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    “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.”


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 1 
 
      
 
    Boring Life… and a Futa 
 
      
 
      
 
    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 
 
      
 
    Her Domination 
 
      
 
      
 
    I drove 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 
 
      
 
    Her Dirty Wish 
 
      
 
      
 
    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.
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