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My palms were sweaty as Mom’s sedan pulled us to the gates of the mansion she had been working at for years. Not that she was working there now, not since her belly started to show.

And now I was about to meet the futa who had impregnated her.

I had seen pictures of Milana many times before, even if I never crossed paths with the futa who had been my mother’s boss. She was a raven-haired female, tall and imposing, with generous curves. She was also one of the most successful futas, both in business and in helping to propagate the human species. After Adam’s Fall, humanity depended on futas like her to survive.

Mom turned off the engine and looked at me with kind blue eyes, just like my own. “Are you sure about this, sweetie? I don’t want you to feel pressured into anything.”

I took a deep breath, steeling myself. “Yes, Mom. I’m certain.” My voice didn’t waver despite the butterflies moving around in my stomach. The truth was the opportunity was too good – no matter how awkward it might be as well. The chance to become a futa’s plaything didn’t come around every day, even if the fact my mother used to be one of Milana’s playthings made things a bit more awkward.

Most women would kill for a chance like that. It was considered a prestigious position, and not just because of the benefits that came with it.

My mom nodded, her hand coming to a rest on her swollen belly. She was pregnant with Milana’s child, the third they had conceived together. At 41, it will likely be her last pregnancy.

And that meant there was an open position as one of Milana’s maids.

“Remember,” Mom said softly, “Milana can be demanding, but she’s also fair. If you give it your all, I know you’ll do well.” She reached out and squeezed my hand.

A small smile tugged at my lips as I returned the squeeze. “I’ll do my best, don’t worry.”

We got out of the car and made our way to the front door. Before we could reach out and either knock or ring the bell, the door swung open, revealing a woman wearing a maid outfit. She was gorgeous. Tall and curvy, with dark hair and striking green eyes. The outfit was one of the most daring things I had seen. She was wearing a corset that displayed large tracks of land, and from the waist down, she wore only a very tiny pair of panties, stockings, and a garter belt.

“Sage! So good to see you,” the brunette said, pulling my mom into a quick hug.

“Naomi!” My mother greeted the other female just as warmly, hugging her back. The brunette was another person I’d heard of plenty of times but never met. She was in her late twenties and had been someone my mother took under her wing when she came to work for Milana.

Eventually, the two women pulled away from one another, and Naomi threw me a glance. “This must be Ash.” She eyed me up and down appraisingly. “Nice to meet you.”

I swallowed hard, trying not to squirm under her scrutiny. “Likewise,” I managed to say politely.

The brunette stepped aside and gestured for us to enter into the grand foyer. The mansion was even more opulent than I imagined – high ceilings, marble floors, ornate furnishings. It was a far cry from our cozy house in the suburbs.

“Milana is waiting for you in her study,” Naomi said. “Follow me.”

We trailed behind her down a long corridor, the clicking of heels on the floor echoing in the silence. When we reached the study door, Naomi knocked twice before pushing it open. I took a deep breath and stepped inside, ready to face whatever came next.

The study was lined with bookshelves and dominated by an imposing desk at one end. Behind it sat the woman who owned the building, the futa my mother had served for almost fifteen years. Milana.

She was tall, almost statuesque, with raven, curly hair, reminiscing of the hair my younger sisters had. It was not too surprising, seeing as they had gotten it from the futa. Her blue eyes roamed over my frame before fixing on my own, making my skin tingle a little.

“Mistress, I’ve brought your guests,” Naomi said, strutting forward, her hips swaying from side to side. It was a far more alluring walk than the one she had been using to bring us to the study, and I immediately understood it was for Milana’s appreciation. The maid didn’t say anything else; she just moved and settled around one of the walls of the room, standing there.

“Sage,” Milana said, her voice tender. Her blue eyes flitted down to my mother’s swollen belly, and the pleased glint in them was unmistakable. “A pleasure to see you.”

My mother smiled back at the other female.

Those eyes turned to me once more. “And you must be Ash.”

I curtsied low, feeling the heat rise to my cheeks. I didn’t say anything, suddenly feeling shy. I did gape when the woman got to her feet, and I saw what she was wearing – how little she was wearing.

Milana rose from behind the desk with a slow, deliberate grace that commanded attention. Her satin robe, a deep midnight blue, flowed around her like liquid, and as she stood, it parted just enough to reveal... everything. My breath hitched in my throat.

It wasn’t an ungainly display. It was powerful and confident. Her skin was smooth and tanned, and there, prominently displayed between her legs, was a thick, impressive cock.

I couldn’t help but stare, mesmerized. Warmth bloomed in my cheeks, not entirely from embarrassment.

A slow smirk tilted the corners of Milana’s lips as she caught my gaze, her blue eyes sparkling with amusement. She knew I was looking. She enjoyed it.

The futa moved closer, only stopping once she stood directly in front of me. The scent of expensive perfume filled my nostrils. My blush deepened as our eyes met, her gaze holding mine for a long moment before she finally spoke.

“I like you, Ash,” she said, her voice a low rumble that vibrated through me. “You have good breasts and nice features. From this day forward, you will call me mistress.”

Mistress. The word settled over me like a warm blanket. It was more than just a title. It was a claim.

Most women would kill for the position, to have Milana’s attention, her favor. I was pleased. Truly pleased.

I lowered my head in a small bow, careful not to meet her eyes again. “Mistress,” I breathed out, the word feeling surprisingly natural on my tongue. I glanced at my mother. She was beaming, a hand resting fondly on her belly.

Milana’s gaze softened as she looked towards Mom and then back to me. “Naomi will show you where the uniforms are kept. You can change there.”

I nodded, following the brunette out of the study, still reeling from the encounter. The grand room seemed even more opulent now, bathed in a golden light. As we walked down the corridor, I couldn’t resist glancing back at Milana and my mother. They were moving closer together, a comfortable intimacy radiating between them.

Milana reached out, her long fingers pressing gently against Mom’s swollen belly. A small smile touched my mother’s lips as she leaned into the touch. It was a familiar gesture; they’d shared many moments like this over the past few years, preparing for each new child. I couldn’t wait until it was my belly swelled with the futa’s child and for me to feel that touch upon me.

Naomi led me to a spacious chamber filled with racks of maid uniforms – various styles and sizes, all impeccably clean and pressed.

“Alright,” the brunette said, clapping her hands together with a bright smile. “Let’s see what we’re working with, shall we?” She gestured for my clothes at that.

My stomach did a little flip as I understood what she meant. Did she want me to undress and bare myself fully? The longer I looked at her, the more certain I became that was precisely what the maid wished, and I bit my lower lip. I supposed it was natural, and from what I understood of what happened inside Milana’s mansion, being seen naked would be the least of my worries.

It felt... intimate. Still, I supposed it would be necessary to make an assessment before settling on the best uniform to showcase my assets.

I nodded and began to unlace my simple traveling dress, discarding it piece by piece until I stood naked in front of Naomi. Heat rose in my cheeks, but I held her gaze, trying not to appear too shy.

Naomi’s appreciative glance lingered over my body. “Lovely,” she murmured, circling me slowly like a predator sizing up its prey. “Good curves. A little bit of fuzz between the legs, though.”

She reached out, her touch surprisingly gentle, and brushed a finger against the curly hairs nestled between my thighs. I shivered slightly under her scrutiny.

“We’ll have to take care of that later,” she continued with a knowing smile. “Milana likes her lovers smooth.”

I swallowed, feeling a little self-conscious. Smooth. It sounded... vulnerable. But also appealing, in a way. “You’ll help me do that?” I asked.

“Of course,” Naomi replied, already reaching for a neatly folded maid outfit that lay on the bed. “Consider it part of the initiation.”

The uniform was remarkably similar to her own – a daring corset, tiny panties, stockings, and garter belt – but tailored for my slightly larger frame. The most significant difference was the bust support. My breasts were already quite full, but the corset pushed them forward and upward, creating a particularly enticing cleavage. It was... revealing.

Naomi expertly laced me into the corset, pulling it tight enough to cinch my waist but still allow for comfortable breathing. As she fastened the final hook, she stepped back and surveyed her work with a pleased expression.

“Our mistress will definitely like that,” she said, giving my chest a meaningful look. 

I finally glanced at myself in the
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