t think that anyone from this school was going to find out about it.” 
 
      
 
    Talking to her was strange. I didn’t think that I was ever going to have a reason to do so, much less when said reason involved something that she should not have. 
 
      
 
    “But, can you just show me your cock? I am so curious that I had a hard time sleeping this night.” 
 
      
 
    “Are you gay?” 
 
      
 
    Her question came out of nowhere, and it caught me off-guard. I was in shock after hearing those words. “No, of course not. I was surprised about a woman having a dick, that is all.” 
 
      
 
    “Is that really the case here? Is something else involved in this that you are not telling me?” 
 
      
 
    Her eyes were so cold. It was as if she could look at my very soul. 
 
      
 
    I felt it really hard to keep anything from her, so I said, “During my whole life, I have been pretty proud of my cock and how big it is, but yours… it might just be… even bigger.” 
 
      
 
    Each word felt harder than ever to pronounce. I didn't think that she was going to be pressing me like that. I was such a fool for having thought that she was just going to show me her big dick without getting something in return. Her payment to raise her skirt was, of course, to humiliate me. 
 
      
 
    “I see. Well, I guess that we might just find out about that,” she said before reaching out with her hand and cupping my bulge with it. I gasped out of pure shock. A smile appeared on her face. 
 
      
 
    She squeezed and pampered my bulge, feeling it. “Hmmm… it does feel smaller than mine. I guess that, to discover the truth, we need to take our shafts out of their cages.” 
 
      
 
    Her hands gripped the waistband of her skirt and she lowered it down. I was seeing, for the first time ever, a woman’s bulge, and it was impressive. I didn’t know if she was well endowed or not, for a futa, but there was denying that she was really big. 
 
      
 
    She lowered her underwear - a normal man’s piece - and revealed to the shock of my eyes her big member. It was not throbbing - not yet - but it looked so huge that it sent shivers down my spine. 
 
      
 
    I knelt in pure respect. 
 
      
 
    "So, little man, you are seeing your first futa cock. Want to find out how it tastes like? I will tell you this: I have sucked this big thing here many times before and it was delicious. You might just find out that your tongue and lips like a slab of pure meat between them." 
 
      
 
    Something else that concerned me was she suggesting that I could suck her member. I was not gay; I had many women before, but there was denying that her shaft was like a magnet to my eyes. I could not stop looking at it. I was mesmerized by the damn thing. 
 
      
 
    Her smile widened. “If you have come this far to look at this monster cock, then you might as well finish the trip. Don’t leave this place without finding out how a futa’s shaft tastes like.” 
 
      
 
    I really was conflicted with that. Part of me wanted me to just stand up and get away from there as if nothing had happened. The other half of me was begging for me to suck her big member. I didn’t know which was going to win that battle. 
 
      
 
    But before I could think more about the situation I was in, the futa shoved her cock deep in my throat. I withdrew my mouth from it, gasping for air and gagging in the meantime. She, however, was not going to be satisfied with just that, I feared. 
 
      
 
    She grabbed my head and shoved her dick down my throat another time. With the help of her grip of my hair, she made me bob up and down on her. A huge smile of victory appeared on her face. 
 
      
 
    I tried to fight back, but with each strong thrust of hers, I felt more and more willing to keep on sucking that big member. It didn’t take long before I was sucking that dick like my previous girlfriends did to me. I even closed my eyes to focus on the feelings consumed by my mouth. 
 
      
 
    “There we go. That is a good fuckboy. Who would have thought that Gus likes having cocks inside his mouth? Certainly not this well-endowed futa here,” she said before laughing like a maniac. 
 
      
 
    It was a good thing - for her, at least - that nobody was going to come into the bathroom. Even though we were inside the stall, the moans of a man would definitely notify one of the users that something very wrong was taking place here. 
 
      
 
    The more I sucked her big slab of meat, the more I loved it. I thought that I was going crazy about that, but it could not be further from the truth. Her dick was just so good that I was leaking pre-cum inside my own underwear, and there was just so much of it coming out that I could feel the cloth getting wetter. 
 
      
 
    She shoved her big dick down my throat even more, up to the point of making my nose connect with the skin of her pubic region. I felt her aroma and the perfume she used, and they were both really good. They were very similar to the ones some of my previous girlfriends used. 
 
      
 
    That, in turn, made me feel even more turned on, and it was not long before I was shooting my own cum inside my pants. As I did that, I continued to bob up and down on her, all the while keeping my eyes closed. 
 
      
 
    "Jesus, you really are loving this, are you not? It almost makes me think that I should be going for men as well," she said while fucking my mouth still. 
 
      
 
    I was losing myself in that. It reached a point where all I could feel was her rigid slab of meat just sliding back and forth, and my own much smaller dick still blowing my sperm inside my underwear. If she knew about the last thing, I was sure that she would be even more turned on. 
 
      
 
    “Do you want to know what I am going to do right now?” She asked while her dick fucked my mouth still, her hand still gripping my hair. 
 
      
 
    I reopened my eyes and looked at her. It was impossible for me to say ‘no’ or to shake my head, but she understood me nonetheless. 
 
      
 
    “Good. Then, this is going to be a surprise,” she said before throwing her head back, burying her monster cock down my throat even more and moaning like a fucking animal. Her cock twitched like a wild thing before blowing wave after wave of her juice inside my mouth. 
 
      
 
    It was impossible for me not to taste it, but I soon found out that it was really good and delicious. The more I tasted it, the more I swallowed it. In the meantime, the juice of her vagina was leaking and forming lines of it on her thighs. 
 
      
 
    She let go of me the moment her big member stopped twitching and calmed down. On my knees still, I looked at her while waiting to find out what she was going to do next. 
 
      
 
    She put her underwear and skirt back on. After she checked herself out in the mirror and got ready to step out of the bathroom, she asked, “So, when do you want to come here again for round two?” 
 
  
 
  
   
    
    Gay for Futa 3 
 
      
 
    Chapter 1 
 
      
 
   Andrew grabbed my hips, pushed them up and them forced his hardness into me. I moaned in pleasure, but also in protest. I didn’t want him to start in such a hardcore way with me, not when I didn’t know him that well and I was more into women right now. He was, however, a very handsome man that any woman would be on her knees for, and that was what made me do this. 
 
      
 
    The more he pushed inside me, the more I felt his hardness filling me. I groaned, and Andrew did too. My eyes locked with his, and I didn’t know what to say. I guessed that there was nothing to be said, not with his manhood so big and filling me up this good. He didn’t even start pounding me yet. 
 
      
 
    “This is so good,” he said, but not panting still. His body was shining under the light of the moon, but he was not sweating yet. He looked so delicious like this, and I… I just wanted more of him inside me. 
 
      
 
    “You are this good, honey,” I said, feeling his hardness inside me, but also realizing that this was not going to last for a lot of time. He was having sex with a woman who had a dick for one reason, and that was something that he didn’t want to share with me yet. 
 
      
 
    “Your cock is still soft. Are you not happy with this?” He asked. 
 
      
 
    “Quite the contrary, I am very satisfied with this. I am just thinking about you and how handsome you are.” 
 
      
 
    “Wow, I didn’t think that…. We would be doing something like this.” 
 
      
 
    “Neither did I, but ughhh!” I said when his hardness reached the end of my canal. 
 
      
 
    “Are you going to be alright?” He asked, his eyes filled with care and worry for me. 
 
      
 
    “Of course, my darling. This isn’t the first time a man has been doing me,” I responded, my eyes meeting his. 
 
      
 
    I could just feel his hands gripping my thigs, and pushing them up more and more while he filled me with his manhood. Now that he was fully inside me, maybe we could do something more serious… 
 
      
 
    “Andrew, please fuck me fast and hard,” I said, locking my eyes with him. I was hoping to be making the right facial expression for this. When he pushed in more, and then out, I learned that I had managed to pull that off. A smile materialized on my face. 
 
      
 
    “You have the most beautiful smile of this planet,” he said, his body now moving forward and backward with ease inside me. The hilt of his cock was glistening thanks to the condom that he was using. 
 
      
 
    “You know that I am doing this for me only, right?” 
 
      
 
    “Of course, my darling. I didn’t take you to be the caring kind of woman.” 
 
      
 
    “I am not even a woman, you know? I am a futa.” 
 
      
 
    “Talking about that, why is your cock still soft? Not excited too much about this?” 
 
      
 
    “No… it’s just that I prefer more submissive men,” I said while his hardness pumped and filled me with him. 
 
      
 
    The thought of him getting on his knees for me, and then sucking my cock as if he were a submissive bitch made my shaft swell a bit. I was getting turned on, finally. 
 
      
 
    His eyes flashed. “Wow, I didn’t think that you were finally going to be liking this,” he said, still ramming my ass. I could feel his balls just shocking against me, and I could also notice that he was really liking this. 
 
      
 
    "You know how it is. I just really prefer when a man gets on their knees and then suck my cock, just like when another guy did that for me in the bathroom. That was… a crazy experience.” 
 
      
 
    “Tell me about it,” he said, his condomed dick sliding in and out of me, making me pant. 
 
      
 
    “He was… I noticed his desire to find out more about me. We futas aren’t really well known, and when guys find about us, they all get very curious, just like you. He got inside the women’s bathroom and then spied on me to find out if I had a dick or not. When he unveiled the mystery, he was on his knee for me in a matter of seconds. And then, minutes later, he was suckling and worshiping me as if he was a woman himself.” 
 
      
 
    I giggled while I felt his presence inside me. My cock swelled even more, and it was evidently bigger than before, but still not hard enough to stand up. 
 
      
 
    “That must have been… interesting,” he said, and now I could notice a drop of sweat on his forehead. 
 
      
 
    “More than that, it finally made me understand that you - straight men - like having dicks inside your mouths from time to time. Maybe you guys like having the full package, that is, the pussy and the shaft at the same time. I don’t know. You would have to explain that to me. I am not a man.  
 
  
 
  
   
    Chapter 2 
 
      
 
   He continued to push his erection inside me more and more, and he was really big. But if there was one thing I was certain about, it was that I was even bigger than him. A smile materialized on my face when I thought about that, and he must have seen it, because he asked, “Is something the matter?” 
 
      
 
    “I was just thinking that I am probably even bigger than you. You haven’t seen my cock in its hard state yet, so I am okay if you doubt that.” 
 
      
 
    He shook his head with a mocking smile on his face and said, “I am indeed doubting that. I don’t think there is anybody at college bigger than me.” 
 
      
 
    “Well, how about we measure our dicks, then? I won’t feel bad if I find out that you are bigger than me.” 
 
      
 
      
 
    “Alright, let’s go measuring,” he said before sliding his dick out of me with care. I got off the bed and said, “Care to make me hard?” 
 
      
 
    I grabbed my dick and offered it for him. “I am not… really sure I would like to do something like that,” he said, his eyes plagued with reluctance. 
 
      
 
    “Why not? It’s just a futa’s dick. It won’t bite you,” I said before giggling. 
 
      
 
    “You do realize that I am a straight man and that I am doing this only because I was curious about you, and also because you were pretty much begging for this, right?” 
 
      
 
    He put a serious face that I had to force myself not to laugh at. “Of course I remember that, but I am not going to be able to measure my dick against yours if you don’t help me in this instance. I can’t feel turned on just by masturbating myself.” 
 
      
 
    “Really? That is something I didn’t know about you.” 
 
      
 
    “Come. Grab my cock and pump it using your hand. You won’t even remember that once this is done.” 
 
      
 
    He shook his head with a shy smile on his face and said, “Fine, I am going to do this, but only because you are a friend of mine.” 
 
      
 
    “That is a good boi,” I said while caressing his forehead and feeling my fingers running through his hair. 
 
      
 
    He used his hand to push my hand from his forehead and then used it to pump my womanhood. He was so good with that, and I had no choice but to tilt my head back to moan in pleasure. 
 
      
 
    “Oh please, this is just the beginning of this,” I said when he made me fully hard and he withdrew his hand. 
 
      
 
    When I looked at him, I noticed that his eyes were petrified. I was worried, so I asked, “Is something going on right now? You seem like you have seen a ghost.” 
 
      
 
    “I thought that you were joking, but this dick here… it’s really bigger than mine! Actually, mine can’t even be compared to this. I didn’t think that I was going to be fucking a woman that is even bigger than me..." 
 
      
 
    I caressed his forehead once again and said, "my darling, you haven’t even seen the best of me yet. " 
 
      
 
    His legs gave up on him, and then he knelt. I could feel his manhood fading from him. He finally understood that I was the real man - or woman - of this little play that we were doing. 
 
      
 
    "You are so much bigger than me, and you are a woman! How is that… even possible? My mind… it can’t comprehend the kind of thing that I am seeing right now…" 
 
      
 
    I caressed his forehead, my cock swinging from side to aide as I did so. "Darling, I think that we need to get something straight right now." 
 
      
 
    He looked into my eyes and asked. "What would that be? Please, don’t make me touch this thing. It’s so much bigger than mine and all I want to do… right now… It’s to pretend that it doesn’t exist." 
 
      
 
    "But we are just starting with this,” I said while my heart pitied him. 
 
      
 
    I caressed his forehead more, and then noticed his cock getting soft. All of his manhood faded from his well-built body while he trembled in fear. He was nothing more than a submissive thing that I could fuck and play with from this moment onward. 
 
      
 
    "Come, little one. Suck me. Show me how much you love a big cock." 
 
      
 
    My dick was still hard, and I used it to rub against his face. He flinched and didn’t seem that he was going to let me get in his mouth the easy way. That was such a shame, because I didn’t want to humiliate him even more. 
 
      
 
    I put two of my fingers in his mouth and then slowly forced him to part his lips. "Please, I don’t want to suck a dick. It’s not in my nature... to do something like that..." 
 
      
 
    "Honey, this is nothing compared to what I have in store for you. You haven’t really understood why I decided to ask you to come here."  
 
  
 
  
   
    Chapter 3 
 
      
 
   Slowly, but surely, he opened his mouth for me. I eased my member inside his tender mouth, and then began to fuck it. I could see the tears rolling down his cheeks, and they made feel so turned on. 
 
      
 
    "Andrew, you should not be feeling like this. Every man secretly desires to be fucked, even if he is straight." 
 
      
 
    I didn’t think that it would come to this. I came here to try something different, but not something like this. 
 
      
 
    While I fucked his mouth, I caressed his forehead and petted him to make him feel a bit loved. He was just such a darling, little thing that didn’t realize, up to this point, that he was not the macho-man that he thought he was. 
 
      
 
    “There is a reason why I am doing this, and that I didn’t tell you about. Want to find out what it is?” 
 
      
 
    “Please, tell me what it is. I... need to know,” he said while the tears escaped the corners of his eyes and my cock fucked his mouth still. 
 
      
 
    While I fucked his mouth more and more, I leaned into his ear and whispered, "I want to turn you into a gay man. You will love this. I am sure of it. Now, if you would only stop crying this much and allow me to fuck you the way that you deserve to be fucked, this will become much easier for the two of us." 
 
      
 
    I picked up pace and then began to fuck him even more. His head was forced to move back and forth while my dick claimed his mouth. The more I fucked him, the more my slab of meat pushed inside. The once proud, straight man had no option but to submit to my command. 
 
      
 
    I could see the sweat drops forming on his forehead while I worked him. Despite the early reluctance, he was now taking my big shaft inside his mouth like a pro. He was not sucking or licking it all, but the feeling of having turned a straight man into a gay one the moment he noticed I was bigger than him was still good enough to make me feel turned on. 
 
      
 
    I leaned in closer to his ear again and then said, “This has been good, but do you know what else someone like you need?” 
 
      
 
    He shook his head slightly, with my shaft still inside his mouth. “I need that cherry of yours. I am pretty sure that it has never been touched before, and if there is someone who should claim that first, it’s me; the woman who made you gay.” 
 
      
 
    His whole body trembled in fear when I said those words. He was just so ready for this. I eased my cock out of him. His mouth was slightly gaping as if it was missing me. 
 
      
 
    I grabbed him and put him in his own bedroom. I waited to make sure that nobody was going to come - he didn’t live alone - and then opened his legs. He didn’t pose any resistance, and overall, he made me feel as if he was not in this world anymore. 
 
      
 
    I slapped his face a couple of times and then said, anger tainting my voice, “Pay attention to what I am going to do to you! This is the moment where every ounce of manhood is going to leave you.” 
 
      
 
    His eyes blinked as he was finally taken back to reality. “What?! I… lost myself in my own thoughts. I just… can’t imagine myself not being able to fuck another woman in my life. It’s something that I thought I was good at, but now, after this, I don’t have the right to do such anymore.” 
 
      
 
    “That is right,” I said, feeling his legs with my hands and how hairy they were, “You will have no more right to have another woman. Well, if you do consider me a woman, you can always beg  me to let you suck my shaft and fuck you again.” 
 
      
 
    His eyes were petrified again as he probably thought about what I said. I was going to be the only woman that he was going to be able to talk to. All the other ones will be unreachable for him. His mind had been forever tainted with his submission for a futa’s dick. 
 
      
 
    I widened his legs a bit more, and then looked at his cherry. He had a hairy ass, and I didn’t like that much, but the thought of fucking another straight man… that was keeping me turned on. I was feeling so much lust for him. It was not something that I could describe easily. This was primal. 
 
      
 
    I eased two of my fingers inside his hole, and then opened him up a little. His mouth contorted as he felt me entering him. “This is not even the start of this. Just imagine when my penis penetrates you...” 
 
      
 
    Shock crossed his face when I spoke those words. I was feeling so empowered for being in control. The guy from the bathroom acted the same way when he noticed how big I was. 
 
      
 
    I spit on my fingers, and then used them to open him up a bit more. His mouth gaped as he felt me getting inside. His whole body was a bit tense, but he was soon going to relax. 
 
      
 
    Having opened him up a bit more, I used my tongue to feel what he was like down there. Pleasure painted his face when he felt my tongue taking over his cherry, as if to say that it was never going to be the same once I was fucking him. 
 
      
 
    “Be ready, my darling. Once I am inside, it will be difficult to stop.” 
 
      
 
    Fear took control of his face when he noticed me aiming my cock to his hole. He put his hands in front of me and then begged, “Oh, please, not like this! I don’t want to lose the virginity of my asshole!” 
 
      
 
    I caressed his ass with my hand a bit, with the intent of easing his mind, and then said, “Shhhh. This won’t last long; I am close to climaxing.” 
 
      
 
    The thought of my seeds flooding his tunnel must have made the straight man turned gay feel desperate. He shook his whole body, legs and arms flowing in all directions. I grabbed them using my hands and pinned him on the bed using the weight of my body. “Shhh. This won’t last long, like I told you. Just remain calm.” 
 
      
 
    His tense body calmed down as he stopped fighting back. He was submitting to me, and that made me feel so horny. I really was good at making men understand where their place was; under me, with no chance of being on top again. 
 
      
 
    He was loving this; I could feel it. 
 
      
 
    I pushed my erection inside him, and I was surprised to have found myself still hard. Minutes passed with Andrew getting worked up about losing his manhood and ass-virginity. I pushed more of myself inside him, and then I reached the end of his very tight, but also warm tunnel. His face flinched when the tip of my shaft touched his end, and then he smiled. He is loving this for sure. 
 
      
 
    I pumped him and filled him with my womanhood. It was too soon, but I picked up pace still. I was feeling so hot and turned on at this point, and my boobs were shaking as well, making everything that much better. I could not help myself, so instead of gripping his waist, I fondled my breasts. 
 
      
 
    I pumped him so hard, while my hands felt my boobs, that the now gay man moved back and forth along his bed. Tears rolled down his cheek, but I was sure that those were because he was entering a new world. In this world, he is not going to have sex with women. He will go for other men and futas, all to satiate his desire for big cocks. 
 
      
 
    I felt that surge, that rising wave taking hold of me. I felt it growing up to the point of making my dick throb inside him. My shaft twitched one last time before filling his rectum with my seeds. He growled as pleasure took control of his face. During this instance, his dick sprung up and he shot his cum high in the air. 
 
      
 
    I eased my member out of him, satisfied with how everything turned out. I laid down on the bed next to him, and then caressed his forehead once again, as if he was nothing more than my pet. “Shhh. I really loved this. No need to cry out of happiness, and you should also not worry about your future. There are lots of gay men looking for previously straight ones, and also plenty of women like me.” 
 
      
 
    I grabbed my semi and then pumped it a bit more. Andrew looked down and could not contain himself. 
 
      
 
    His mouth sucked me, and it was then that I realized that I had another man that was going to do everything that I wished. 
 
      
 
    He really loves taking it in his rear. 
 
  
 
  
   
    
    Gay for Futa 4 
 
      
 
    Chapter 1 
 
      
 
   Mark was such a brat. There was not one single day where he didn’t take advantage of me because I was a woman. Studying with him in college was always like hell on Earth, and he knew that very well. He always made sure to keep that clear to me, thanks to him bullying me when having class, dinner or whenever I was sitting at the patio. Fucking brat liked to be a nuisance all the time. 
 
      
 
    I was so relieved when he got kicked out. That happened almost too late, but I still enjoyed that last year without him around. I eventually graduated, and started to look for work. Little did I know, however, that finding one was going to be easier said than done. I almost gave up. 
 
      
 
    But then, when I was sitting at home, sipping a drink, I heard the phone ringing. I picked it up without actually thinking that it was going to be someone about to offer me a job, only then to be surprised when the person at the other side mentioned hiring me to take care of his brat. 
 
      
 
    Apparently, the guy was an adult already, but didn't enjoy acting like one. I had seen that sort of thing before, and was thus not surprised. 
 
      
 
    What shocked me was having found that said dude was no other than Mark, the same guy that bullied me for such a long time. 
 
      
 
    He was all alone when he opened the door for me. His eyes met mine, and for a moment neither of us seemed to know what to say. I stood there, at the doorway, my hand on my waist, waiting for something other than that awkward stare to happen. 
 
      
 
    It was then that the man of the house broke the silence. He came in from behind Mark, a smile on his face that few people were ever going to manage to forget, and his wife was just behind him. 
 
      
 
    "Thanks for coming. Payment will be transferred to your bank account once we come back." 
 
      
 
    His wife followed him out, and the two looked like they were going to have the night of their lives. Must have been pretty tough being this rich and successful with life, I thought as I looked at them getting into their car. It turned at the intersection, and when they were out of sight, I hoped that Mark was not going to be at the doorway. 
 
      
 
    However, that was just wishful thinking. Mark was still standing in front of me, and this time, he had a smile on his face that made my stomach turn. He looked worse than he did back in college, and all I was certain about was that I was not going to let him bully me again. I was done with that. 
 
      
 
    He didn’t go to his bedroom, as I was hoping he would do that. Rather, he decided to watch a movie as he slouched on his couch in the living room. 
 
      
 
    Other than caring for him, I was supposed to clean the place, which was what I decided to do now. That was going to give me some much-needed minutes to think about my actions from now on. I needed to do something so that he was not going to turn me into his prey again. 
 
      
 
    Being away from him was like being in another place entirely. I just lost myself in my own thoughts as I admired the beautiful house that they had. It was such a shame that Mark was the one who was going to have it all for himself once his parents were dead. 
 
      
 
    I felt safe here. So safe that I also felt horny too. Mark didn’t know this, and I had no plan of disclosing this to him, but I was a futa now. I subjected myself to the transformation after realizing that I was going to have a very hard time finding a job. 
 
      
 
    I now had a dick that most men would be envious of. I didn’t know what his size was, but if things were to take a turn for the worse, than I could show him the kind of thing that I was hiding. I was sure that he would be surprised.  
 
  
 
  
   
    Chapter 2 
 
      
 
   Iwas mopping the floor when, all of a sudden, Mark appeared from behind me and showered me with a bucket full of cold water. I raised my head to meet his eyes as the water trailed down my body, my heart in full hatred mode. Oh, this guy gonna get what he deserved! 
 
      
 
    He ran, and I hurried after him. He went to his bedroom, and closed the door. Still feeling the cold water all over my body, my dress soaked, I said, “Look, I know that this is not easy for the two of us, but I have something that will pique your interest.” 
 
      
 
    He walked over to the closed door and shouted, “Huh?! You have something for me?! How ridiculous and pathetic. Amanda, you have always been a nuisance, and now that you work FOR ME, you are going to regret ever being born!” 
 
      
 
    That was it! I had enough of that bastard, and he was going to pay for everything that he made me suffer. I kicked the door once, but it was not enough to open it. I heard Mark whimper, and I kicked the door again. “What the fuck?! Are you trying to get fired?!” 
 
      
 
    “Maybe. All I know is that I am done with you!” 
 
      
 
    I kicked the door once more, this time, with greater force and trying to shift my whole weight to my foot. The hinges were broken, and then, the door fell onto the floor. I stepped into his bedroom, and found Mark standing beside his bed with bulged eyes. His face was pale, and it then that I knew that I had him. 
 
      
 
    It was the first time that I was seeing his eyes bulged in fear of me. He didn’t think that I was going to have enough force to knock down his door. It was with that occurrence in mind that I decided to put into practice a dream of mine. I was sure that he was going to like it. 
 
      
 
    Mark tried to punch me, but I held his arm in place. I was not going to let him abuse me anymore. All the injections I took to become a futa were finally going to pay off today because, right now, there was not much that he could do to stop me from turning him into a sissy. 
 
      
 
    Feeling my overwhelming strength, he got into his knees, and I could notice his eyes tearing. Little man wanted to cry, but not even that I was going to allow him to do. It was why I slapped him multiple times until he asked, “Why?” 
 
      
 
    Oh man, he knew why, but he didn’t want to admit it. Now, he was the woman, and I was the man. Or rather, I had the bigger cock this time. 
 
      
 
    I took off my dress in front of him. Mark was about my height, so when he knelt down, his face was right about the line of my waist. My dick was making a silhouette on the pair of boxer briefs that I was wearing, and I let the sight of that be his first step to sissification. The rest was going to come as the night passed. 
 
      
 
    “What?” He asked in complete disbelief. 
 
      
 
    He brought his hand up, and touched my shaft as if it was a magnet. I could feel his fingers running along my erection, feeling it. My dick was pulsing, waiting for him to put it in his mouth, but that was only going to happen later. Right now, I was just enjoying watching Mark worshiping me like this. 
 
      
 
    “It’s so much bigger than mine,” he whispered, taking me closer to my climax, and I had to contain myself. I didn’t want to cum this soon, especially when I had so many plans for Mark. 
 
      
 
    “Tell me, Mark. Do you want to become like me?” 
 
      
 
    He nodded, his eyes begging for my mercy, but he was not going to have any of that. Right now, I was the bully, and he was going to have to endure me for the time being. 
 
      
 
    I grabbed his hand and guided him to the bathroom. It was spacious enough for the two of us. “Take your clothes off. I have so many things that I want to do with you naked.” 
 
      
 
    Slowly, but surely, he took his clothes off, and I could see the embarrassment in his face. When his underwear was on the floor, I noticed the size of his dick, and well… it was even smaller than I had imagined. Poor little man had thought that he was the biggest in college. 
 
      
 
    I guided him to the bathtub and demanded that he take a bath. He did that, and I had to keep him in check so that he was not going to make this last longer than it needed to be. I made him take a bath because I needed to remove his stench. Did he even take a bath yesterday? His stench was so strong that it made me think that he didn’t. 
 
      
 
    Now that his body was wet, I gave him the razor and ordered him to shave off his body hair. He looked confused and that he was not going to do that, but showing him my dick’s silhouette again convinced him. If he didn’t do as I asked of him, he was going to get something much worse to his manhood. 
 
      
 
    Mark got off the bathtub and used to towel to dry off his body. I gave him some of my clothes that I was going to use to work here, and he looked stupefied at me. “It’s the right size. Trust me,” I said, and he put them on him. 
 
      
 
    They were the clothes for a French maid, and that was part of the reason why I was working here. The whole set included a black dress with white trim, a full skirt above knee length, white half-apron with ruffle, a lace headpiece, long stockings, high heels, a feather duster, and a white lace garter. He looked so cute like this, and it took him so long to put everything on. The poor man never before this felt inclined to lean to his more feminine side, which was the one that he had been trying to hide his whole life. 
 
      
 
    After that was over with, I made him sit on a stool which I put in front of his big mirror, and put beside him a makeup set. It included the primer, foundation, BB cream, concealer, highlighter and a bunch of other things that a sissy maid like him needed to look right. I could see the gleam in his eyes telling me that he was liking this, which made his transformation even more rewarding for me. 
 
      
 
    With that out of the way, there was just one thing that I needed to deal with, and that was a wig. I could not have a sissy maid walking around the house looking as if he didn’t finish his transformation. It was for that reason that I scoured the whole place until I found a wig with long, black hair that I gave to him. 
 
      
 
    He looked at it as his eyes gleamed with delight. He put it on, and now he looked like a proper sissy maid. Untrained, sure, but I was going to get to that part later. Right now, there was something else that I needed to do. 
 
  
 
  
   
    Chapter 3 
 
      
 
   Oh fuck. “Bend down and bring your ass up. I have something that I want to… reward you with.” 
 
      
 
    Under my mercy, he was never going to think about disobeying me. He bent down, showed me his ass and I squeezed into his asshole a buttplug. His face flinched, and I noticed the pain that his body felt, but that was so much worth it that I didn’t care about his reaction. I just could never have a sissy maid without a tail. Mark looked perfect with the one that I made him wear. 
 
      
 
    He checked the tail with his hand, and I looked at him. I contemplated the new Mark, and how he was so different from the bully that used to torment me. He thought that he was going to play with me again in his house, but he didn’t imagine that I was not the same person, and that I was willing to have my revenge. Now that he looked this cute, there was something that I wanted to do with him. 
 
      
 
    “Do you want this, sissy Mark? Do you want my big dick in your mouth?” I asked when his eyes, once again, stared at my bulging silhouette. 
 
      
 
    He knelt and nodded, his eyes the very definition of begging. Slowly, I moved my pair of boxer briefs down until my dick escaped its prison and jumped out looking very hungry. A bead of pre-cum fell from the tip to the floor, and Mark admired its trajectory with lust in his eyes. 
 
      
 
    “If you want my cock, Mark, then you have to ask for permission. And, make sure to do so with a very girly voice.” 
 
      
 
    Mike’s throat worked as he tried to think of how to do that. Then, he said, “Can I play with your dick, Amanda?” 
 
      
 
    I slapped his face and said, “It’s Mistress Amanda. You have to talk to me as your better.” 
 
      
 
    His eyes were teary, but the lust in them was clear. He was going to swallow even more of his now almost dead pride, and he going to do so just for the chance of sucking my dick. 
 
      
 
    “Please, Mistress Amanda, can I suck your dick?” 
 
      
 
    I smiled, content  with his transformation and my revenge, and said, “Yes you may, sissy Mark.” 
 
      
 
    He wrapped his fingers around my dick, his face showing just how happy he was to have this opportunity. For a moment, he just stared at my big slab of meat, unclear of how he was going to proceed with this. He looked so cute with all the makeup that I made him wear. 
 
      
 
    He put my cock into his mouth, and began to work it. I could feel his tongue swirling around it, his need clearer with time. He went from bully to sissy in a matter of hours, and he looked so cute like this. A few more days being a sissy, and not even his parents were going to recognize him as their son. 
 
      
 
    God, he was good with this. His tongue swirled more and more around my cockhead, tasting every drop of pre-cum that I had. He was needy, and he was making sure to let me know that with every touch and rub of his tongue. His mouth worked so hard to create only absolute pleasure from this, his cheeks so red with desire for the person with the bigger dick. 
 
      
 
    I grabbed the hair of his wig, and used it to dictate my desired rhythm. He didn’t pose any resistance as he allowed me to fuck and ravage his mouth. I moved my hips forward and backward, and as I did that, he continued to bob up and down along my length. For now, it seemed that he was not okay with putting everything all the way down his throat, though I was going to change that very soon. 
 
      
 
    Oh God, I didn’t think that he was going to be so good with this. He was taking me close to my absolute orgasm; I could just feel my balls tightening as he continued to take more and more of me. Fuck, I was going to lose this, and I was going to feed him with my seeds. 
 
      
 
    “Jesus, you are doing wonders to me,” I hissed, and that brought a smile to his face as he continued to mouth me. 
 
      
 
    I could look at his sissy body, and I admired it. It took a lot of work, but I managed to make him look as I wanted him to. 
 
      
 
    I was so close to cumming that I grabbed his hair tighter and forced my full length down his throat. Mark gagged, but that didn’t stop me. If anything, his struggle only fueled my fire even more, as I pushed his head down to the point of planting his face against my shaved pubic skin. 
 
      
 
    Mark gagged more, and I could notice his face reddening, I didn’t stop. I pulled and pushed his head, each time planting his face in my pubic region. I repeated the same thing multiple times until I was on the verge of exploding. 
 
      
 
    And then, it happened. I shot my seeds down his throat, filling him with my cream. As I did that, I continued to plant his face down on me, though I was never going to keep that up for long, thanks to having lost some of my strength during my intense release. 
 
      
 
    My dick twitched and pulsed inside his mouth as it continued to feed his hunger. His throat worked as he began to swallow my thick excretion. His eyes were the absolute definition of someone that needed this, and that he was going to need much more. Oh, I was so going to come back here to treat my sissy maid with my cum. 
 
      
 
    I moaned and groaned, feeling my release happening as if there was no end to it. His eyes told me that he was loving this. Mark was not going to need anything in his life if he could have me every day. If he continued being so cute like this, then for sure I would be coming here to make him mine again and again. 
 
      
 
    When I eased my dick out of his mouth, he lost his balance and fell. He got back on his knees, stared at my dick and flicked his tongue out. That was his way of telling me that he needed more of what he just had, and that he also was in need of something else. I looked down at the tip of my cock, and noticed a drop of cum there. 
 
      
 
    I shook my dick to notify Mark of what I wanted him to do next, and then he licked the drop of cum that was hanging off the tip of my cockhead. I moaned when I felt his tongue graze my still rock-hard muscle. 
 
      
 
    Mark now collapsed on the floor, and this time, he was not getting back up soon. I sat beside him and put his head on my thigh. I sang a song to put him to sleep and admired his sissy face as his eyes closed. 
 
      
 
    He was now my sissy maid, and despite everything that he did to me in the past, I was going to make sure that he was treated right. 
 
  
 
  
   
    
    The Futa Matriarch 1 
 
      
 
    Chapter 1 
 
      
 
   Iwas captured before I could even make sense of what was happening. Before I knew it, here I was, in the process of being punished because I dared to steal food from the futa matriarch. Now, I know that was a mistake and all, but did she really need to trap me like this? 
 
      
 
    She used lengths of rope and cloth to make sure that I was well tied; there was no way that I was going to escape this. My arms and legs were stretched so much that they hurt, and I wanted to complain, but I was sure that the futa matriarch was not going to have any of that, so I didn’t even bother. I just decided to accept my fate, for now, and that there was not much which could be done. 
 
      
 
    “Now, that is a good gal,” she said while running her finger inside my pucker. I thought that she was crazy for doing something like that, but the smile on her face… that was pretty telling. She was enjoying this far too much. 
 
      
 
    She ran her dirty finger inside my rectum once more, and I had no option but to moan. My cunt dripped from my excessive pleasure. What's more, the room was so hot that not sweating was not an option. The futa matriarch knew what she was doing; she was an experienced Amazonian-like woman with all the reasons to think highly of herself. She had been at this for far too long. 
 
      
 
    "Oh, Bonnie, you didn't think that you were going to get off this easily, did you? You have no idea the kind of things that I have in store for bad females like you…” 
 
      
 
    Looking up and trying to say something to her that maybe would change her mind, I spoke, “You don't really have to do this to me. I only wanted the food and nothing else. This is going far beyond anything a normal human would do.” 
 
      
 
    She approached me, her breath on my face as she said, “Well, I don't really care about that sort of thing. You have been a bad chick, and it's time to put people like you in your place. 
 
      
 
    “Please,” I said, but it was in vain. The futa matriarch, in all her glory, walked over to the wall and grabbed a flogger. I flinched when her fingers were wrapped around the shaft of the thing. This could not get any worse for me 
 
      
 
    “My dear, you have no idea for how long I have been meaning to do this to you. You have been so bad for me, and with me being a good futa for you… Well, I just didn't feel like you deserved to be treated well by me.” 
 
      
 
    She struck the air with her flogger and then walked until she stood behind me. Her big, dominating hands fondled my ass. With the way that she tied me, I was totally exposed and opened for her. My pucker was probably fully visible for her delight and whatever sort of punishment for me she had in her dirty mind. She didn't care about my pussy… for the time being. I was sure that its right moment was going to come sooner or later. 
 
      
 
    “What a nice pair of asscheeks that you have. They look so ready for this… and for me. I should have captured you way earlier. Still, before now, you have been a pain in the ass who has been coming here to steal my food too often. Capturing you was no easy task. Now that you are here, though, I can have all the fun in the world by punishing you.” 
 
      
 
    Before I could say anything to her, she struck my ass with her flogger. It stung quite a bit, and I screamed until the dark room shook. An evil, wicked smile materialized on her Amazonian-like face. “You liked that, didn’t you?” She asked, completely ignoring how much my whole body was trembling in fear. 
 
      
 
    She struck my ass more times with the flogger, and although I screamed more, the pain was less. My body was getting used to it. Once she was satisfied enough with the beating, she walked to stand in front of me and then said, “You have the choice to leave this place right now, but know this: if you do that, you will never be able to come here. I will post guards to make sure that you don’t.” 
 
      
 
    I nodded my head to say that I was okay with staying in this dark room until she was satisfied with the punishment. I didn’t want to lose the opportunity of tasting their delicious food; it really was that great, and it had a special ingredient that I could not quite put my finger on, but which made all the difference in the world for me. 
 
      
 
    “Good,” she said, with a condescending smile on her face, “I like it when my subjects understand where they stand with me.” 
 
      
 
    She ran a finger between my breasts and then up to my chin. There, she held it and then slid it along the edges of my lips. She held it at the top of the upper lip, and then withdrew it before kissing me. The kiss came out of nowhere; I thought that she was going to slap my cheeks multiple times instead of rewarding me with her beautiful, full lips. 
 
      
 
    “You have such a tender and beautiful mouth. It makes me question why people never once hit on you. I have heard that you are a complete virgin. Is that true?” 
 
      
 
    I looked down and avoided her gaze, and then proceeded to nod in embarrassment. Someone my age was supposed to have had sex several times already. I was just a complete failure, and the futa matriarch knew that very well. 
 
      
 
    It was just one of the many reasons why she dominated me in this situation, and why I felt the necessity to obey every command of hers. 
 
  
 
  
   
    Chapter 2 
 
      
 
   Approaching me, she said, “Now, my dear, I know that you are not liking being punished like this, but the fact is that I am not even completely done with you. There are so many more things that I want to do right now...” 
 
      
 
    She looked at the ceiling while she probably thought about what else to do to me, and then, she said, “I know another little, naughty play which you are probably going to enjoy… or maybe not.” 
 
      
 
    I have any idea of what she had in mind, and during that short time, all I could contemplate was her big cock and balls that she had. I had never seen a  futa before in person, and this whole time that I was spending with her was quite… revealing. My mind was being completely changed and molded for the new world that she was introducing me to. I imagined that I should have realized that she was no normal female like me. She always kept her legs open when she was sitting. I never thought much about that before, but now I realized that I should have. 
 
      
 
    Out of nowhere, she lowered her pair of briefs and showed, to the shock of my eyes, her cock. It was not even fully hard yet - it was in a semi-rigid state that was difficult for me not to look at -, but even then, it looked too big to penetrate me. I shuddered at the thought of her doing something like that. If she had an ounce of decency, she was not even going to think about punishing me in such a way. That would be the definitive and the worst thing that she could to me. I didn’t deserve that fate. 
 
      
 
    Her hand stroked her dick a couple of times before she said, "I have been waiting the whole day to use the bathroom, and with you being this willing to be punished by me… Well, let’s just say that I have been thinking of turning you into my personal toilet. Interested to become that?” 
 
      
 
    I sensed that it didn’t matter what I was going to answer her. She was going to do whatever shed wished of me. 
 
      
 
    “No answer? Great; I didn’t expect one anyway. Now, my dear, open that mouth of yours. I want to grace you with my hot, steamy piss. I feel like I am torturing myself by keeping it in my bladder.” 
 
      
 
    The thought of doing that for her sent shivers down my spine. I didn’t want to be turned into her personal toilet. That and having her pop my cherry… those were things that only her dirty mind could come up with. 
 
      
 
    She walked over to me and then turned around. She reared her ass up and then spread her asscheeks out wide. I looked at it and felt the fire within me burning brighter and hotter. There was no denying that she was an Amazonian woman with every right to feel proud of herself. 
 
      
 
    She looked back and noticed that I didn’t open my mouth yet. “What is taking you so long to do that favor for me? You do realize that you have already made your choice, right?” 
 
      
 
    I nodded my head and then opened my mouth. There was no point pretending that she was going to change her mind about this. I was her personal toilet to be used and misused whenever she damn pleased. What in the world was I thinking when I committed that horrible mistake? 
 
      
 
    Her orifice opened up a little before a river of her piss flowed into my mouth. I felt the hot water coming in, and it felt as if there was no end to it. I almost coughed and closed my lips as she poured her excretion into me, but I didn’t do it because I didn’t want to make her have another reason to punish me even more. 
 
      
 
    What she was doing was already more than enough to make me feel dirty and unwanted. I was going to need a long shower after this was done. 
 
      
 
    When she was finished, she turned around with a huge smile on her face. “That was really good, but I feel like there is something… more that we can do here.” 
 
      
 
    She paced around me before completing her thought, “Maybe I could shit into your mouth as well?” 
 
      
 
    She smiled as if she was one of those cartoon villains. Her hand fondled her breast as she looked down at it. I admired her body, despite everything that she was doing to me. There was no denying that she was an Amazonian with every feature that a normal woman wished to have… except for her futa parts, I imagined. 
 
      
 
    I didn't want to have her cock and balls, but I did wish to have her attitude. She was dominating wherever she went. I watched many men lose their courage when talking to her. She tended to tower over them, after all. 
 
      
 
    She stopped playing with her breast and then leaned in closer to me. My mouth was stinking with her piss still, and I imagined that she wanted to smell the scent too. It was her scent, her marking on me, and she approved of it; her smile and happy eyes told me as much. I could notice her nose sniffing as she took in the smell. 
 
      
 
    “Hmmm… absolutely delicious, and to think that I have been holding that with me this whole time… I should have emptied my bladder into another personal toilet. It didn’t have to be with you, of course. However, you being all tied up and willing to function as my toilet worked quite well for this case.” 
 
      
 
    I would not say that I wanted to work as her personal toilet, but I didn’t have any right to contradict her. At least, not when she had all the power over me and could do whatever she wanted.  
 
  
 
  
   
    Chapter 3 
 
      
 
   She was not done with me yet. “I have something else in mind that I want to do,” she said with her finger raised and pacing in front of me. 
 
      
 
    “What is it?” I finally dared to ask, her ropes and lengths of cut cloth preventing me from moving my body still. 
 
      
 
    “Have you ever tasted your own shit? Now, I would not be mad if you said ‘no’, but I know that some people did, and I was just… curious about that. It might even be an experience… you would never forget.” 
 
      
 
    On her face appeared the most diabolical and evil smile I had ever seen. I didn’t even bother to answer her question. I knew what she was going to do, and that there was no stopping her. A shiver ran down my spine at the thought of tasting my own cum. 
 
      
 
    “Now, I know that you didn’t eat much before coming here, which is why I am going to offer you some food. You will eat it, and then I will serve your own shit to you. Do you want me to do that? Do you want to taste your own shit before being allowed to leave this place? I know that you are probably hungry at this point, so…” 
 
      
 
    She was right about me being hungry. I could feel my belly rumbling, and it had been doing that for quite some time already. 
 
      
 
    I nodded my head in obedience and servitude. A huge smile appeared on her face, and this one was very different from the others; it was a smile of victory and of having achieved something which she had been thinking about for a very long time. 
 
      
 
    “Perfect. I am going to serve you the best food in the house, and it will be all on me. You won’t have to pay a dime, except for your morals and everything that you thought that you knew about yourself.” 
 
      
 
      
 
    The futa matriarch, in all her glory and Amazonian proportions, put the flogger back onto the holder on the wall, slid her underwear back on and then walked out of the room. I was relieved that she was not going to use her dick for the time being… that would be really unpleasant, especially with the sort of wicked plan that she was concocting for me. 
 
      
 
    Some minutes passed until the door swung open. The futa matriarch walked holding a plate in her left hand. “Food is here,” she said with a wicked smile on her face. 
 
      
 
    She approached me and then, using her other free hand, she put some of the food on the spoon and offered it to me. The smell was delicious, and dare I say, one of the best that I had experienced for quite some time. I could not even blink while I stared at the food, apparently unable to think of anything different while my whole body burned with hunger. 
 
      
 
    I opened my mouth, and the futa matriarch put the spoon with food inside it. I closed it and then she pulled the spoon out. “That is good. I like it when a female like you enjoys the food that I prepared with so much care and love. It really makes my job that much easier.” 
 
      
 
    The process was repeated until there was nothing left on the plate. She even held it in front of me so that  I could lick it clean. Her smile was a  pleasant one as she watched me doing that. She was enjoying feeding me - as if I was nothing more than her pet or something even less significant to her. 
 
      
 
    Her hand caressed my cheek and then my forehead before she said, “I am going to wait a couple of hours until you are ready to take a shit here. It’s gonna be wonderful when you savor the taste of your own excretion.” 
 
      
 
    She walked out of the room holding the plate in her hand. I was feeling so satiated that I didn’t care about still being locked in this room, with my body tied in such a way that my back was bent down and my ass, slightly raised. I was also feeling sleepy and it was not long before I was sleeping like a rock. 
 
      
 
    When I came back to it, the futa queen was right in front of me, and she had the same wicked smile from before that sent shivers down my spine once again. “How are you doing right now? Feeling like taking a dump?” 
 
      
 
    I noticed something that her hand was holding. It was a small, red bowl. She held it in front of me and then said, “I am going to use this to store your shit.” 
 
      
 
    I trembled in fear at the thought of savoring my own shit. She made me feel so good by serving me food. I was almost liking her. 
 
      
 
    “Yes, I think that… I am ready to take a dump right now,” I said, but cursing every word that came out of my mouth. I didn’t want to do that. 
 
      
 
    “Great. Then, we can start,” she said before walking to stand behind me and putting the bowl just below my pucker. I forced and did my best to make the shit come out of me. When it did, I heard it hit the base of the bowl. Three slabs of shit came out of me, and I was feeling like the most disgusting woman in the world. 
 
      
 
    “Perfect. This will do,” she said before coming to stand in front of me. The smell of shit quickly filled the room, and I almost felt like throwing up. She put the bowl in front of me with that same wicked smile. 
 
      
 
    She ran her finger through the shit and then held it in front of me. I hesitated to open my mouth. She pressed her finger to my lips, and with it already touching me, I had no choice but to accept it in. When she noticed that I was not being reluctant any more, her disgusting smile widened. 
 
      
 
    “Oh, dear. It probably tasted very deliciously and like nothing else in this word.” 
 
      
 
    My tongue savored my shit, and I wanted to spit it out, but I was not going to do that. I didn't want to be punished even more. This was already more than sufficient. My whole body hurt from being tied up like this. 
 
      
 
    “I think that we have reached a point where we should finalize this little and fun play of ours,” she said before putting the bowl down and then lowering her underwear once again. Oh God, she is really going to fuck me with that thing. 
 
      
 
    It looked so big and imposing once her underwear was on her ankles. And her ballsack… it was nothing like I had seen before, and she was going to use it to fuck me. I shuddered, and all I knew was that there was no stopping her. 
 
      
 
    She positioned herself behind me, and then opened my butthole with two of her fingers. Then, she eased her member inside me without a condom; she liked fucking her females the rough and raw way. I looked back and saw that she was completely focused on ramming my ass; her eyes didn’t blink, nor did they look anywhere else. 
 
      
 
    I felt her pistoning in and out of me nonstop. Her dick was just so huge and it just kept on coming in and out; I was begging internally for her to stop doing that, or for someone else to come here and take her elsewhere. She could enter a contest for the hugest dicks in town and I was certain that she would be able to win it. She was just that big. 
 
      
 
    She blew her load inside me, and as she did that, she panted. She was finally exhausted after everything that she did. We had been at this for hours, so it was not a surprise. 
 
      
 
    She came so much inside me that when she took her member out, her sperm dripped out. “Not one drop will be wasted!” She shouted before hurrying to the cabinet and grabbing a buttplug from it. 
 
      
 
    She came over to me and inserted it into my pucker. I was so taken aback by that I screamed and then fell asleep. 
 
      
 
    I just hope that this has been nothing more than a bad dream... 
 
  
 
  
   
    
    The Futa Matriarch 2 
 
      
 
    Chapter 1 
 
      
 
   Ilooked at myself in the mirror, and thought about why I decided to come here. The smell of this room… it was nothing like anything that I enjoyed having around me. Weed, incense, dirt, shit, and something else - it all polluted the air, and the mixture made my head feel dizzy. Maybe it was part of their appeal, but I didn’t know. I did come here willing to have sex with them and be treated the way that I deserved. 
 
      
 
    I checked my hair in the mirror, turned my head to the side a bit and adjusted it a bit using my hands. This place… when people talked to me about it, I could not even believe it existed. From what they told me, people came here to have sex in a way that they were going to hate it. It was not supposed to be pleasant and make people feel good about themselves. The point of this apartment floor in this building was to let people experience their most depraved wishes and desires. 
 
      
 
    Want to be treated like a dog while a big dick fills your mouth? This is the place. When people mentioned that I could have anything here, I was in. I came here with my heart beating in anticipation. The attendant from the front desk who showed me the place was a kind woman who was willing to give her best to show her clients why they needed this place, and it was then that I decided to spend one night here. Just one night where I was going to be treated pretty harshly, and experience something that most people thought impossible. 
 
      
 
    Society had this one truth that they didn’t want to be changed: that only men have cocks. This floor with no name on the outskirts of the city proved that they were wrong about that: with the right tools and the money, women could have dicks too. While the attendant showed me the many rooms, I came across some chicks with very pronounced bulges that caught my attention the moment my eyes laid on them. They were really huge… bigger than my hubby’s too. 
 
  
 
  
   
    Chapter 2 
 
      
 
   Iheard footsteps coming to this room and went to the bed. I covered myself with the blanket and closed my eyes; when the people who ran this place gave me some instructions for the service that I had bought, they said that I needed to appear innocent and delicate, like a sole flower in the desert. One way that they mentioned I could achieve that was by pretending to be asleep while I waited for the woman with a dick to come, and me being me, I just decided to follow their advice. 
 
      
 
    I heard the door being opened as it creaked, and then the footsteps of a single woman coming into the room. From the sound that she was making, I was certain that she was big. Like, big enough to be thrice my weight, and possibly twice my size. Her footsteps were shaking the floor, although slightly, and that was mental. That, in turn, made my heart beat fast enough for me to hear my pulse in my head. Secretly, I felt my pussy getting wet. 
 
      
 
    “Oh, little thing. You look so delicate for the Matriarch Futa, and here I was thinking that I was going to have to fuck one of those despicable men who never before had a woman in their lives. They really chose the right person for me this time.” 
 
      
 
    She got herself onto the bed, but even then, I didn’t dare to show her that I was actually pretending to be asleep. The bed’s mattress kind of sunk when she put her whole weight onto it; she really was huge, and I suspected that she was big in more ways than the weight of her body. I could barely think straight with her body on top of mine, and her breath inches from my nose. Why did I have not to cover my head as well… With the way things were going, it would not be long before she realized that I was faking my lack of reaction. 
 
      
 
    “Oh, you are such a delicate beauty. My futa workers did their best with this one. I can just imagine my cock sliding into your throat. I can’t wait to blow my sperm into you and claim this tender body for myself.” 
 
      
 
    Her hand sneaked inside the blanket, and then she caressed my butt. Up and down, left and right - her hand was everywhere, and it was really huge. Despite having a big hand, she was soft and caring. I could feel that she was not going to take advantage of me. I kind of felt as if she was more than a female stranger with a cock; I felt as if she were my daddi. 
 
      
 
    “When I came here, I didn’t think I would be rewarded with something like this,” she said before inhaling loud enough to make me feel goosebumps, “But this here... this is the stuff. Such a beautiful thing. Can’t be more than 40 years old too. And this cunt right here,” she spoke before putting her finger around my pussy, “It feels so… ready for me.” 
 
      
 
    Her lust for me was immeasurable, and I could feel it as if I had a sense made for that sort of thing. She was breathing just so loud that the whole room seemed to be filled with her noise. In the meantime, it became more and more difficult to pretend that I was asleep. I wondered when she would have enough of all this teasing and force her way in. Not that I was not liking all this foreplay; quite the contrary. The feeling of being so small in comparison to this huge futa was like nothing else in the world that I had experienced thus far, and she was really good at that. She was the Futa Matriarch, after all. 
 
      
 
    “My dick is just so hard for this,” she said while her finger probed me more still, and I was getting so wet that it became even more difficult to pretend that nothing of this was happening. She was just so experienced with this, and the decisive way that she wanted to get inside me with her finger was quite telling of that. She didn’t even need more than one to make me have the wildest of thoughts about her. I wanted to scream, but I felt that doing so would demolish everything that she had been building with care so far. 
 
      
 
    “This finger has been doing some amazing work - I am dripping my juices at this point - but I need something more carnal to play with this beauty,” she said while her voice showed just how excited she was far for this; she seemed to be running out of breath already, “I think my dick should have a much-needed sexy time with you, my darling.” 
 
      
 
    It was then that my heart raced even more, and I almost turned on the bed at the same instant. I was going to tell her to stop and that I was actually not ready for this yet - she was the Futa Matriarch and if rumors were to be found as the truth, then her shaft was probably one of the biggest in the city. I was nothing more than an adventurer looking for something new, and even though I had already given birth multiple times, her whopping dong would still feel too big for me. It would be a great experience for her, since she probably liked her subjects tight and clamped around her dick, but not as much for me. 
 
      
 
    Before I could even think about what to do next, she removed the blanket, exposing my body, with which I was wearing nothing more than my bra and pair of panties, and then pinned her hips down onto mine. I felt her balls being relaxed on top of my butt, and her dick falling graciously onto it. Even though I was not seeing anything, I noticed that her dick went from the half-way line of my ass to the middle of my spine, and that confirmed… that she was really too big for me. I was never going to be able to fake to my husband that I was shopping at China’s market as I told him before coming here. 
 
      
 
    Her hands pampered, caressed and worshiped my ass while she spoke to me, still maybe oblivious that I was pretending to be asleep, “Oh, my darling. Such a body that you have. It makes me have the wildest of thoughts, and what I could do with it. Last month, I turned one of my subjects into my personal toilet. Just a small thing that I was thinking of putting into practice after she did the horrible things that she did. To you, I am not going to do anything of the sort. You are a client of mine, after all, and you deserve to be treated with respect.” 
 
      
 
    I was puzzled about the personal toilet thing. Did she… pee and shit into someone’s mouth? If so, that was disgusting enough to make my stomach turn. I just hoped that she was not going to have one thought about doing the same to me. I was never going to return here otherwise… or would I? At this moment, I didn’t even know what to feel. The Futa Matriarch was making me feel so needy for her, and also that I depended on her body and mind. I could get addicted to this, though I didn’t want that to happen to me. My husband would never forgive me for betraying him with a man, much less with a man who has a dick.  
 
  
 
  
   
    Chapter 3 
 
      
 
   The Futa Matriarch spoke to my ear, her voice close enough to send shivers down my spine, “Darling, I know what your name is and that you are actually pretending to be asleep. I noticed that last thing the moment I stepped into this room. Don’t worry; I am not going to be mad at you because of that. Previous clients of mine have always felt… intimidated by me, so your reaction is nothing short of normal. Now, please open your eyes and I will allow you to turn on the bed to face me. I have a gift that you are going to like quite a bit, I am sure of.” 
 
      
 
    At the same instant, I turned my head and opened my eyes. What I saw standing on top of me was more than a woman; she was the Futa Matriarch, and she had a mischevious smile on her face that told me one thing: that I was not going to get out of this the easy way. She was not fat, though she did look a bit chubby, but the most striking feature about her body proportions was how strong she looked. Her arms and legs were very thick; she most likely weighed a ton, and nobody was going to have the audacity of calling her overweight. 
 
      
 
    “I… didn’t want to pretend that I was asleep. It’s just that… with you coming here and this being my first time-” 
 
      
 
    “You got nervous and just didn’t know what to do or think,” she said before changing her smile to a more gentle one, “That is a normal reaction to have. Some people who come here just don’t have the mind to deal with their first futa. I am the Futa Matriarch of this establishment. Nice to meet you.” 
 
      
 
    I looked into her eyes and told her my name, despite knowing that she knew who I was, “It’s a pleasure to meet you as well… My name is July.” 
 
      
 
    She nodded her head and said, “I like your name. Really fits with the sort of woman that you appear to be.” 
 
      
 
    Curious about what she meant by that, I asked, “What do you mean?” 
 
      
 
    “Some people usually have names that match their personality and looks. July is a good name for a striking, but delicate woman that is looking for something else. I know that you are married - the futa at the front desk told me as much - and that your relationship with your husband isn’t going the way that you had hoped.” 
 
      
 
    I looked down and said, “Yes… you are right about the last part. Wellington and I… He has not been the same man of when I married him. He is not good when having sex with me anymore, and he seemed to have lost most of his appetite.” 
 
      
 
    She nodded her head again with her eyes closed, agreeing with me in a way that made it seem like she was almost putting herself in my place and that she maybe even had a similar situation happen to her life, and then said, “I know. So many people have told me similar stories. It is as if I have become a shrink that they can rely on.” 
 
      
 
    “Now,” she added while nearing her head to mine, her breath filling my nose, “I think it’s time you had the experience that you paid for.” 
 
      
 
    I nodded my head in submission, and she materialized that mischievous smile once again, “Good. I am going to allow you some space, and then you turn and open your mouth for me. We are going to start with the front hole.” 
 
      
 
    While feeling my heart as if it was going to burst out through my chest, I turned my body on the bed when she raised herself just enough to give me the space that she promised. I was now facing her, and the view was even more striking than before. The Futa Matriarch was actually not wearing anything, and her breasts went all the way down to a couple of inches above her belly. She was chubby for sure, but that seemed to work in her favor; I felt even mored intimated by her. 
 
      
 
    However, it was not her size of her body or of just her breasts that really caught my attention. It was the package that she had between her thick, hairless legs. Her cock was fully hard still, and her clean-shaven ballsack had two testicles where each appeared to be more than twice the size of my hubby’s. 
 
      
 
    Feeling my lust growing within me like a burning fire, I said, “This is why I came here.” 
 
      
 
    Her mischievous smile widened. “Open your mouth more for the Futa Matriarch. Make sure that it is wide open, because my dick will need all the space it can have.” 
 
      
 
    She moved herself forward onto the bed, and then positioned her body just above my breasts, but while maintaining some distance from them as not to hurt me. She grabbed the shaft of her member and then eased it inside my mouth. I kept it as open as possible, up the point of feeling my skin being stretched as it slid in. She was filling me so good, and I had no option but feel so turned on that my cunt juice was dripping onto the bedsheets. 
 
      
 
    “That is it, that is a good gal,” she said with her eyes half-closed. She was most likely enjoying this as much as me. “Hmmm… so warm and tight in there. It makes me wonder what the other hole is like. If it is even tighter and warmer, I am going to have a field day today.” 
 
      
 
    She moved her hips forward and backward, and I could feel the head of her whopping dong hitting my throat. Her smile continued to be as wide as before. Her eyes were half-closed still. I could feel her body on top of mine, and I didn’t resist; my hands explored her thighs and the sides of her torso; she was just so powerful and dominating. I wished to be like her one day. 
 
      
 
    I played with her boobs and nipples as well while she fucked my mouth. Her hips moved forward and backward nonstop, but she was doing so with the utmost care in the world. She knew that she was too big for me. The more her dick fucked my mouth, the more I drooled; I could feel my saliva wetting the pillow I was resting my head on. 
 
      
 
    She was just so hard, and I enjoying this so much. My hands worshiped and caressed her boobs while she continued to fuck me. She used her fingers to widen my mouth a bit more when she probably sensed that it had become hard for me to keep it that open by myself. I was relieved when she did that. 
 
      
 
    Her movement slowed down, she opened her eyes fully and then looked into mine. “I think it’s about time I do the other hole.” 
 
      
 
    She eased her member out of my mouth, and I noticed how it gleamed against the light coming from the candles. I salivated and drooled so much during that time that I felt embarrassed. The Futa Matriarch probably noticed that, which must have been why she opened that same devilish smile from before. 
 
      
 
    I told her, “I can’t wait for that. I have been dying to feel something really big fucking my pussy. Just make sure to wear a condom, because I don’t want to get pregnant.” 
 
      
 
    “Right, of course,” she said before grabbing a pack of condoms. She put her fingers at where she was going to open it, but then threw the pack to the other side fo the room. Puzzled, I asked, “Wait… why did you do that?” 
 
      
 
    She shook her head in disapproval of me and said, “Have you not read the contract? We do fertile penetration only here.” 
 
      
 
    I was puzzled by that. I should have read that damned contract before accepting this, but still, with how much lust I was feeling and my inability to see much beyond what was happening in this room, I was not about to say no to her. I didn’t want to get out of this place with her thinking that I was a bad client. 
 
      
 
    I sighed in frustration with myself and said, “Okay. Let’s do it.” 
 
      
 
    Her smile widened and her eyes burned bright with desire for me. “Good choice,” she said with that voice of hers which, so far, always managed to make me feel so turned on. I did indeed make the right choice. 
 
      
 
    She moved down and I opened my legs for her. If I get pregnant from this, so be it, I thought when she eased her member in me. She did it with the utmost care, like she did to my mouth, to make sure that I was not going to give any signs of feeling pain. The most striking thing was how it filled me good, and how it finally felt as if I had a proper cock inside me. My hubby just didn’t have the power for something like that anymore. The Futa Matriarch had disqualified him in every possible thing that I cared about when it came to sex, and that made me feel so ready to come here again in the future. 
 
      
 
    She moved her veiny member forward and backward, and I had no choice but to moan. She was just so big, and I finally felt as if I was a virgin once again. More and more she fucked me, and I threw my head back in complete pleasure from this. My eyes were closed, my heart beating like a working machine. She buried her fingers deep into my skin, and then I wrapped my skinny legs around her back. Her breasts moved back and forth, following her rhythm. 
 
      
 
    Minutes passed with her fucking me as if I was nothing more than her toy. My hands were everywhere as I felt lust and pleasure overflowing from me. My body was burning so hot that someone could have thought that I was having a fever. I felt my sweat covering my body and the bedsheets wetter than they had ever been. My cunt juices continued to drip onto them, contributing to making the air around us smell even more like sex. Her dick was just so hard while it fucked and ravaged me. Her smile was just so captivating. I was losing myself in this, and I didn’t care. 
 
      
 
    I felt something growing and taking control of me before my whole body convulsed, and I had the most intense orgasm in quite a long while. The Futa Matriarch rammed me with all her might before she let a loud moan of pleasure escape her mouth. I felt my cunt walls getting hotter as she filled me with her sticky, creamy juice. It just came pouring and being shot into me as if she had a whole gallon of it. One minute, two minutes… time went by and she was still blowing her load in me. I definitely lost myself when my body rocked once more as I had another orgasm. 
 
      
 
    The Futa Matriarch eased her member out of me. I could barely see anything, but I still noticed how slick her dick looked. It was still rigid when she came out of the bed and gave me a kiss on my forehead as if I was her little one. “Have a good night. Don’t forget to grab your things when you leave.” 
 
      
 
    I looked at her walking out of the room and then closing the door. I fell asleep moments after, thinking of how I was going to come here so many more times that I was going to have financial problems. 
 
      
 
    The Futa Matriarch… she really is something else. 
 
  
 
  
   
    
    The Futa Matriarch 3 
 
      
 
    Chapter 1 
 
      
 
   It was story time now. "Do you remember back when you used to bully me?" I asked the big woman in front of me with very pronounced breasts. She had a piercing in her lip, and her whole body was tattooed. Of all the tattoos that she had, one stood the most for me: the one of a dragon on her back. She really didn’t change much from when we were in college. 
 
      
 
    "You have turned me into this thing..." She said while lowering her eyes, avoiding my gaze. 
 
      
 
    "Oh, yeah. I only am doing this because you accepted to be turned into my personal toilet. I already had one before this, but with you, it should be a bit different; a bit more personal, I would say. It’s time for you to pay for the things that you made me do in college." 
 
      
 
    "Oh, come on," she said, raising her eyes, "You liked eating shit and being peed on. Your eyes betrayed you back then." 
 
      
 
    I slapped her face twice, once in each cheek, and said while holding her chin, "You forced me into doing those things. Be grateful that I chose not to use the same tactic. I would rather do this when the subject is willing." 
 
      
 
    "If you say so," she said before spitting onto the floor of my bedroom. I slapped her again, because there was no way I was going to let that slide. One of my futa employees cleaned the spot on the floor where her saliva fell with a clean cloth. 
 
      
 
    She looked into my eyes again, and I said, "Time for you to do your job. I feel the need to pee." 
 
      
 
    "Do it, you fucking pig. Differently from you, I am going to take this like a real woman would." 
 
      
 
    I bit my lower lip and unbuckled the belt of my pants. When both of them fell onto the floor, the large woman's eyes bulged. 
 
      
 
    "Why do you have such a huge bulge? It looks like that of man," she said, her eyes unchanged. 
 
      
 
    "You had no idea who you were dealing with back then, and still haven’t, " I said before lowering my underwear and showing, to the greater shock of her eyes, my monstrous package. 
 
      
 
    "What is going on here?” She asked, her eyes incapable of looking elsewhere. 
 
      
 
    I grabbed my cock and stroke it a couple of times before answering, "I am the Futa Matriarch." 
 
      
 
    My employees bowed to me, and a smile materialized on my face. I am good at this. 
 
      
 
    Bruta looked at my employees and then back at my package. "I… don't understand," she said, blinking her eyes. She seemed so confused about all this s, and I was loving it. 
 
      
 
    "Open your mouth, Bruta. Time for you to take all my piss like the bastard that you have always been to me." 
 
      
 
    Slowly, but surely, she opened her mouth. I slid my big member in, and it was still soft. It grew a bit inside her warm, wet mouth. Her eyes looked at me as if she was daring for me to pee into her mouth. Well, I was going to do that. I could see that she was not liking this, but that was not going to stop me. 
 
      
 
    I felt my release coming, and soon after, I was peeing into her mouth. She flinched a bit, but then she took it as her throat worked to drink the hot liquid. Seconds and even one minute passed until I was done. But even after that, I didn’t take my dick from her mouth. I kept it there, growing and making sure that she understood where she stood. 
 
      
 
    “Ahhhhh… That’s the stuff,” I said before finally taking my shaft out of her mouth. 
 
      
 
    She looked at me as if she wanted to kill me and then said, “Always knew that you were not a normal woman. Didn’t imagine that you have a dick, though.” 
 
      
 
    I caressed her forehead and said, “There are lots of things about me that you have no idea about.” 
 
      
 
    Rage still coated her eyes when she said, “So, what’s next for my punishment? Still not satisfied with making me drink your piss?” 
 
      
 
    “Nope, of course not. You are my personal toilet. I will need you for other things later on. For now, you are gonna remain tied up to the wall, incapable of moving, until I get back,” I said before going to the door and getting out of my bedroom.  
 
  
 
  
   
    Chapter 2 
 
      
 
   Iwent to the restaurant downstairs and had dinner. I spent some good time with my futa employees talking about the job and how we turned many men and women into sex toys for us. They all really liked our services and constantly came here for the same. We also laughed and talked about the previous personal toilet of mine who gave up on her new role after being here for a couple of weeks. 
 
      
 
    I was glad that I managed to turn another person into a toilet for me; I was in dire need of that. 
 
      
 
    When I got back, I had this urge to shit, and I was just so happy that I had my new personal toilet ready for that. She was going to take my shit into her mouth like the tough woman that she was and she not even going to complain. That was her nature; she liked to appear tougher than she actually was. 
 
      
 
    “Hello, darling,” I said after opening the door and coming into the room. One of my futa employees was feeding Bruta some food; poor thing had gone days without eating something before coming here. She was loving the food so much that she didn’t care about how much of it she was wasting. My employee had bulging eyes and a gaping mouth while she continued to feed her with the spoon. 
 
      
 
    I stopped in front of her and asked, “Do you like the food, Bruta?” 
 
      
 
    My futa employee walked off there before Bruta responded, “I was only eating that because I really needed it. Otherwise, I would not have accepted one bite.” 
 
      
 
      
 
    I caressed her forehead and looked deep into her angry eyes before saying, “I have another thing that you are going to like.” 
 
      
 
    Her face flinched when she realized what I had in mind. I widened my smile and turned around before lowering my pants. My underwear followed suit, and then I positioned my shithole just above her mouth. 
 
      
 
    “Open it,” I ordered, and just like the other time, she obeyed me. I could feel the anger and resistance from her even without looking at her, but with her being completely at my mercy, she was not going to dare to externalize those things to me too much. She was going to continue being my personal toilet for sure, and her residency here was going to be a smooth one because of that. 
 
      
 
    I forced my insides to work until I felt my shit coming out. A couple of large slabs filled her mouth. I made sure not to give her much because I didn’t want her to get greedy. I could hear Bruta chewing the shit that I was giving her. It didn’t take long for me to be fully empty, and when I was done, I turned around to admire the look on her face. 
 
      
 
    She was still chewing one of the slabs of shit when I said, “You really are taking this without complaining too much. Still trying to make yourself look tougher than you really are, I see.” 
 
      
 
    The last slab of meat traveled down her throat and then she said, “At least I am not going to cry because of this, and I definitely will not act like you did back in college. I don’t cry easily, and I certainly don’t act like a pussy.” 
 
      
 
    I caressed her forehead, cherishing this opportunity to put my previous bully in her place, and then said, “This is just the first day. I am going to break you. Before you know it, you will be begging to suck my dick.” 
 
      
 
    Bruta spat onto the floor once again, which forced me to slap her multiple times on her chubby face, and then she said, “I am definitely not going to suck you off. That was not what we agreed on.” 
 
      
 
    I caressed her forehead even more, and I could notice how much hatred for me was coming off her. “Oh, but this is just the first day. There is much more to come. No woman in this world can withstand the needs and the wishes of the Futa Matriarch.” 
 
      
 
    “Whatever,” she said while turning her head to the side and avoiding my eyes. 
 
      
 
    I put my pants back on and walked out of there. Bruta was going to remain there for the time being until I had enough of her and was done with my revenge. 
 
      
 
    Days and months passed. Bruta became, even more, my personal toilet, and almost every day, the routine was the same. In the morning I tended to wake up with a huge morning wood which she would always soften up with her warm and wet mouth. In the afternoons or nights, I would shit into her mouth, and she never complained. She truly didn’t want to let me win against her. 
 
      
 
    However, as the years passed, her attitude began to change a bit. One could say that she was getting used to her new life, but I was certain that it was something else: I was breaking her. Bruta’s body was not liking being my personal toilet, despite her mind wanting to be treated that way. She could take so much of my daily piss and shit before feeling desperate to get out of my bedroom which I locked her in. 
 
      
 
    I even let some of my employees to use her as their toilet too. That didn’t happen often, though. It only happened when Bruta was being more of a pain in the ass than she usually was. I could feel, whenever that happened, that she regretted doing things that I didn’t like. She would rather be just my personal toilet, I thought. Bruta didn’t enjoy being shared by the other futa workers. She was also very surprised to find out that they all had dicks too. 
 
      
 
    Oh, and I didn't forget to give her mouth her own shit and piss for her to ‘cherish’ as well. She took them both like the champ she was. Whenever she ate or drank them, she opened the widest smile she could come up with. Bruta was not going to let anyone think that she was hating the treatment that she was receiving, even though her eyes betrayed her. 
 
      
 
    All the futas in the establishment loving having her around. Bruta was just… the kind of woman that caught their attention and that was not something easy to do. 
 
      
 
    She also became our cum tank, and it as all thanks to her willingness to prove that she was anything but like me. She accepted everything without any of us having to force anything on her. It was all purely consensual, and I loved that. I didn't have to feel bad about myself, not that such ever had the chance of happening.  
 
  
 
  
   
    Chapter 3 
 
      
 
   Ifinally felt that Bruta deserved to be rewarded for her efforts to maintain her composure. She was going to get something else in her mouth, and she was going to love it like all the other times. She was also going to have the same thing into her anus too, that I knew. 
 
      
 
    I opened the door and found Bruta with her head hanging down and her mouth coated with vestiges of the shit that she didn't manage to eat. Poor thing; I could almost feel pity for her if I didn't remember all the times that she did things much worse to me, and back then she was not even asking for my consent. It was everything so much different now. At least I let her decide to have this life with me. 
 
      
 
    "Bruta, open your mouth and suck my dick," I said after stopping in front of her and sliding down my frilly skirt. 
 
      
 
    "As you wish, my Queen," she said with disdain in her voice. I slapped her face a couple of times. How many times was I going to have to do this to finally break this woman? 
 
      
 
    I untied her arms and hands so that she could use them to pleasure me, but kept the other futas ready in case she tried something funny. I was a huge woman, and we were all pretty tough, but Bruta was something else. I was sure we could stop her if she tried to escape, but I didn't want to have that headache. 
 
      
 
    I stroked my dick into hardness and pushed it into Bruta's warm mouth, which she took in as though it were a sacrament. I felt her hand on my dick as she sucked the tip, my balls tightening, and I felt her thumb and forefinger work her tongue over my tip, her mouth working it in. she gave my cock a hard suck, her tongue moving over it like a tongue flicking a fish. I heard a faint sound like a cough, and my cock went even harder, my balls slapping against her chin. 
 
      
 
    I didn't think that she was going to have such a change of attitude to me. Before this, she was just trying to come off like the toughest woman in this establishment, and now she was worshiping me like the Futa Matriarch that I was. It was marvelous. Bruta knew how to make a woman happy. 
 
      
 
    The sound happened again as she cherished my womanhood; a loud growl of frustration filled my ears. My mouth went dry, and I couldn't make my cock stop twitching. I could hear her mouth moving, but I couldn't hear what she was saying. Her tongue flicked my tip again, and my body jerked with a spasm of pleasure. “Jesus fucking Christ!” I heard myself scream, and she moaned and worked me harder, her fingers sliding down my cock and stroking the tip. 
 
      
 
    She let out a low growl at the end of her throat, and her lips moved against me again, and she worked me into an almost orgasm. “God, yes. Do not stop. “I tried to speak, but my mouth was too dry, my cock too hard, and my whole body was trembling. 
 
      
 
    I felt a hand on my stomach, and I felt her mouth move as she licked me and kissed me. I almost lost control. I cried out again, and she made another guttural sound. “That’s it,” she said, her tongue flicking across my shaft, “Just like that." 
 
      
 
    I did not think that she was going enjoy this so much. She loved having a feminine dick in her mouth. Must have been tasting quite different from all the other ones that she did before this. She was used to fucking men and be fucked by them, so this was probably very alien-like to her. I was just so surprised by this that I was already considering making her my permanent personal toilet, if she were to accept that as well. 
 
      
 
    Or maybe she was having fun and pleasure from my futa dick because, during the years that she spent here in this bedroom, she didn't have sex with anyone. The closest she came to that was when my employees dumped their cum into her asshole, but even then they didn't penetrate her. They just jerked off until they blew their load into her rectum before closing it off with a butt plug. 
 
      
 
    This was working really well for me, but I needed to cum, and I was thinking of doing so into her rectum. Her cum tank had been drained completely, and she did need to be refilled, so it was the perfect opportunity for that. 
 
      
 
    I pushed her head away from my dick that she was loving so much and asked, "Do you want me to fill your cum tank as well?" 
 
      
 
    She licked her lips before saying, "Of course. I would love that." 
 
      
 
    I was still very much in shock with her change of attitude, but with me being this horny, I didn't think much about it. I signaled for my futa employees to turn her around and let her raise her massive butt for me. 
 
      
 
    When she was done, I pushed my rock-hard shaft into her tight asshole, causing her to gasp with pleasure. I held her hips and started rocking mine back and forth in small, controlled movements. “Yes!” she screamed. The heat of her body was so good, and it was a good thing that I was too fucking tried to do much more than to grunt. I pushed harder and harder into her, feeling the tension build until she finally screamed my name. 
 
      
 
    I would never felt so good in my life as I did in that moment. My fingers dug into her ass, and I pushed her back against the wall, pulling out and thrusting hard. She screamed, and I could feel her walls gripping my cock. I could feel her warm body quivering and trembling as I thrust into her, over and over. 
 
      
 
    ”God," I whispered. “I could stay here for hours, and it wouldn't be a bad idea to stay here forever. " 
 
      
 
    “Oh my god, “she breathed. 
 
      
 
    I knew she wanted me to stay, and I did too, but my body was begging for me cum. I wanted to keep going. I needed her to come apart for me. I needed her to come hard and fast for my delight. I wished to hear her scream as her body shattered. 
 
      
 
    I felt the tension building up once more, and it was not long before I was filling her ass with my cum. long and powerful spurts painted the walls of her rectum, and she breathed for me to keep on going. It had been months without me fucking someone, so I had an immense reservoir just for her. I kept on going for what appeared to be like minutes before finally feeling drained. 
 
      
 
    Bruta collapsed onto the floor, her face a mere ghost of the woman that she was. All this time she was just trying to look tough in front of me. It was not the toilet thing that broke her; it was the sight and feeling of my hard dick into her hole. 
 
      
 
    One of my futa employees handed me a butt plug and I squeezed it into her rectum. Some of the cum overflew through the edges, but I had dumped more than enough to make up for that. It was going to take a couple of weeks before she was drained and needed me to fill her with my sperm. However, I was actually hoping that it was not going to take that long. 
 
      
 
    I wanted to fuck her a second time the coming night. 
 
  
 
  
   
    
    The Futa Matriarch 4 
 
      
 
    Chapter 1 
 
      
 
   With the brat now at home, I had to hire a sitter. Just someone that was going to treat her right and make sure that she was not getting too wild. Kendra could do the wrongest of things when she was at home with nobody to keep her in check. Not even I was enough to control her sometimes, even though she feared me, as all the people who knew me did. 
 
      
 
    The doorbell rang and I opened the door. “Hey, nice to meet you. My name is Kace,” the sitter said with a suitcase of clothes that she was carrying with her. She was going to eat and sleep here. Kace lived pretty far from my home. 
 
      
 
    I kissed her on the cheek twice. “The pleasure is mine. Just come in. There is a lot that needs to be done here.” 
 
      
 
    I showed her the house, paying special attention to the things that I wanted her to deal with for me. The little brat, in the meantime, was laying on her bed as she texted someone on her phone. She didn’t even stand up to greet the sitter. What kind of woman had she grown up to be? I asked myself while I shook my head. I could almost regret giving birth to her. 
 
      
 
    The sitter smiled as if she had dealt with that sort of thing before. She didn’t seem at all phased for having to deal with a brat that was too old to be called that. “You really don’t mind babysitting someone her age?” 
 
      
 
    “Late teen brats, you mean? Of course not! You have no idea the kind of things that I was forced to… experience while working for other people,” she said before leaning onto my ear and telling me, “I even had to take care of someone twice my age.” 
 
      
 
    Kace put her briefcase on the bed of her bedroom, closed the door and said, “Okay, I think I have everything figured out here. You can go to rest and spend the night with the love of your life.” 
 
      
 
    She blinked, and it was then that I realized how beautiful she was. As the Futa Matriarch, I was quite bigger than her, both in terms of height and overall body size. I was standing almost to heads taller than her, and I had the feeling that I would have no problem at all pinning her under my breasts. She didn’t look at all intimidated by me, which was odd to see. People usually stuttered and avoided my eyes when they were talking to me, especially when they were no more than a foot away. 
 
      
 
    “Yes, thank you,” I said, grabbing my purse and opening the front door. “Please take care of her. Don’t let her be lazy when it comes to her studies. She needs to go to a nice college.” 
 
      
 
    “You bet I will do that,” she said while blinking. 
 
      
 
    I stopped for a moment, looking at her perky breasts and her body. She looked like someone that went to the gym often, and liked taking care of herself. Her ass was of special delight for me, and I could just imagine myself playing with pussy. She would bend for me as if she was nothing, and just the thought of that was making me feel turned on. 
 
      
 
    Shit, I better head out before doing something that I am going to regret. 
 
      
 
    I met Amanda on a dating app not too long ago. We started talking about things, mundane topics and the like, until our conversations started to heat up. Before I knew it, I was sharing things about her that normal women should not know. I made sure to keep in my profile that I had a man’s package in my legs, to filter out the pure lesbians, so she was a perfect match. I just didn’t expect us to be sharing photos of our naked bodies so soon after the first exchange of messages, but doing so revealed a side of her that I didn’t think she had. 
 
      
 
    She wanted me to eat her ass - the hard way - and then risk getting her pregnant. I didn’t know if I was going to do that - I didn’t want another disobedient brat to deal with - but I was sure as hell going to fuck her until she screamed my name loudly. Oh, those perfect buttcheeks were never going to feel the same way for her. 
 
      
 
    After we had dinner, I took her to her house. I felt so relieved as I thought about Kace and the little brat. She seemed decent enough to keep the other in check. I didn’t have anything to worry about as I ravaged this woman’s tender womb, making sure to remember to pull out once I felt my balls tightening. 
 
      
 
    I came back home after giving Amanda a long and lasting kiss. “Be sure to check your phone later. I will send you some photos to thank for this,” she said after cupping my package and caressing it through the skirt. 
 
      
 
    “I will,” I told her before getting into the car and turning right at the intersection. 
 
      
 
    When I came back home, I found Kendra’s room engulfed in darkness, with no sounds coming from it. She was sleeping like a rock, and I loved that. Kace walked up to me, her body looking smaller than ever before, and then said, “I managed to make her study and sleep before midnight. I think I did alright for my first day.” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, you did,” I said before giving her a kiss on the cheek, which made her blush. 
 
      
 
    For the following weeks, Kace managed to deal with Kendra just as I wished of her. She truly was the perfect sitter, and she also tended to all the other things that I talked about with her on the first day. Her food was so much better than mine that I didn’t even bother making my own anymore. She took over the whole place, and I loved that. 
 
      
 
    If she were my lover, she would be the perfect wife.  
 
  
 
  
   
    Chapter 2 
 
      
 
   Things were so calm at home that, initially, I almost felt like an alien inside it. Kendra finally acted like the woman I expected her to be, and Kace was always around to make sure that we were both feeling content. I was so satisfied with having her here that I even doubled her salary. Her eyes shone so brightly when I told her that. 
 
      
 
    It was a normal night like no other when I opened the door to my bedroom and stepped in. My hands rummaged through the drawer of the wardrobe as I looked for a good pair of panties when I found something rectangular and hard among the many pieces. 
 
      
 
    I picked it up with interest, and noticed that it was a DVD disc. It didn’t have anything written on it, and it was certainly not mine. I put it into the reader of my computer, which thankfully still had something like that, and opened the file in the window that showed up. 
 
      
 
    A loading bar showed up before a video was played. And when the content of the disc was finally revealed to my eyes, I was stunned. It was a video of Kendra and Kace having sex, and both of them seemed to have enjoyed it quite a bit. Such was pretty clear, given how often they smiled and shared kisses. 
 
      
 
    What the fuck had been happening all the nights that I was away having a date with Amanda and discussing with myself if I was going to marry her? 
 
      
 
    Oh, Kace was going to have to explain this, I thought before opening the door with force and stepping into the hallway. I made my way to the living room, where she was sitting on the couch watching a TV show. She turned her head and asked, “Is something the matter?” 
 
      
 
    I showed her the disc in my hand and said, “Care to explain what the fuck this is?” 
 
      
 
    Her cheeks blushed as she walked over to me and held the disc in her hand. “Oh, this. Fuck… I was supposed to have gotten rid of this already.” 
 
      
 
    “So, you and Kendra just decided to have sex while I was away?” 
 
      
 
    “Yeah,” she said, holding her hands together in front of her while avoiding my eyes, “She is really hot and she feels so good under me.” 
 
      
 
    “I see, so you like using a strap-on to fuck other women, right?” 
 
      
 
    She nodded, her cheeks even redder than before. 
 
      
 
    I caressed her chin and said, “Look, I am not going to fire you. You are too good of a sitter and maid for me to do something like, but, I am not going to let that slide. How do you plan on making up for it?” 
 
      
 
    She continued avoiding my gaze still, her fingers moving against one another as she showed clear embarrassment. She looked so cute and vulnerable like this, and I could just imagine her big butt under me as I fucked her. Would she be okay with that? She was having sex with my brat, so maybe there was a chance… 
 
      
 
    “I could…” She began to say, her voice tone lighter. 
 
      
 
    “Yes?” I asked, leaning in closer to her. 
 
      
 
    “...offer something that few people could do...” 
 
      
 
    “And what would that be?”  
 
  
 
  
   
    Chapter 3 
 
      
 
   There was very little explaining to do once she showed me what she was hiding behind her bra. What a perfect pair of tits she had. I didn’t know if it was because she was small and fit, but they looked even bigger than mine. As the Futa Matriarch, I kind of felt a bit embarrassed, but I pushed the thought away because it was not right for a woman like me to be thinking about that sort of thing. 
 
      
 
    My finger played with her nipple, my thumb rubbing it softly as her eyes flew to mine. “You want this,” she asked in a breathless whisper. “Oh, I want you,” I said, lowering my head to kiss her lips.” I need you, baby.” I kissed her deeply, doing so the hard way, pushing my tongue into her mouth. Her hands came up, her fingers wrapping around my wrists, pulling them down as she brought me closer, our bodies colliding with the edge of the counter. 
 
      
 
    My hands came up, cupping her ass and pulling her tight against me. I could feel her wet heat against my cock, and I groaned into her mouth. “Fuck,” I growled. 
 
      
 
    I kissed her harder, not pulling my mouth from hers, not letting go of her mouth. She ran her hands through my hair, holding my face to hers while we kissed, my fingers tracing the shape of her lips and nose. 
 
      
 
    My mouth moved down her neck to her collarbone, my tongue licking over her skin. She shuddered and her hips tilted toward me, wanting to be closer. I pulled back, looking at her face, which was flushed with desire. I bent down, kissing her lips, my tongue sliding inside her mouth as I cupped her chin. 
 
      
 
    My mouth was watery. I wanted her tender pair of breasts all for myself. Slowly, but carefully, I slid one of her nipples into my mouth, feeling her skin touching my nose and cheeks. I began to suck on it, feeling her nipple harden underneath my tongue. “Oh my god," she moaned, her fingers fisting in my hair. I looked up at her as I continued to suck on her breast. “You feel so good. So damn good." 
 
      
 
    ”You like it when I taste you?” I asked with a wicked grin. 
 
      
 
    ”You’re killing me,” she moaned, pulling my hair harder. I moved down to her other breast, biting and licking at the same time, as I felt the milk coming out. It flowed down my throat, gracing me with its warmth and thickness. Her milk was not too thick, not too dense, just right enough to make me feel the bliss that I had been craving for such a long time. 
 
      
 
    I sucked on her nipple, thinking of how I wanted nothing more in the world. Her fingers were buried deeper into my skin, pulling me closer to her. My tongue worked along the rough, but warmth surface of her nipple, savoring her white liquid of intense pleasure. That was the reason why she had such big and happy breasts, and why she had to run while holding them with her hands. 
 
      
 
    As I sucked and drank more of her milk, I felt her warmth and lust for me. She was such a needy little woman, and during this whole time, she had been having feelings for me. Her breasts felt so big and enormous in front of me that I could not even see her face when I looked up. All I could do was to hear her moans of pleasure as she probably drooled. 
 
      
 
    Fuck, I was hard as I put this sitter in her place. My hand traveled up to her pussy, and I teased her. She was going to be fucked today, and it was going to be the rough and natural way, but such was not going to happen right now. I wanted to keep on feeling her immense breasts, feeding on her milk as it continued to flow down my throat. 
 
      
 
    My hands cupped and fondled with her buttcheeks, sometimes spreading them apart, other times, squeezing them. I could see, clear as day, her cunt orgasming as its excretion traveled down her smooth legs. Her pussy was like a piece of heaven, thanks to her having recently shaved it. It seemed to glow under the soft light coming from the moon. 
 
      
 
    With Kendra sleeping like a rock in the other room, we had the whole night just for ourselves. This was straight-up betraying Amanda, but even she would have to understand that I had very little say on this; Kace had been teasing me the whole time she was living here, despite her not being aware of that, and with me being the Futa Matriarch, I had needs which needed to be sated right at this moment. 
 
      
 
    “Happy with this?” I asked, holding her chin. She was just so cute. 
 
      
 
    “Yes, Matriarch. I want more,” she told me, licking her lips. 
 
      
 
    We shared kisses a couple more times, her hands exploring and fondling my ass. 
 
      
 
    I pushed her onto the bed and straddled on top of her. Her eyes widened when she, for the first time ever since we met, noticed how big I was. “You are bigger than most men in this city. Incredible.” 
 
      
 
    I slapped her face lightly, not wanting to harm her in any way, but only to tell her that what she just said was completely wrong, “I am actually the one with the biggest dick in this city. Now, suck on it and worship me, you bitch.” 
 
      
 
      
 
    She grabbed my dick, her fingers feeling small against my skin, and her thumb stroked over my tip. My hands fisted at my sides as she took me in her mouth, and I wasn't able to hold back a moan. My dick jerked under her hand, and she moaned against me. “That feels so good," she murmured against my cock. 
 
      
 
    I could barely think around the feel of her sucking my dick. She pulled my dick out of her mouth and licked it, making me groan at her sweet taste. She pulled me into her mouth again, and I tried to come down her throat, but I felt like I was going to die from the pleasure. 
 
      
 
    She licked my length slowly, taking my balls into her mouth again and again, and I was about to give in and let her do whatever she wanted with me. “Fuck,” I hissed when her head moved up and down. She looked up at me. “Tell me you want more of me.” 
 
      
 
    She swallowed my dick down her throat, her cheeks pink with pleasure as I felt it slide down. “I want you,” she gasped, and I groaned. "Please, I need more. " 
 
      
 
    “You can have me all you want, princess," I whispered as I I took my rock-hard member out of her mouth. 
 
      
 
    I gripped her torso and turned her around on the bed, without even asking for permission. She was just so small and light. Doing that required no effort from me. Kace gasped, but I didn’t take that as a sign that she was not liking this. Rather, it fueled my desire even more to fuck her and blow my seeds into her fertile womb. 
 
      
 
    Whether or not that resulted in another brat for me to take off, I didn’t care. At this moment, I was feeling so much lust for her that I just wanted to get to the next part of this. 
 
      
 
    Kace spread her pussy open for me, and I pushed my rigid erection into it. She moaned at my invasion. Fuck, her body was amazing. I pushed forward again, and she closed her eyes. I pulled out, then slammed back in; this time, a little more. She moaned with each thrust, the sound vibrating all around my cock. I could tell she was enjoying every bit of this. I didn't want her to stop, even though I knew she probably wouldn't. 
 
      
 
    She moaned and shook, and I felt her muscles contract around me. I could see her face in the light from the window, a sweet smile spreading across her lips. I pushed in a little deeper, and the pain was so intense that I groaned. I held my breath and gritted my teeth. She moaned and moved her legs, moving her feet into the middle of my back as I pushed in and out of her with slow, measured strokes. 
 
      
 
    I felt the heat rising in my chest and I began to lose it, the muscles in my lower abdomen tensing and tightening as I came in a rush. Her hands clasped the sheets and she groaned as her body tensed around me and I felt her tighten even more, her orgasm overtaking her. 
 
      
 
    I heard her scream, and I watched in fascination as I saw her head fall back, her legs giving out. I released my grip on her legs and collapsed on top of her, my breathing harsh. I felt her hands run down my back and felt her fingers brush through my hair as she slept peacefully. 
 
  
 
  
   
    
    The Futa Matriarch 5 
 
      
 
    Chapter 1 
 
      
 
   When Meg opened the door, my heart was greeted by a rush of warmth that I had never felt before, or at least, not ever since my wife died. This woman, even though I was seeing her for the first time, was something else. I could see that from the way she looked at me, her eyes so cute and her body so small. She was so different from me, and she could even soon find out that we had differences that her normal, straight-woman mind was never going to consider. There was a reason why I wore dresses and skirts all the time at home instead of pants and shorts. I didn’t want people to find out about the extra package that I carried with me. 
 
      
 
    “Hey, it’s nice to meet you, Mrs. Matriarch, wasn’t it? You didn’t tell me your real name, but that is fine. I can see that your… nickname - not sure if I should call it that - fits you well. Anyway, I am here to work as a sitter, and, well, you sure have a nice place. Plenty of rooms to clean and… where is your daughter?” 
 
      
 
    Kendra showed up from behind me, a mischievous smile on her face and said, “Hey, please come in. I am sure that you are going to have a wonderful time here. The other sitter we hired a couple of months ago was very nice to me, and I am sure that it will be the same with you.” 
 
      
 
    Once Meg, the sitter, had walked in and was just looking around the living room, I gripped Kendra’s shoulders and demanded, “Get the fuck out of the house for now, okay? This one is mine and mine alone. You will not have a piece of her.” 
 
      
 
    She pouted, her face washing over with disapproval of me, but then she sighed and said, “Okay, I will, but next time you hire someone to supposedly take care of me, you will share her with me just like you did with the other one, okay?” 
 
      
 
    I pushed her toward the exit and scolded, “Maybe I will, but right now, I have other, more important things to worry about.” 
 
      
 
    “Whatever,” she said as she walked toward her car. She got in, turned on the engine and drove away. I sighed at the thought of finally being free of her for a couple of days; she was going to stay with her boyfriend. Meg was going to love being alone with me. 
 
      
 
    I approached her from behind, put my hand on her shoulder, which made her flinch, and then said, my voice casual as I tried to soothe her heart, “Okay, so now that you are here, I think it’s time we introduce one to the other, don’t you agree?” 
 
      
 
    She looked at me, her eyes going up and down as she tried to cope with the full figure in front of her. I was not like most women. I was big; too big for women like her. My breasts were huge enough to make most men drool in lust, even though they didn’t have their share of me. I was mostly inclined toward women, especially the ones that were cute and had breasts too big for their own good like Meg here. 
 
      
 
    “Ah, of course. Let’s sit down. I will be more comfortable like that.” 
 
      
 
    “As you wish, my dear,” I said, my voice still measuring her desire. I could feel something sparkling in her eyes. There was no denying that she wished me too. Her whole body seemed to be itchy for me. Oh, I so wanted to bury my fingers deep into her pussy, bring her to her absolute climax as she orgasmed around my hand. That was something that I was planning to do, and I was considering every step to make that happen. 
 
      
 
    Meg sat down in front of me and then put one leg over the other. She didn’t want me to have a clear picture of what she had between her thick thighs, which even through the material of her pants, I could contemplate. I had so much experience with women, especially with the ones like her, that envisioning her pink lips was an easy thing to do. 
 
      
 
    Well, it seemed that doing that was going to be left for another, more intimate time with this sitter. 
 
      
 
    We spoke about so many different things. She was a talker, and when she was in the mood, there was no one in this world that would make her lips stop moving, I feared. It could be a problem when we were getting more intimate, but right now, my mind was occupied by her beautiful figure. 
 
      
 
    Oh, her breasts were a thing to behold. I was already drooling as I imagined my tongue working her nipples, her labia clenching around my cock. Women like her had an appetite that few could match. In other circumstances, with normal men and women alike, she would need many of them to satisfy her, but such a thing was never going to happen with me. My dick, which kept on growing bigger in my pants, was going to be more than enough for the deepest of her desires. 
 
      
 
    “I think it’s time I show you your bedroom,” I said, standing up and making sure that my erection was not showing, but with the way she looked down at my crotch and then at my eyes, I had this feeling that she noticed something unusual about me. 
 
      
 
    Well, that was a non-issue. I was going to show her my extra parts very soon. 
 
      
 
    When we got to her bedroom, and I showed her what it would be like to live in my house, I guided her soft hand to my erection. Her hand flinched away almost immediately, her eyes trembling as she looked at me, but I knew that I had gotten her. I knew that I had this one all for myself, and that she was going to pose no resistance once she was under my mercy. 
 
      
 
    “What?” She asked, her voice like a whisper. 
 
      
 
    She might have sounded and looked surprised, but I could see the lust and desire in her eyes. Her hand approached my erection, and she touched it once again, this time without flinching it away. Her fingers caressed and massaged my hardness, making me feel a thrill of pure pleasure. I opened my mouth, but then closed it as I didn’t think that moaning was an appropriate thing to do at this moment. It was too soon to move on to the next part of seducing her. 
 
      
 
    “Tomorrow, my dear. Tomorrow you will see what this thing can do for you,” I said before walking down the stairs and slouching on the couch. My hand found the remote, I turned on the TV, but instead of watching the movie, I thought about Meg as I heard her getting ready to sleep in her new bedroom. 
 
      
 
    Tomorrow...  
 
  
 
  
   
    Chapter 2 
 
      
 
   Isnuck behind Meg, and I felt her tremble. I put my arm around her and turned her so that I was facing her front. “I know you are scared of who I really am, but I am not going to hurt you. You can tell that. And, I promise you, nothing bad will happen to you.” 
 
      
 
    She looked at me then, and I saw the vulnerability that she was hiding from me. “I know, but you having a dick is not what I imagined of a host. You are my boss, and I feel inclined to obey you, though." 
 
      
 
    I sniffed her neck, and she shivered. “It’s okay, you know. You are safe. You will be safe here,” I said soothingly as I put my finger against her lips. She nodded her head slowly, and I could see the fear in her eyes. I wanted to do much more, but I knew that I could not… at least, not quite yet. 
 
      
 
    “You’re the most beautiful girl in the world, Meg. I am not going to hurt you. " 
 
      
 
    “You promise?” she looked at me with pleading eyes, and I nodded. “I promise, Meg.” I pulled her head towards mine, and I kissed her slowly. I held her tightly, as if my life depended on it, and I felt her body begin to tremble against mine. 
 
      
 
    "I need to finish doing the dishes," she whispered, her eyes pleading. I felt my blood pumping through my veins as I held her close to me. I closed my eyes and breathed in her sweet scent. I felt her fingers running through my hair, making me wish her even more. 
 
      
 
    I knew what she needed, and I wanted to give it to her. I pulled away and looked at her face, and I could see a small tear coming down her cheek. “Meg, you have to let me do this,” I spoke quietly, looking into her beautiful eyes. 
 
      
 
    Ever since Meg stepped into my house yesterday, I could not keep my eyes off her, and it was as if I had never seen her before. Her eyes were like a kaleidoscope of colors, and I could see her trying to decide whether to believe me or not. I could see the fear on her face as she thought about the implications of what was happening, but I could also see the excitement there too. 
 
      
 
    Her ass was like no other, and I could feel her dirty little mind begging for me make it mine. I stood there, staring at her, unable to make a move. I knew I needed to take my time with her, but I needed to be sure that I was not messing up the situation. 
 
      
 
    My cock hardened, and I had to hold my breath for a moment. She was so sexy, and I wanted to get her off, and it wasn't even about my ego. I wanted her to know that I was going to treat her well in my house. 
 
      
 
    My hand trailed up the side of her torso, and I could feel her heart pounding under my fingers. I grabbed her waist and pulled her towards me so that her pussy was pressed against my erection. “You’re not wearing panties, are you?” I whispered in her ear, and her eyes widened as she nodded. 
 
      
 
    “I can tell,” I continued and then grabbed her ass as she tried to squirm away from my touch. “I can see your nipples are hard,” I added, and I felt her legs start to quiver under my hands. 
 
      
 
    “You’re not wearing anything.” I groaned as I grabbed her hips and pulled her onto me even more. She was not wearing a bra, but she still managed to keep her breasts looking this magnificent, even as I kissed her neck and started rubbing my fingers against her swollen bud. 
 
      
 
    Her breathing picked up, and she moved her legs underneath me, her fingers trying to feel my hard cock. "Grab my dick, Meg," I said, pulling her closer to me. She whimpered in frustration as she wrapped her tiny fingers around my hardness, begging for me to do something more with it. 
 
      
 
    “I’ll give you anything you want, " I whispered into her ear, my hands moving down her body to where I wanted her most. 
 
      
 
    “Okay,” she whispered before biting her lower lip in pure arousal for me. “You can have me this night.”  
 
  
 
  
   
    Chapter 3 
 
      
 
   Iunbuttoned her shirt, revealing her perfect tits. She looked like an innocent, vulnerable virgin. I unlocked her bra, pulling it free and giving myself the perfect view of her full tits. “I want to kiss every one of your breasts.” 
 
      
 
    She whimpered, leaning in. I put my lips on her chest, licking and sucking lightly on her nipples. I reached down and grabbed her thighs, pushing them apart and sliding my hands underneath the fabric of her shorts, squeezing her firm pussy. “You’re so wet,” I whispered against her skin. She gasped in surprise as I ran my finger up and down her slit. 
 
      
 
    “So wet for me.” I moaned, sucking on her nipples as I pushed my fingers inside her. I pulled back and looked into her eyes as I moved my fingers in and out of her. “Do you want me to stop already? Is this too much for you” I asked her, looking at her in a lust-filled gaze. 
 
      
 
    “No," she answered as she panted, her body shuddering with pleasure. 
 
      
 
    I kissed down her body, to her hip and then up to her ear. “Do you like it when I touch you like this?” I asked her, feeling her body shudder underneath my touch. “Yes," she gasped and I chuckled, watching as her legs trembled with excitement. 
 
      
 
    I moved my mouth back to her clit and swirled my tongue around it, my fingers sliding inside of her with one swift movement. “That’s right,” I whispered as I continued to lick her in earnest. Her legs trembled and I continued to circle her clit, enjoying the way her muscles moved beneath my touch. 
 
      
 
    Her breathing was ragged as I pushed two fingers inside of her again and then began stroking her hard. Her hand moved to my head and she grabbed my hair gently as she began to come apart in my hands. I pulled my fingers out of her and then slammed my lips onto hers in a kiss that was demanding. 
 
      
 
    Her mouth opened eagerly as I devoured her lips. She moaned softly and I could feel her body trembling as I continued my exploration of her mouth. I continued kissing down her neck and she moaned as I sucked on her soft skin, sucking on her collarbone. I pulled her sweater off her body and threw it away, and then I kissed her belly button as I moved back up her body. 
 
      
 
    “Oh my god, “she moaned as I ran my hands down her side and back up to her breasts. “You feel so good. " 
 
      
 
    “I want to taste you,” she gasped as I kissed down her stomach to her pubic hair. I licked her sweet folds and felt her body shuddering beneath me as I sucked on her clit. 
 
      
 
    “Yes, please, " she cried out as I moved back up her body. I kissed down her stomach to her navel and stopped at her sex, where she was swollen and wet from my kisses. “Mistress, please fuck me. “She grabbed my head as I entered her with my erection. I smiled at her as I plunged into her pussy. 
 
      
 
    She cried out as I pushed into her, and I felt her legs wrapping around my waist as I slowly moved back and forth in her. “Mistress, I’m so wet. Please. " 
 
      
 
    “Don’t worry, Meg. You will be safe with me.” I felt her inner walls squeezing me as I slowly entered her, and she grabbed onto my shoulders and tried to lift herself up. I was not sure if she was trying to get a good hold of me or just to keep me inside her. 
 
      
 
    I moved slowly, and she started rocking against me with each thrust. It felt so incredible and amazing that it made me lose control, as my cock pushed in and out of her. Her moans and screams were like music to my ears, and she grabbed on to my hair to hold me in place as I continued my slow and steady pace. 
 
      
 
    It felt like forever before I felt her climax, and her body shuddered and I saw her eyes close as she orgasmed. I held her tighter to me as she screamed out my name and shuddered against me. It felt good and amazing and everything I had dreamed of ever since I opened the door for her. I felt her lips pressing against mine and I opened my eyes to see her staring back at me with a satisfied grin. 
 
      
 
    “It was amazing.” She laughed as I kissed her forehead. “Yeah, it was incredible.” She leaned her head against my chest and I felt her breath against my skin and wondered what she was thinking. I wanted to make her happy, but I was also terrified of what she might think of me. 
 
      
 
    However, I was not done with her. I put her on the floor and thrust my shaft into her mouth, feeling her lips around me. Her hands went to my back and pulled me in deeper, and I groaned as her tongue swirled around my head and then she licked the head of my cock. 
 
      
 
    “Oh, my god, Meg.” I groaned and felt her hands on my ass again, squeezing gently. “Don’t stop, meg.” I moaned as I felt her lips sucking on my cock eagerly. My balls drew up against her lips and I felt myself pulsing as she sucked me off. 
 
      
 
    I was completely and utterly lost and the pleasure coursing through me was indescribable. My breathing grew heavy and I wanted to pull her up and fuck her on the floor of my room. I ran my fingers through her hair as she continued sucking me off. I felt her hand come down my ass and I looked down to see her finger on my ass crack, and her other hand reached back to my cock to play with it. 
 
      
 
    Her finger ran up to my balls and she slowly squeezed them, and I cried out as she started sucking me again. “That feels amazing.” I moaned as she started licking me again. “You have no idea what you are doing to me, Meg.” 
 
      
 
    “I know.” She chuckled as I felt myself growing hard again. “But I like this.” 
 
      
 
    She licked my shaft again and I felt her tongue slide up and down my length slowly. She licked me up and down quickly next, and then moved away as I groaned and started thrusting my hips back and forth, moving faster as she continued to suck me. 
 
      
 
    I knew that she was doing this on purpose, wanting to give me the feeling of being taken advantage of, and I couldn't resist letting her have the power. “What are you doing?” I asked her quietly as I tried to slow her down. 
 
      
 
    “I don't know if I can.” 
 
      
 
    “You can. You are mine,” I whispered as she continued to lick me slowly. 
 
      
 
    Then, I came into her mouth, my body shuddering as she continued to suck me off. Her smile appeared, and it was how she knew to tease me. I was cumming so much that my creamy milk spilled from the corners of her mouth, her face a complete bliss from the pleasure. 
 
      
 
    I felt tired, as if I was going to lose my consciousness forever if I did not lay down on the bed now and sleep. That was what I did as I closed my eyes and felt Meg doing the same. 
 
      
 
    I just hoped that the next coming days were going to be this good. 
 
  
 
  
   
    
    The Futa Matriarch 6 
 
      
 
    Chapter 1 
 
      
 
   Meg had been with me for a very long time now, and she was the perfect sitter, I thought while I looked out the window, the cars going down the street soothing my thoughts. The day had been a pretty rough one, especially with my personal toilet not being up for the job anymore. Ever since I began to make use of people like her for my… excretion needs, I haven’t needed a normal toilet any longer. 
 
      
 
    I paced around the room, my lungs working to make me feel less nervous and irritated. Something needed to be done regarding the lack of candidates to become my personal toilet. I thought about so many people that could become that, but none seemed good enough. The people with the necessary… attributes for what I had in mind didn’t grow on trees. 
 
      
 
    But then, when I put my hand on the window, it hit me. What if Meg were to be okay with becoming my personal toilet? She had been with me for a very long time already, and she took care of me like no other person ever did. When she found out that I was a futa, she was overjoyed for the possibility of sucking my cock every day. I made sure to let her have me when she was feeling hungry, so maybe… she could repay the favor? 
 
      
 
    It was something much beyond her current paycheck. She was going to ask for more money, but I had more than enough to cover that. I was rich as fuck, thanks to being the owner of this futa establishment which was also much more than that; people came here to fuck, be fucked and play dirty games with women like me. 
 
      
 
    I sat down on my chair and inclined it. The decision had been made. Meg was going to be invited to come here, and it was going to be her first time in this establishment. She was probably going to be as surprised as when she looked at my rock-hard dick for the first time, and it was going to be marvelous. Ah, she was going to want to spend more time here than at my house taking care of Kendra. 
 
      
 
    I grabbed the phone and then dialed the number. Meg picked it up and said, “Hello?” From that point onward, I told her what I needed her to do. She sounded a bit reluctant to come here at first, but the interest in her mind was more than enough to convince her. When she parked the car at the front of the building, I looked out the window with a smile. 
 
      
 
    Meg opened the door and bowed as if she was Japanese. I could not help but let a giggle escape my mouth. Meg proceeded to approach me, her body looking as feminine and wonderful as ever. She was wearing something very revealing this time, as if she had been doing something very naughty and wrong with Kendra. I hoped that was the case, because I had something special for her here before convincing her naughty mind about becoming my third personal toilet. 
 
      
 
    I grabbed her chin and said as I looked deep into her eyes, “I need you to become my new personal toilet. You might be thinking about what that even means, so let me clarify. I am sure that you will enjoy the view.” 
 
      
 
    I proceeded to take Meg to another room in the building, and through a black window where the person at the other side could not see us, I showed her my current personal toilet that was past her expiration date. She looked tired and as if she was ready to die, especially with her mouth covered with dirty brown cream from my futa employees. 
 
      
 
    Meg’s eyes bulged when I said, “This is what I want of you, but don’t worry, I am not going to treat you the same way. I have different feelings for you. I am going to make sure that you are treated right so that you can last for far longer than she did.” 
 
      
 
    Meg turned her face, her eyes looking as if she had found just the right thing that she wanted, “Yes, Mistress Matriarch. I am willing to be your personal toilet for the rest of my life.” 
 
      
 
    Hearing her response brought a rush of warmth to my heart. I grabbed her waist and pulled her closer as I kissed her lips profoundly. I ran my hands down her back, feeling the smooth skin beneath the thin silk of her dress. Her breasts brushed against me as I kissed her, my mouth moving to hers as she moaned. I pulled her tighter against me and kissed her harder, my lips caressing her as I proceeded to kiss her neck. 
 
      
 
    Her dress slipped up and I unclasped her bra, feeling her warm skin pressing against me. I grabbed her ass and pulled her towards me, feeling the soft warmth of her womanhood against my cock. I gasped at the sensation. I leaned down and licked her breasts, causing her to gasp too. I felt her arms wrap around my head and she held me to her, not wanting to let go of me. 
 
      
 
    I ran my hands down her back and felt her trembling in my arms. She was shaking out of the pleasure that she was feeling. I felt my heart pounding in my chest and I groaned in her ear. " you're so fucking beautiful, Meg. I just want you to know how I feel." 
 
      
 
    I whispered as I felt her nipples tightening against my chest. I moved my hands down her body and felt the wetness that I was sure was coming from her pussy. I slowly pushed my fingers in between her legs and felt her moist and ready. I ran my fingers across her clit and she moaned. 
 
      
 
    Then, I grabbed her chin once again and said, “This will be for a later time. Right now, I need to prepare you for the new job that you have accepted.” 
 
      
 
    She put her finger in front of my mouth and said, “There is one condition, though.” 
 
      
 
    “Why didn’t you mentioned that before?” I said, pushing her finger away. 
 
      
 
    “Money,” she said as a devilish smile appeared on her face, and completely ignoring my question, “Three times my current paycheck, or I won’t be doing that.” 
 
      
 
    I looked at the current personal toilet through the window and said, “Okay, anything you need to become my new personal toilet, dear.” 
 
      
 
    She kissed me again, but little did she know the kind of dirty plan that I really had for her.  
 
  
 
  
   
    Chapter 2 
 
      
 
   Igot something for Meg that she was going to like. She looked down her body, her eyes bulging as she analyzed how she looked in her new clothes. Their color was white to remind her that, from now on, she was my personal toilet. They were very revealing too. I made sure to get a set that delineated her ass, which was her best feature. She looked absolutely gorgeous in her new set, mostly because she had always been a striking woman with features that any gal in this world would be on their knees for. 
 
      
 
    “Do you like it?” I asked, my hand feeling her enormous butt. 
 
      
 
    “Of course, Mistress. This is more than I could have even imagined. You must have spent a lot on this.” 
 
      
 
    “It was nothing, my dear. Now, we need to begin your training.” 
 
      
 
    I put my hand on her back and guided Meg to her toilet room. The previous woman that had the role had already been removed. I made sure that they disposed of her in the right manner so that she could resume her previous life. My personal toilets could not leave this building at all during their stay, so they needed some guidance when they were fired. 
 
      
 
    I positioned Meg in the middle of the room, where there was a hole in the ground where she was going to pee and shit on. I gently made her squat above the hole, and then said, “You are not to leave this room for anything, you hear? You can use this cord here to call one of my employees to give you some food.” 
 
      
 
    Meg looked at the cord that was hanging from the ceiling and then said, “Okay, Mistress. I think I can manage that.” 
 
      
 
    “Good, Meg. Now, open that clean and hungry mouth of yours. I need to pee.” 
 
      
 
    She smiled and opened her mouth. She looked so cute like this, especially with her smooth face and the new set of clothes that she was wearing. One would have thought that it was a sacrilege to turn such a woman into my personal toilet, but I had an entirely different opinion. I preferred getting the cute and delicate ones for jobs like this one. They had the necessary attributes that turned me on. 
 
      
 
    What were those attributes? Looking cute, ready and have a mouth wide enough for the amount of piss and shit that I was going to make her take. She had all those things, and more. Meg had always been an exceptional woman with a mouth good for cocksucking too. 
 
      
 
    I took off my skirt and let my soft cock come out. It looked ready to unleash the piss that I had been containing the whole day. Ah, Meg was going to enjoy the yellow water coming out and filling her stomach. She was going to take everything, and then I was going to paint her face too. I wanted her whole face smelling like my piss. 
 
      
 
    I let the piss come out as I felt the pressure in my bladder going away. Yellow, steamy liquid began to come out. I aimed for her mouth, and for the time being, my aim was correct. I looked at my piss as it painted her tongue and the inside of her mouth. Meg closed her eyes in case that any drop was to hit them, but there was no necessity for that. I made sure to keep my dick steady as I released my piss in her, after all. 
 
      
 
    When I was done, I stroked my dick a couple of times. I could not resist that. I liked my cock, and I liked to stroke it when I had it in my hands. 
 
      
 
    Meg opened her eyes as her throat swallowed the rest of my piss, and then asked, “Was that everything, Mistress?” 
 
      
 
    I opened a smile and said, “Not a chance. I still have so much more to give you, but right now, you will have to wait a bit. I will come back soon.” 
 
      
 
    My stomach was rumbling in hunger as I walked out of the room and proceeded to eat at my establishment’s restaurant. I made sure to grab a full plate because I wanted to shit quite a bit into her mouth. I wanted to make that moment special. Meg was going to take all of my shit, and maybe even more than that. Oh, she was going to like that because I was going to eat feijoada, a typical Brazilian dish made of black beans and all kinds of meat. 
 
      
 
    When I came back, Meg had her head down in complete submission for me. I smiled and said, “Open that mouth. I have shit for you.” 
 
      
 
    She opened her mouth without showing any signs of reluctance. It was all for that fat paycheck that I was going to give to her. The piss was just the beginning - the warm-up - and this was going to be the real deal. If she managed to take all my shit into her mouth, then she was set on being my personal toilet for the rest of her life… or up until she could withstand living this new life of hers. 
 
      
 
    I took my skirt off, and then unleashed into her mouth everything that I had. I felt my shit coming out as if there was no end to it. It just kept coming out, Meg working her mouth and throat to eat and swallow everything, and I stood there with my asscheeks parted to make enough room for my shit. I could hear the sounds she was making as she did her best to take all my shit. The smell that filled the room was always something that warmed my heart, and this time, it was no different. 
 
      
 
    Once I was done, I looked at Meg, and she was still chewing and eating my shit as if it was normal food. For her, it was going to be that because her belly was always going to be full. 
 
      
 
    Meg opened her mouth as if to say that she would like more. I caressed her forehead and then walked out with a smile on my face. She truly passed her first day as my toilet, and that meant that my important problem was solved.  
 
  
 
  
   
    Chapter 3 
 
      
 
   It had now been a couple of months since she had become my personal toilet, and she had worked at her new job like a pro. There was not a single day that I needed to shit or piss that she was not here, happy to be of service for me. I caressed her forehead and thought about how lucky I was to have her with me. 
 
      
 
    “Stand up, Meg. You have been in this position the whole day, and tonight, I have something else for you.” 
 
      
 
    “And what would that be, Mistress?” She asked after standing up. 
 
      
 
    I kissed her lips, her skin feeling soft and tender against mine as I responded to her question. I pressed my lips against hers, taking in the essence that made this woman who she was. God, I could feel her warmth and just how much I needed this. My tongue worked and battled against hers as I looked to take control of the kiss. Meg was a short and small woman, but she still had her own strength that needed to be controlled. 
 
      
 
    I unbuttoned her shirt, running my fingers across the pale skin of her stomach before moving downward. She let out a whimper when I found the waistband of her pants. Her pants dropped to her ankles and my mouth watered at the sight of her lace panties. "So beautiful," I said, pulling them down, but not all the way. 
 
      
 
    "You're too good for me," she whispered, and I cupped her breasts, rubbing my thumbs over her nipples. Her hips rose up, and she took a step forward, wanting more. I wasn't going to make it easy for her. I slid my hands to her panties, sliding them down her legs and away this time. 
 
      
 
    Her soft skin was like a drug, and I sucked in a breath as I ran my hand along with her bare, hot core. She moaned, and I slid my tongue up her neck and to her earlobe. I bit it and sucked. She moved her hips, urging me closer to her. 
 
      
 
    I leaned in, letting her taste me, and she sighed. "More," she whispered, and I slid my tongue over her lower lip, tasting her sweetness before sliding it into her mouth. I groaned as she wrapped her arms around my neck, pushing me closer. 
 
      
 
    I undressed, leaving her to watch as her eyes grew bigger. Her tongue darted out and licked my jaw. I growled as she rubbed herself against me, her hips rocking against my erection. 
 
      
 
    Meg wrapped her fingers around my shaft, and I jerked, my jaw clenching and unclenching. She began to pump my dick, and I groaned as her hand cupped my balls and she moved her thumb on them, rubbing me just the way she did the other day. 
 
      
 
    She got on her knees, her face in front of my whopping dong. Her eyes were in pure bliss as she savored this moment. She had sucked me off many times before this, and it was an important part of her job, but this time, it was going to be different. 
 
      
 
    I felt her tender lips wrapping around my rigid penis, and I moaned as she sucked me deeper into her mouth, sending a wave of pleasure that made me arch my back. She began to bob up and down along my length, her tongue moving in perfect rhythm with my cock. My balls grew tighter and tighter as she kept taking me deeper. 
 
      
 
    My balls ached, and I moved my hips in short arcs, wanting more. Her mouth sucked me so hard I was on the brink of coming, and my hands curled into the bed as my back arched. I wanted to come now, and I held her face tightly with my hands, holding her in place as I came harder than I had ever come before in my life. 
 
      
 
    As I watched her cute mouth working to swallow all my seeds, I felt even more turned on. Before this, she was taking my shit and piss every day, and now, I was treating her with something different, more rewarding. My cum dripped from the corners of her mouth as she smiled, telling me that she was not quite done. Her eyes locked with mine, her mind wanting only one other thing to finish this day. 
 
      
 
    I grabbed her legs and forced her to lay down on the cold floor. I moved her legs apart and pushed my erection in between her pussy lips. God, was she tight! I felt her resistance to my invasion, her womb clenching around me as if it didn’t want more. Our hearts thought differently as I felt her warmth taking over me, and I felt ready for another intense release when my cockhead touched the end of her tunnel. 
 
      
 
    I began to fuck her with controlled and measured thrusts. Her small, delicate body slid back and forth on the floor. Her fingers were buried deep into the palm of her hands as she closed her eyes. I felt her skin getting warmer, needier for me. I could feel her womb tightening even more. She was close, and she knew that. 
 
      
 
    Her body rocked with intense pleasure as she came around my needy dick. I felt her release coating my dick, and I looked down to find it dripping from her pussy. Her lips were glistening with her cunt juices, and I reached there with my finger to get a taste of it. It was sweet, just as much as Meg. Every cunt juice was different. This one was pure, and it was like bliss. 
 
      
 
    I felt a rising pressure in my balls before blowing more of my sperm into her fertile womb, thinking of how I would like to have her more and more. I could just imagine spending even more time shitting and pissing into her mouth, and then proceeding to feed her with my cum. She loved that. Her smile was always a confirmation of that. 
 
      
 
    I felt spent and tired. I collapsed beside her on the floor. Her eyes looked wasted as she kissed me again. My hand found her ass, and I fondled and squeezed it. She let out a gasp, but it was of the kind of ‘I want more, Mistress’ 
 
      
 
    I kissed her lips until we both fell asleep. 
 
  
 
  
   
    
    The Futa Matriarch 7 
 
      
 
    Chapter 1 
 
      
 
   Oh fuck, I opened the door and she came in. When I dialed her number, I didn’t think that Amanda was going to be such a… stunning sitter. What a body she had. I could not stop looking at her, and I should be showing her the place, but she was just so my type and with the way that she looked at me now, I could almost know that she thought the same way about me. 
 
      
 
    I wasn’t sure, but would she like someone like me? I had a dick, and I was a woman. I was a Futa, to be more exact, and even though people like her took well to that fact, I could never be sure with new guests. She could be what I hired her for, and I wanted to keep that, so I didn’t think that revealing my secret was a good thing. 
 
      
 
    I was wearing a pair of pants, and they showed my bulge. After she was done admiring the living room, Amanda’s eyes noticed what I had between my legs, and they lingered there for far longer than they should have. I noticed something in her eyes. Lust? A desire for what I had? I didn’t even know if she understood what was happening, but there was something in her eyes that could almost confirm to me that I was right about my suspicions. 
 
      
 
    I showed her the place, and of course, also my brat. She was going to take care of her. Kendra needed someone with a firm hand to keep her in check, and to make sure she was not going to skip on her studies. Amanda could be that someone. 
 
      
 
    “Well, I think that about covers everything,” I said, unable to stop thinking about her breasts, and how full and big they looked. I wanted to monopolize them with my hands, feel them, have them all for myself, explore them, and of course, also to suck and kiss her hard nipples. I could almost imagine that, and it felt so real. My mind could make things look as if they were happening right in front of me, and that I was not daydreaming. 
 
      
 
    I took her to her room, where she was going to live and sleep while working here. It was going to be a full-time job, well paid, and I made sure to have the room look clean and tidy before she came. First impressions mattered. I wanted her to know that I cared about her presence and her work for me. 
 
      
 
    When she turned around, I knew that there was a very little chance I was going to resist my urges. I just hoped that… she felt the same way.  
 
  
 
  
   
    Chapter 2 
 
      
 
   Icould not take my eyes off her. What an ass, and what a body. I was bigger and better, but there was no denying that Amanda was quite the sitter herself. Her jugs seemed to hypnotize me, especially when she was cleaning the counters and tables. I was watching something on TV in my living room, but I kept on turning my head, looking at Amanda as she did her job. 
 
      
 
    Amanda kept a smile on her face. She was listening to some songs on her phone, but I wondered if she noticed that I was looking at her and not paying much attention to the TV. I wanted to control my hand, but it just kept going down, reaching for my pussy, my clit, and also for my huge dong. 
 
      
 
    Amanda noticed that I was… something different when she walked in. Her eyes fell upon my bulge, and she didn’t take them off until I had to call her attention. I could also see something different in her eyes. Lust? Possible immense pleasure from being fucked by me? I didn’t know, but there was certainly something in the air. 
 
      
 
    She was cleaning the main kitchen table, and her ass was on full display for me. She was wearing a pair of very tight pants, and they outlined her curves so well. I could not keep my eyes off her, my hand stroking and playing with my cock. If she were to turn now, she would notice what I was doing, and I was kind of hoping she would do that, despite not knowing where that would lead to. 
 
      
 
    She moved her hand, cleaning the table, and her whole body moved with that, following what she was doing, and that was making me feel so much hornier. My dick kept on growing in my hand. I should have worn a skirt or something like that to hide my bulge on occasions like this one. She had been with me for a long time already, so why didn’t I think of that? 
 
      
 
    I panicked when she turned around, and I thought she was going to see me playing with myself. But I managed to take my hand away just in time, and then turned my body on the couch so she would not be able to see my growing bulge and the drawing of my cock in my pants. 
 
      
 
    She was now cleaning the living room. That bastard, was she playing with me? I kept my eyes locked to the TV, but the truth was that I was paying even less attention now to it than I was before. I could hear her working on the counters in the living room, her feet moving, and it was driving me crazy. If she was not playing with me on purpose, then she was a natural at making people have wild thoughts for her. 
 
      
 
    I thought of fucking her before so many times, but didn’t act on it. Didn’t want to put the fine relationship that we had built in jeopardy. She was a fine sitter, and I wanted to keep things professional between us. So many of my sitters before her turned into my personal toilets or sex toys. I wanted things with her to be different, but maybe, for that to be possible, I should have hired a fat fucker with an ugly face so that I could keep myself in check. 
 
      
 
    And then, she moved over to me, and began to clean the couch. I thought I was going to faint. My heart was thumping in my chest, trying to come out, and I could feel the beads of sweat on my forehead. I could feel my whole body burning, itching, and I was so lost in my thoughts that I didn’t know what to do. 
 
      
 
    “I see that you need a gift, Mistress,” she whispered to my ear, almost making me jump on the couch. 
 
      
 
    I thought about her words, and what they meant, but my mind was so lost in itself that I thought they didn’t make sense. What was her angle? Was she having… feelings for me too? No, it could not be possible. She never showed me a sign for that sort of thing. 
 
      
 
    And then, she moved even closer to me, her breath hot and warm on my neck. “I have a gift that I want to give to you for tomorrow. It will be Christmas, and since you have been good for me, I wanted to show you how much it means for me to work here.” 
 
      
 
    I breathed. It was all I could do. My mind was going back and forth between so many thoughts. Her hand touched me, and it was no more than an accidental touch, but I still jerked my body, and I still felt I was under her full control, and that I was going to do whatever she had in store for me. 
 
      
 
    I found her beautiful face, saw her eyes, and noticed the smile she had. It was dirty, and she knew it. Her eyes locked with mine, and then she proceeded to go elsewhere. “I see. Thanks for accepting my gift, Mistress… Futa.” 
 
      
 
    And just like that, she revealed to me that she knew about my secret.  She knew that I was a Futa, and that I had something else to make a night together with her more fun. I turned around on the couch at the same instant, and looked at her. Her dirty smile remained on her face. 
 
      
 
    Christmas night was coming, and all I knew was that I was ready for her sitter body. I smiled as I thought about claiming her for myself, with no chance of sharing her with somebody else.  
 
  
 
  
   
    Chapter 3 
 
      
 
   Iunbuttoned her shirt, ran my hand across her bare back, and then slid it down her arms, over her back and then under her bra. Her skin was cold, her nipples, hard points pressed to my palm. I could feel the pulse beneath her shirt; a steady, regular thumping. My fingers were warm and wet against her skin. 
 
      
 
    "I want to taste you," I said, my voice a little breathless. 
 
      
 
    "And to do that... I want to... " I continued and felt myself growing hard. She leaned back and looked up at me, eyes glittering. 
 
      
 
    "Can I?" I asked, dominating the moment. 
 
      
 
    She nodded, her fingers on my shoulders.  I reached down and stroked my hand over her hip, up her shirt, stopping at the underside of her breast. I kissed her there, hard; a kiss to end all kisses, because we had a long journey ahead of us. Then I moved to her neck, and my mouth moved over the shell of her ear, and she shivered, as if she were remembering something very, very unpleasant. 
 
      
 
    " I need to feel your skin against mine," she said, breaking some of the moment. 
 
      
 
    She let me, even though her whole body was strung tight and ready for me. I moved my hand down to her hip, and her breath caught in her throat. Her eyes and mouth were closed. 
 
      
 
    I stood up and took off her shirt, and then began to suck on one of her nipples. She gasped and arched against me, her hand digging into my back and holding on. "Jesus," she said, "Oh, God." 
 
      
 
    I kissed her again, faster this time, her back arching, her thighs parting, and then she was tugging me to her, and I was inside her, filling her, and I couldn't breathe, couldn't do anything. 
 
      
 
    I reached down, and flicked my tongue over her hard nipple, and she hissed a breath, and it was so sweet. I could taste the cream that ran from her nipple, and I kissed it, and then I took it in my mouth, and she gasped and pushed her hips up against me and bit at my shoulder. 
 
      
 
    I moved to her other nipple, licked it, sucked it until I was breathless, and then I moved to her other nipple again and her hands went to my hair, and I couldn't take it anymore; I let her take it, let her do it. 
 
      
 
    The sitter knelt, and then reached with her hands to take off my pants. I stepped out of them, and then tossed them aside where they were not going to be an issue. Her hands reached for my briefs, and then she ripped them off without asking for my permission. I should have felt angry because of that, but the truth was that I didn’t. This moment was too taxing for me to worry about losing a damn good pair of briefs. 
 
      
 
    My dick sprung out to full glory, and the sitter looked up, asking for my permission this time. It had always been like that between her and me. I nodded, feeling the dampness and warmth of the surrounding air, and then she wrapped her soft, tender lips around my hard helmet. 
 
      
 
    Her lips were around my cockhead, sucking and biting, her tongue sweeping over. I moaned. she was sucking, taking me, and it was driving me crazy. She started to move her head up and down, her lips working my dick in small circles as she kept worshiping and licking me. I tried to take control of the moment and stop her, but that was one of the few moments where she had control over me. 
 
      
 
    Her mouth felt warm and needy as she continued to play with my shaft, her tongue working me in and out in short, shallow strokes. She slid one hand up my thigh to my balls and squeezed them hard, sending me over the edge. My body went limp, my fingers gripping the armrests of the seat. "You make me crazy," she whispered in my ear as she leaned up and kissed my earlobe. 
 
      
 
    That was just the beginning - just the warm-up of much more that was going to come - and then reached down once again, and proceeded to lick my pre-cum with her tongue. She kept it out, her eyes staring at the opening of my cock as each drop of my pre-release kept on dripping down for her enjoyment. Her cheeks were red as she took more of my pre-cream, her eyes in pure joy and pleasure as she could not control her feelings for me anymore. 
 
      
 
    I picked her up, much to her surprise as she gasped and her eyes bulged. “What are you doing?” She asked, her eyes meeting mine. I looked forward as I carried her to the hallway. “Taking you to where we can finish this.” 
 
      
 
    Her fingers dug deep into my skin, and then I put her on her bed. I took off her pair of pants, and she helped me to do that by moving her legs. Her pair of panties was now the only thing standing in my way, and I was not going to let it be an issue for me. I reached down with my hands and ripped it off her. I looked at her eyes and found out that she didn’t mind what I just did. The pleasure and lust were probably too much for her to care about something as unimportant as a pair of panties. 
 
      
 
    I looked at her pussy, and noticed how shaved she was. She made sure to be always ready for a moment like this, even though, for this one, we all knew that it was coming. Her cunt looked wet and ready, and I could already see her juices coming out, soaking the bedsheets that she was going to have to wash later. 
 
      
 
    My dick was hard, ready, and it was demanding for me to penetrate her.  I gripped her legs, made sure they were held in place, and then aimed my dick at her pussy. I took two steps forward, pressed the head against her pink opening, and then forced myself in, her body arching and jerking in response. She threw her head back, and moaned once I was in and there was no coming back anymore. 
 
      
 
    I began to thrust into her pussy, hard and fast, my eyes on hers, and her body shaking and trying to push me away. I was big, and she felt so tight. I thought she had been fucked many times before, considering that she was a slut before becoming my sitter, but she was so tight and clenching so hard around my womanhood that she might as well be a virgin at this moment. 
 
      
 
    I picked up my pace, and began to thrust harder and faster, covering more ground of her womb, reaching its end and feeling my dickhead touching the exit. I was feeling so hard and so hot right now. I could feel the pressure around my cock and balls building, growing, telling me that my orgasm was going to come. I didn’t know if she was going to get pregnant from this, but fuck it, I needed her pussy tight and clenching around my shaft like this. There was no feeling quite like the one I was experiencing. 
 
      
 
    And then, it came, like a valve releasing the pressure that was building for an explosion, and I was shooting my hot cum deep into her pussy, my thoughts going back and forth about the sitter getting pregnant and how much pleasure I was having from this. Her poor, small body jerked and shook, her back arched, her toes curled, and she screamed my name as if she needed even more of me. 
 
      
 
    She was panting, her body in full need of me, her cheeks red, her eyes crying, and her mind probably thinking that she would not have this moment any other way. I pushed myself more inside her, trying to extend my connection with her for as long as I could, but it was fruitless. I had already reached my end, and now I needed to recharge my energies. 
 
      
 
    I collapsed beside her, my chest panting, my body going from 100 to 0 in a matter of seconds, and then I reached with my hand for her pussy, and scooped up some of my sperm that was coming out of her. Her eyes finally opened, and she looked at me, and I noticed how red and veiny they looked. 
 
      
 
    “You are one sexy bitch,” she said, and then smiled. I kissed her mouth, and then my lips lingered on hers before I fell asleep. 
 
  
 
  
   
    
    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. 
 
  
 
  
   
    
    Fertile Tight Fit 
 
      
 
    Chapter 1 
 
   It was a normal morning in college when Felicia came. The sound of students writing down notes, some of them with pens and pencils and some scribbling on paper in groups of two. The professor was writing on the blackboard and a picture of a dog was attached to the board with a rubber band, the caption read, 'The Beagle's.’ 
 
      
 
    She got into the room looking scared, her eyes avoiding contact with everybody, especially with me. All I knew was that I was not going to let that slide. Whoever came into that class had to have a real and honest conversation with me. I needed to know everything about my classmates. 
 
      
 
    People called me a bully, but that was not who I really was. People just didn’t understand me, and when I got mad, well… that was when I started playing my tricks and pranks on them. And then, they would run away crying. Either way, I was the victor. 
 
      
 
    Class ended and I had to have a real conversation with her. As a woman, I could talk to her like no man could. I towered over her like some giant goliath that had the power to crush her like a bug. She seemed to writhe under me, making me feel powerful, making my dick swell under my pants. Thank goodness I got a thick pair for today. 
 
      
 
    “Hey, what’s your name?” I asked. 
 
      
 
    “It’s Felicia,” she said, still with her eyes avoiding contact with mine, looking down as if she was nothing compared to me. 
 
      
 
    Felicia would never win in a fight against me, but she had her own advantages. It wasn’t that a fight mattered with her, but she had things I would never have. It was not just about the money. Considering the quality of her jacket and pants, she was most likely filthy rich, and I would never have as much money as her, but I was already feeling something for the petite woman in front of me. 
 
      
 
    We talked, but I didn’t feel we had an honest conversation with her.  She held a lot of things back, which annoyed me. I had to make a choice, and it was an easy one for me. “Alright,” I said to myself, “if you are not going to cooperate, then I will have to force you to be honest with me.” 
 
      
 
    Some people would say I was being weird, but that was not the case. I had this urge to make people tell me everything about them. It was probably because, in the past, I had a car accident. My boyfriend didn’t tell me he didn’t know how to drive properly. Poor him. He was the one that died. 
 
      
 
    I missed him, and ever since then, I had that urge to really know people. It was the only way to feel I had some control, that nobody was going to disappoint and hurt me like Jeff did. 
 
      
 
    The next day, the first thing I did was to find which locker was Felicia’s. We had lockers in college, and even from the outside, it looked more like a high school. I had one dirty and filthy thing to put into her locker. Getting it from around the lake was a mess, but I managed to do so nonetheless. 
 
      
 
    People looked at me with wide eyes, some with their mouths slightly open, while I put the frog into her locker. I watched her using her password to open it, so I knew what it was. I stayed close, though not in hiding, as I waited for Felicia to come. 
 
      
 
    When she opened her locker and the frog leaped in her direction, landing on her breasts, she screamed. I had to cover my mouth not to laugh too loud. Everybody in the hallway burst out laughing while Felicia gasped with wide eyes. The frog leaped away from her as it made its way back to the lake of the campus. 
 
      
 
    Okay, so that worked, but Felicia was never going to change her mind if I didn’t step up my bullying. I also needed to make it pretty clear I was the one doing all the pranks on her. She would eventually figure that out on her own, but I wanted to give her some clues. 
 
      
 
    The next day, I had another surprise for her, though it was not something that would make her go ‘so, it was Camelia.’ She would still be pissed as fuck and maybe even cry like she did after the frog prank, but she would be more malleable. 
 
      
 
    I grabbed a knife and fucked the paint of her car. I didn’t overdo it, though. When she came back from class, she paced around her vehicle with wide eyes. After squinting my eyes, I noticed that she was on the verge of crying. 
 
      
 
    Felicia stopped pacing, fell to her knees, and let the tears come out. I was in my own car, giggling and laughing while feeling good about myself. I managed to make another prank work and Felicia would need many more, but it seemed I would be able to work her without a problem. She would soon be telling me all about her. 
 
      
 
    I did many more pranks on her without letting her know it was me. Then, one day, I decided to be less sneaky with one. After she came bursting out of the science building crying, she stopped when her eyes saw me. She came pacing toward me, her finger pointing at my breasts as she said, “It was you all along! You have been bullying me all this time!” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, I have,” I said, remembering that she only figured it out because I left a note with my name on it. 
 
      
 
    Now that Felicia was not in her right state of mind, it was the perfect moment to make her tell me everything about her. After a heated discussion where she let out everything she had buried deep in her heart, she sat beside me on the sidewalk in front of the campus. 
 
      
 
    She told me about her, about her life, and why she came to study here with me. I learned more about her, and I couldn't help but feel sorry for her. Felicia was a good woman. I was just so glad I managed to break her in order to tell me everything. All people put masks to hide their faces, their true intentions, and I just wanted to find out what made her tick. 
 
      
 
    I also could not help but notice how beautiful she was. Felicia had rounded cheeks, big eyes and full, pinkish lips. She didn’t wear makeup, and to be frank, she didn’t have to. Her natural beauty was more than enough to put her above any other woman in college, except for me, of course. 
 
      
 
    She was so vulnerable now and I could not help it. I took her. I kissed her. I noticed some people walking by us, making some snarky comments, and I would have my revenge on them, but they didn’t sour that special moment. 
 
      
 
    When she moved her soft lips from mine, we talked about us some more, and she got to know the real me. I invited her to my home, we spoke more about each other, and I felt we had become close friends. 
 
      
 
    We had become such close friends that I shared my secret with her. Her eyes bulged as if she had been slapped when I unzipped my jeans, let them fall down to my ankles, and I showed her what I was hiding behind them. 
 
      
 
    I had a dick. A big one. I had always been a futa from birth, and I thought she would be grossed out, but the first thing Felicia said was, “You are like a dream come true! I am so fucking happy right now!” 
 
      
 
    We didn’t fuck, but we made a promise to do so next Saturday. I was supposed to go to her place. She gave me her address and a quick, hot kiss before she headed out. I stayed at my doorway, leaning against it while I watched her go. 
 
      
 
    I was so fucking going to fuck her. Felicia was so petite. She was perfect for me. She would make me feel like the happiest woman on the planet, and I would bury my cock hilt-deep into her tight pussy. 
 
      
 
    And the best thing about that was that she was a virgin. 
 
  
 
  
   
    Chapter 2 
 
   Icaressed her cheek, my thumb tracing the curve of her lip. She opened her mouth and I slid my tongue inside. Her mouth closed around mine, opening to me, her tongue stroking me, exploring me, kissing me with passion and heat. 
 
      
 
    Her hands lifted and slid along my chest and stomach, my belly, the back of my neck, my shoulders. My hands roamed, finding the hem of her shirt and bunching it up and over her head. 
 
      
 
    I kissed down her jaw to her chest. She held my head to her, her lips moving against mine as if she couldn't get enough of me. I grabbed her hips and pulled her against my body, loving her wetness and the feel of her skin against my own. 
 
      
 
    When she was naked in my arms, I pushed my hand against the front of her jeans and slid my fingers beneath, rubbing her clit and eliciting a cry from her. I kissed her harder, my tongue slipping between her lips to explore. 
 
      
 
    She let out a soft moan as I delved inside, and I realized how hard my cock had become. She was tight and hot and wet, and I felt the telltale evidence of my arousal pressing against the zipper of my jeans. 
 
      
 
    And then I realized that I 'd been thinking about this, not just thinking about her. I'd been wanting this. I kissed my way down her neck and between her breasts, my teeth nibbling at her nipples. 
 
      
 
    I nipped at them, hard, but she responded to the nip with a gasp and moved restlessly against me, pressing her breasts more urgently against my chest. I cupped her breast and felt her nipples pebble against my palm. 
 
      
 
    She moaned, pressing closer to me, her hand digging into the skin of my back. I sucked her nipple into my mouth and ran my tongue over it, tasting the musky flavor of her and her own arousal. 
 
      
 
    I tugged on it and then flicked my tongue over the tip of it, my eyes closed as she bucked against me and cried out my name. Her hands gripped my hair, and she pushed her hips forward, encouraging me to go deeper, to take my cock and fuck her until we both collapsed on the bed. 
 
      
 
    I was slick with sweat and panting, and she'd just begged me to fuck her senseless, but that only made me want her more. I kissed her neck and she sighed, pushing her breast further against me. 
 
      
 
    I licked along her collarbone and up to her earlobe, then nipped at it with my teeth as I continued to kiss down her throat. Her skin was so silky smooth beneath my tongue, so hot and soft. 
 
      
 
    I moved lower and licked a trail from her chest to the curve of her ass. She shivered and squirmed underneath me, and I grinned at her, knowing she was thinking exactly what I was thinking. 
 
      
 
    I slid a hand down between her legs, and she let out a tiny gasp when I touched her wet flesh. her entire body stiffened and she groaned, pushing against my hand, trying to buck away from my touch. 
 
      
 
    I pulled my hand away, laughing. "No," she whispered. I kissed her neck, and she writhed beneath me. I took her breasts into my mouth, biting gently at one nipple and pulling gently on the other as I suckled her other breast. 
 
      
 
    She squirmed beneath me, her legs wrapping around me and pulling me closer, wanting more. she wrapped her arms around my neck and pulled my mouth to hers, kissing me hungrily. 
 
      
 
    I slid my fingers down into her tight curls and she moaned, pressing her chest against mine as her legs wrapped around my waist. I slipped my fingers inside of her and felt her pussy contract around my fingers. 
 
      
 
    She bit at my bottom lip and I groaned as I slid two fingers in and out of her, rubbing her clit and making her cry out in pleasure. she moved her hips in sync with my movements as I continued fucking her. 
 
      
 
    I felt like I was floating on top of her, and I closed my eyes, savoring the feel of her, before moving my fingers back out of her. "Fuck," I groaned, wanting to feel her pussy around me again. 
 
  
 
  
   
    Chapter 3 
 
   Iopened my eyes and watched her face as I slowly entered her, my cock filling her so much it almost hurt. I groaned as I began to feel my balls tightening. I could feel her body tensing up beneath me as her juices flowed down my cock. Things had just barely heated up, and Felicia was already orgasming. 
 
      
 
    My body felt like it was going to explode as I slowly started moving in and out of her, but I knew that it was the best way to go. My dick felt like it was on fire as it slammed into her, but I was too excited to be bothered by any other discomfort. 
 
      
 
    It didn't matter that I was hard, I wanted this to happen. As I began pounding into her, I felt her pussy clench tight around me. She grabbed my head and kept me in place, while I drove into her as hard as I could. 
 
      
 
    She cried out in ecstasy as I fucked her, and her pussy seemed to be contracting around me. I looked down and watched her face as she watched me pumping into her, unable to hold back any longer. 
 
      
 
    My balls felt like they were going to explode as I kept pounding into her, but I didn't want to let her go. Her head was thrown back and her tits were bouncing, which only made me fuck her harder. 
 
      
 
    I was having no idea what I was doing. I needed to take control and take her hard and fast, or I would explode in her pussy. I felt the wet wetness on my body and realized that I was sweating so much more now. 
 
      
 
    I was panting as I continued to slam into her. My hand wrapped around her neck and I started to push into her harder. I wasn't even worried about being too rough. I was so turned on that I could hardly think straight. 
 
      
 
    She cried out as I thrusted into her one more time, feeling her body shake around me as she screamed. Her head fell back, but still her legs held me as I pounded into her. My eyes watered as I looked down at the girl who I'd loved more than any other. 
 
      
 
    Her tits were bouncing back and forth as she continued to ride me. She was so beautiful, and I wanted to fuck her so bad that I felt like my dick was going to explode from how good I felt inside of her. 
 
      
 
    "Don't be afraid, darlin'. I wouldn't hurt you." 
 
      
 
    I started to sweat even more, knowing I was about to lose my shit. I could feel my body tightening up and my hands started to shake as I continued to hold on to her body. I think I was almost praying for her to be okay, when suddenly, she screamed out as her body began to shudder underneath mine. 
 
      
 
    She held onto me tight as she came down from her orgasm. My cock was already throbbing inside of her and I wanted to be with her more than anything. I loved that she was as shocked as I was by what was happening to her. 
 
      
 
    She looked up at me with a shocked look on her face. I kissed her lips softly and tried to slow my breathing. She was so fucking beautiful and I knew I was lost. I couldn't wait to take her again. 
 
      
 
    I was pounding harder into her pussy, and I knew she was close, too. We both gasped for breath, and I began to come, my body tightening all around her. I could hear her calling out my name, and I held on tight to her as I continued to come. 
 
      
 
    I could feel her legs shaking and her body trembling. Her fingers were digging into my arms and she looked up at me with a big smile on her face. I couldn't stop the grin that spread across my face, and I kissed her, hard, until she stopped breathing. 
 
      
 
    My hot, thick cream spilled out of her pussy. She was creaming using my own cum, and that was hot as fuck. I continued to pound into her, slapping my balls against her perfect butt, turning her into a rag doll, and using her as if she weighed nothing. Her bouncing melons were moving like my balls were, and they were making me feel so much hotter and so much more lust for her. 
 
      
 
    I eased out of her. My cum continued to come out of her wet and warm pussy. I collapsed on her bed, and brought her with me. We kissed until we both fell asleep. I held her tight, as if I was afraid of losing her. 
 
      
 
    We had many more nights like that one, and everything changed between us. We lived a happy life together in a small, secluded town. It was the best we could have asked for. 
 
  
 
  
   
    
    Obey the Futa 
 
      
 
    Chapter 1 
 
   It was a calm morning in Justice Falls, a small city in the middle of the Indiana state. Cars going down and up the street, people walking and chatting, dogs barking, and of course, birds pooping outside my window. How many times did I have to clean their shit? 
 
      
 
    Fuck. 
 
      
 
    The door swung open with a sound. Something I put there to tell me when I had a new customer. It was a woman this time. A young one. Beautiful and long black hair painted her body. Her face had round cheeks and big eyes. Baby-faced. 
 
      
 
    Curvy too. Ohhhh, so many curves. Curves that someone like me could cherish for a very long time. Not fat, though. Just curvy and so delicious. My hands were working, begging for me to touch her. 
 
      
 
    She walked around the store, looking at the items I had for sale. Magazines, comic books, proper books, romance novels. I ran a bookstore, and I was the only one in town with one. Didn’t make a lot of money, but I had enough. 
 
      
 
    I missed Disney World already. 
 
      
 
    I checked out her ass. Round buttcheeks complemented her perfect body. Her smooth face was a sacrilege compared to the womanly body she had. It was almost like the sample of a freak show, but I was enjoying it nonetheless. 
 
      
 
    Enjoying it too much for my own good. She was my customer. Didn’t want to scare her away. 
 
      
 
    What if she was out of town, just passing through? Did it matter? Nah. If the situation presented itself, I was going to fuck her. Bury my massive cock deep into her pussy. Even from afar, I knew it. She was a tight one. 
 
      
 
    One of them virgins. Delicious, tight and warm inside. Down there. She would make my balls so fucking happy. I would fuck her like a rag doll. 
 
      
 
    I got tired of all the women in this city. Come to think of it, I didn’t think I had seen her before. Out of town it is them. New blood. New flesh for me to enjoy. Fuck, my whole body was begging for me to dominate her right here and now. 
 
      
 
    Put the plaque in front of the store. Closed. Nobody would come in anymore. I would be fucking her as if she was mine. As if she came here just for that. Buy a book and get a massive woman’s dirty package for free. 
 
      
 
    Should put that in front of the store one day. 
 
      
 
    She grabbed one of the magazines. I gulped. It was one of the dirty ones. Made for adults. Made for people who wanted to play with their fingers, touch themselves at night. A sign? Her way of making her thoughts known to me? 
 
      
 
    I was dreaming too high. 
 
      
 
    “Good morning. I would like to buy this, please,” she said, putting the dirty magazine on the counter. Busty women surrounded by big cocked men on the cover. Jesus, she chose one of my best in the store. 
 
      
 
    It was going to cost her a lot, but her nonchalant face told me everything. She had the money. 
 
      
 
    “That will be 100 dollars,” I said, looking into her eyes. 
 
      
 
    She grabbed her clutch bag, opened the zipper and took the 100 dollars. She put it down on the counter and waited for me. Waited for my next move. The more time passed, the more I was sure of something. 
 
      
 
    Something dirty, unforgiving. This one was mine. 
 
      
 
    I grabbed the bills and put them into the register. I printed the proof of payment and handed it to her alongside the magazine. As my hand touched hers, she slipped a note. When I realized what was happening, it was maybe too late. 
 
      
 
    I heard the door swinging open and close. I took the note in my hand. Come meet me at the alley behind your store tonight. I have a surprise for you. A good one. 
 
      
 
    So, I was right all along. Could have had her now, but fucking her later would be just as good. My mind went back to her perfect frame. Beautiful, melon-like breasts. A good woman. A bad one too. 
 
      
 
    Her mind was as dirty as mine. 
 
      
 
    Did she know… about my little secret? Was that why she came here? Did she get tired of the same men and women? Was she looking for someone else? I could only guess. 
 
      
 
    Did it even matter at this point? No. Only one odd thing, though. Alley. Dark. Middle of the night. 
 
      
 
    Out here, in Justice Falls, there was nothing worse than being in an alley without company. She would be my company. A stranger. What was even her name again? Didn’t know, didn’t care. 
 
      
 
    My dick didn’t worry about that sort of thing. A pussy was a pussy. A backdoor would always be a backdoor. Some were tighter than others. That’s why I chose her, wasn’t it? Got tired of the same tastes here in this town. Now, I needed someone new. 
 
  
 
  
   
    Chapter 2 
 
   Just got to the alley behind my store. Closed it shut. Nobody was going to rob anything from me.  Took a gun with me too. A Colt. From my previous wife. The day before I dumped her for someone better, she gifted me with this. A loud bang, and she was lying dead on the floor. 
 
      
 
    That’s how I rolled. Almost like a psychopath. Hunting women. Asking for their hands. Marrying them. Ending them. Destroying them. 
 
      
 
    I stopped. I froze. What’s that feeling? Deep in my chest. Deep in my torso. My stomach fell as if I didn’t have a bottom. My heart raced for… no reason? For some god-only-knows reason, I felt afraid. 
 
      
 
    Fear took hold of me all of a sudden. Even with my gun right next to my hand, tuck between my dress and me, I was all alone here. At night, with only the cry of the owls in the distance making me company. 
 
      
 
    Justice Falls was dead at night. Always was. Bunch of old people and kids didn’t like spending their nights past 10 PM. Then, they always woke at 10 AM. Jesus, those people liked to sleep a lot. 
 
      
 
    Coming from New York was always going to have its toll on me. I just didn’t think it was going to be this hard to adapt. Even now, I remembered the many close calls. At night, even with other people nearby, I was all alone there. 
 
      
 
    Didn’t have any friends. Didn’t have anyone else. My wives were nothing more than tools for my own enjoyment. For me to fuck them for revenge. To avenge what society did to me. Fuck capitalism. 
 
      
 
    I walked down to the middle of the alley. On my left, I had the back of my store. One insert of the right key, and I could go back inside. Hide myself, and pretend that nothing happened, that the busty woman never came to me with that note. 
 
      
 
    But I was never going to do that. Not now. 
 
      
 
    I heard footsteps in the distance. Someone was approaching me. Heeled sandals that sounded like gunshots on this cold night. A gush of wind told me that it was someone important to me. I turned around on my heels, and froze some more. 
 
      
 
    It was her. The busty woman with crazy curves from the morning.  I spent the whole afternoon thinking about her. About her curves, about those perfectly round asscheeks. Oh, how I wished she would turn around now. 
 
      
 
    I was going to have that ass for myself. Nobody was going to have her with me. Forbidden to be shared. I was going to put a plaque in front of her with that warning. One touch of someone’s hand on her impossibly smooth skin, and I was going to have another name to add to my list. People killed by Camelia. 
 
      
 
    Get a grip. Hold yourself together. I walked over to her, my boots sounding like muffled gunshots. Too loud. Everything in that alley reverberated everywhere. I fucking hated that place. I fucking hated Justice Falls. 
 
      
 
    But I had a place here. A hideout. The FBI would never find me here. 
 
      
 
    I could feel it with my nose. Her perfume, her aroma. Filling my nostrils. Taking over me like a fucking drug. Like weed. I missed that already. Should never have given up on that. 
 
      
 
    The woman wrapped her arms around me, and then pushed me against the back wall of my store. Her lips met mine all of a sudden. I kissed her, and I felt her perfume making me feel crazy. Desperately crazy for her. 
 
      
 
    Oh God, I was having her. I was having this woman all for myself. I wrapped my arms around her, and hold her very tight to me. My tongue was lost, without control, but now, it was taking over things, turning this stranger into my next love. 
 
      
 
    I pulled away from her. My eyes met hers. I only had one question in mind. Something I needed to know. I didn’t know all of my victims down to their favorite breakfast, but I knew this about them. 
 
      
 
    “What’s your name?” My voice was deep, almost man-like.  Her face flinched. Eyes trembled. 
 
      
 
    I towered over her, and right here, in my town, I was the Queen. She had to tell me everything she had in her mind. Every little thing, including her name. 
 
      
 
    “Jolie,” she hissed. 
 
      
 
    I went crazy. Jolie! Beautiful name. I met someone with that name before. A woman from the 31st police department of New Work. Wasn’t anything like her. Not as beautiful. Not as lust-inducing. 
 
      
 
    Didn’t hold a candle to her. She was a witch. A powerful and ugly one. She made me feel scared. She was on my tail still. I remembered her TV interviews. Talking to journalists about me. “She will never escape Justice.” 
 
      
 
    I looked at the woman in front of me. Big full lips, round eyes, round cheeks, and wrinkle-free forehead. A precious thing. Untouched. Still a dirty one, though. She bought my magazine, and she knew what she was getting. 
 
      
 
    I could almost read it in her mind. She wanted this. Her first time. Fertile too. If I wanted, I could make her pregnant. With my seeds. My dick began to swell under my pair of panties. A good pair that was. Thick and resilient enough to hold a woman’s dirty package like mine. 
 
      
 
    “You know my name, right?” I asked her. She didn’t have to tell me, though. 
 
      
 
    Her lips curve to form a thin line. Despite her initial impetus, she was nothing more than this. Nothing more than a desperate woman looking for her first time. With a Futa, no less. I was going to show her how it’s done. 
 
      
 
    I took her and put her against the wall. She gasped, but then squealed when I ripped her shirt open. Those beautiful breasts were on full display for me now. Her bra was a beautiful thing. Almost like the color of her skin. People walking down the street, if they were to look at this alley, would think she was wearing nothing. 
 
      
 
    And, they would think I was going to force her into having sex with me. 
 
      
 
    I didn’t care about that. Nobody was going to find us here. This place was as good as someone’s bedroom. Private, silent. It just didn’t have a heating system. A gush of air around my legs reminded me that the Winter season was coming. Next week there were reports of possible snowfall. 
 
      
 
    My hand found those perfectly round breasts. Impossibly curvy. As if a mathematical equation made them. I always thought God was a crazy old man, that he made us while high, but with her… he had other plans. 
 
      
 
    “In my bed, in my bedroom. No complaints. No useless chatter. Just fuck.” 
 
    
She nodded, and we began to make our way to my home. 
 
  
 
  
   
    Chapter 3 
 
   She unbuttoned my shirt, slid her hand under the back of my neck, and pulled me down to her. her lips met mine, and then we were both kissing and moving as one. I groaned as she kissed me harder, and then I felt her hands on my back. 
 
      
 
    We both broke apart and I took her hands from my back and held them above her head. Her hands were wrapped around my neck as she pressed her body against mine. Her tongue was exploring my mouth and I could feel her growing arousal as I pressed against her. 
 
      
 
    She ran her hands up my chest as I unbuttoned her shirt and slowly pushed it off of her. Her bra wasn't as revealing as mine was, but she had enough skin on her for me. She grabbed my hair and pulled me toward her again, and this time I didn't resist, again. 
 
      
 
    I pushed my tongue against hers, and we made soft moans as we kissed. I could taste myself on her lips, and she reached up and grabbed me. I ran my hand down her neck and over her breast, and I felt her nipple getting hard under my touch. 
 
      
 
    I rolled her nipple between my fingers, and I was glad to feel it stiffen up in my hand. She was ready for me, and I could feel her hot wetness against my fingers. I rubbed her with my other hand as she writhed against my hand. 
 
      
 
    I could tell she was just as aroused by me as I was. We were getting close to where we thought we would be. I was so excited, so ready for what we were about to have, and I knew I wouldn't be able to hold off much longer. 
 
      
 
    I pushed my tongue deeper into her mouth and she began rocking her hips against me. I pulled away from her lips and kissed my way down to her breasts. 
 
      
 
    I started sucking on one of her nipples, and I felt her hand on my head as she pushed me down onto her pussy. She pulled me to her and I kissed her passionately as I pushed myself into her hard and fast. 
 
      
 
    I groaned as I felt her body tightening up around me. My body shook as I felt my cock filling her up. She was so tight, and she made me feel weak. She wrapped her legs around me, and she pushed her body against mine. 
 
      
 
    She was so hot, and she felt so good. I was in heaven. I knew that she was right there with me. I continued thrusting inside of her as she started coming down. She let out a high-pitched squeal as I started to pump into her again, and I felt her body tense up and tighten around me. 
 
      
 
    I was lost in the pleasure of the moment and continued thrusting, pushing my cock inside of her. I wanted her to feel her pussy milking me as hard as she could. I felt like I couldn't get enough of her. 
 
      
 
    She was the only woman in my life that I wanted now, and the more time that we spent together, the more I wanted her to give me all of her. She kept my thrusts short and shallow, and I loved it. 
 
      
 
    I'd missed this and I wanted to feel like I wasn't the only one who was experiencing something. the feel of her pussy wrapped around me, the taste of her and the smell of her skin were incredible. 
 
      
 
    I wanted to feel that way forever. Her body was shaking from the intensity and she started wilting underneath me, trying to get closer. my hands began to go in and out of her ass, as I felt her body getting tighter and tighter. 
 
      
 
    My body began to get tense, but I held her tighter as I could feel her pussy convulsing around me. I felt myself tightening up even more and I knew that I was going to come. The pleasure was so intense that I felt my eyes rolling back in my head. 
 
      
 
    I could feel my balls throbbing as I climaxed and I held onto her with every ounce of strength I could muster. I could feel my seed gushing into her, and she felt so good against me. 
 
      
 
    I could tell she wanted to stay there forever. I could feel the hot jets of her hot body pulsing against mine as we both continued our orgasms. I could feel her heart pounding against mine and her hair tickling my face as she came and I kissed her forehead. 
 
      
 
    I could feel her pussy trembling underneath me and she giggled as I gently held her body up off of mine. She looked at me with those big blue eyes, and I smiled back at her as I stroked her skin. 
 
      
 
    She started laughing again and I chuckled as I moved my lips towards hers. She let out a small moan and wrapped her arms around my neck as she leaned in to kiss me again. 
 
      
 
    To say I had the night of my life would be a big fucking understatement. I had so much more than that. This woman meant so much to me now. I knew it would come to this. I had to ask for her hand. 
 
      
 
    “Camelia, you really think that this is the right thing?” 
 
      
 
    “I have never been so sure of something before in my life,” I told her before I pushed the ring up along her finger. 
 
      
 
    I didn’t hear a straight-up ‘yes’. Didn’t need her to say it. Her silence was more than enough. There was one thing I didn’t tell her, though. She was not the first. There were many women before her who I married. 
 
      
 
    I just got rid of them when the time was right. 
 
      
 
    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… 
 
  
 
  
   
    
    Bundles Like This One 
 
      
 
    Every Inch She Can Take MEGA Bundle 
 
      
 
    16 Filthy Stories of Man of the House, Brats, Hucows, Backdoors and MANY MORE 
 
      
 
    http://mybook.to/every_inch_bundle 
 
      
 
    How many inches can you take? With this bundle, your hand will begin to wander, looking for your sensitive core. The more you read it, the more you might find yourself incapable of putting it down. 
 
      
 
    Enjoy 16 stories of man of the house, brats, backdoors and many more! This anthology has everything you need, and it is one of the dirtiest I have released so far. 
 
  
 
  
   
    Milked, Shared and Used: 16 Stories of Milking Ladies 
 
      
 
    http://mybook.to/mega_hucow_bundle 
 
      
 
    Only proceed with reading this if you know where you are getting yourself into! This bundle is not for those weak of the heart. 
 
      
 
    These ladies have been milked, but they want much more than that. Their Masters, in the meantime, want to push the boundaries and find out how much their toys can withstand their fiendish desires. Wicked plans will be put into practice, and there will be lots of pain mixed with intense pleasure. 
 
      
 
    Don’t miss this opportunity! With this bundle, you would be saving way over 80% in comparison to buying the individual books. 
 
      
 
    These are 16 stories written just for you! Enjoy this bundle. 
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