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    Teaser 
 
    “She played with my pussy for a couple more minutes, her lips now kissing my belly over and over again. I could do nothing. I was paralyzed. She was dominating me in such a way no man before her was able to. 
 
      
 
    My whole body was so hot I was sweating. She was consuming not only me externally, but also internally. I couldn’t think, couldn’t breathe, and was almost thinking I was going to have a heart attack soon. 
 
      
 
    She got close to my ear again and said, “You are ready. I’m gonna make that backdoor mine right now…” 
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    Chapter 1 
 
      
 
    Back Door, Open 
 
      
 
   Iwas walking to the backdoor of my house when I noticed a strange noise. I approached it and found none other than Amelie, an older woman that lived with me, installing something by it. 
 
      
 
    Her eyes noticed me, and she said, “Hey, Kiera. I was just installing this thing here. It will help us. It tells when someone closes and opens the door.” 
 
      
 
    “Only the back door?” 
 
      
 
    She smiled, and it was a devilish one. “I will install the same device to the front door too later.” 
 
      
 
    She climbed down the ladder she was on, and then said, “Well, this is it. The device should be ready.” 
 
      
 
    Her hand reached for the knob, and she opened and closed the door. It did work. The voice of a woman - and it was a very sexy one - said, “back door open” and then “back door closed.” 
 
      
 
    “Ah, okay. That is not bad. Could be pretty useful if someone tries to break in.” 
 
      
 
    “Yeah. It should be pretty useful.” 
 
      
 
    She kept her devilish smile on, and I could almost figure out what she was thinking about right now. Her eyes studied me, making me feel somewhat uncomfortable. I knew she was into women, but... me? 
 
      
 
    Nah. Couldn’t be the case. 
 
      
 
    “Well, I’m going now,” I said before walking away from her. 
 
      
 
    Maybe I was only thinking about things that weren’t happening, but I did kind of feel her eyes still on me as I walked away. She didn’t walk away too, which could mean she stayed where she was, watching me as I went to my bathroom. 
 
      
 
    Oh God, I needed a shower. 
 
      
 
    And now that I was thinking about it, I didn’t really know Amelie that much. She was different from everyone else. She wasn’t like most other women. For starters, she wore skirts or dresses all the time, and she tried to hide something between her legs as if she was a man. 
 
      
 
    But I was thinking about things that, really, couldn’t be happening or didn’t exist. She was a woman. She had long, blond hair. Her face was oval. Her lips were full and she wore lipstick most of the time, even when she didn’t have to go out. And why not full-on makeup too? She wore that too. 
 
      
 
    I got inside the bathroom and closed the door behind me. I almost breathed when I knew she couldn’t be watching me anymore. I just didn’t like it when someone did that to me. 
 
      
 
    As I turned on the knob of the showerhead, I thought about Amelie once again. It wasn’t only how she carried herself that made me curious about her. Her whole body did. She was a stunning woman, and she made me have foreign feelings for her. 
 
      
 
    I really shouldn’t be doing this, but as I took my shower, I began to finger myself. Fuck, I couldn’t really be falling in love with another woman, right? My whole life, I had always crushed on men only. 
 
      
 
    She was a woman, and she didn't have a dick. She couldn't satisfy me as men could. Maybe I was falling in love with her only because she was such a nice person. She treated me right. She made me feel cared for. 
 
      
 
    I continued to feel the water streaming down my body as I took this shower and fingered myself at the same time. I thought about her naked. I could just imagine myself playing with her enormous breasts, her nipples so hard for me... 
 
      
 
    And her full, tender lips about to touch mine and make me hers. 
 
      
 
    I didn’t want to admit it, but I was indeed falling in love with her. Well, maybe it was something much more than that. Maybe I only wanted love. Everything was confusing, and all I wanted was for her to make me hers so that we could share my bed. 
 
      
 
    I felt my orgasm building up, more and more, and then I moaned very softly when I climaxed. I did so inside the bathroom, with the showerhead still on. Not something I was used to, but it happened anyway. 
 
      
 
    I turned off the showerhead and toweled myself dry. I thought about Amelie again, and then I noticed a dark figure behind the window of the bathroom. It disappeared before I could turn my head to look at it better. 
 
      
 
    How strange. It couldn’t be anyone, right? I was on the second floor of my home and it would be almost impossible for someone to spy on me from that window. 
 
      
 
    How weird, but I didn’t think much of it. I considered the occurrence a meaningless one. I was more concerned about Amelie. Our friendship was developing into something else. I didn’t want to admit such a thing, but it was happening. 
 
      
 
    When I walked back to the living room, I found her sitting on the couch, her legs on the leg rest. Her hands held a book she was reading. It was a thick one, and she appeared to be enjoying it. I thought about saying something to her, but then decided not to. I didn’t want to take her attention away from the story. 
 
      
 
    She noticed me coming down the stairs, turned her head to me, and said, “Oh, hey. I installed the thing on the front door too.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, you did that already? Thanks. It’s gonna help us a lot.” 
 
      
 
    “Don’t mention it.” 
 
      
 
    And I stood there like a fucking idiot, just admiring her. I shouldn’t be having feelings for her. She was… someone I couldn’t approach in such a way. 
 
      
 
    I walked to the kitchen, thinking of what kind of sandwich I was gonna make. Maybe something that didn’t remind me of her. Well, in that case, I would definitely need ham. She never mentioned she liked or hated it. 
 
      
 
    I made a sandwich and as I rested my ass on the counter, I watched Amelie again as she turned page after page of her book. What would it take to convince myself I could do it with her? 
 
  
 
  
   
    
    Chapter 2 
 
      
 
    Beach Time 
 
      
 
   Tension grew between us, but it wasn’t of the bad kind. It was good. I didn’t want to admit it, but I really was having a crush on her, and I thought she could read that on my face. She could and knew what was going on inside my head. 
 
      
 
    She took me to the beach, and my goodness, was her body stunning! But she wore something that hid most of her body. It was such a shame. I thought I could see something between her legs again, though... 
 
      
 
    What a strange occurrence, but I ignored it. She came up to me and said, “Hey, wanna me to spread some sunscreen on you?” 
 
      
 
    I smiled, trying to fake my true feelings for her. “I would like that.” 
 
      
 
    I lied down on the towel and she got on one knee beside me. I heard as she squirted some of the lotion on her hand, and then felt as she started to spread it on my back. She focused her attention on my upper back initially, and then moved down as the seconds passed. 
 
      
 
    And I couldn’t help but feel turned on. The crush I had been having this whole time wasn’t helping things as she spread sunscreen on my back. She was quite good at it too. It was almost like she was giving me a massage. 
 
      
 
    “You have a really smooth skin,” she said. 
 
      
 
    Maybe I was dreaming of it, but I felt as if her voice had just become more sensual all of a sudden. 
 
      
 
    “Thanks,” I said. 
 
      
 
    “I wish I had a skin quite like yours.” 
 
      
 
    I smirked. “Maybe one day you will.” 
 
      
 
    She smirked back, and then finished applying sunscreen on my lower back. She shifted and her hands almost touched my ass. I wore nothing more than a bikini, and it was very revealing. 
 
      
 
    When she almost touched my butt, I also almost let out a moan. I couldn’t believe she got so close to doing it. I never thought Amelie and I would grow so intimate. We were friends before this. She was nothing more than someone who lived with me before these last few weeks, where tension began to grow between us. 
 
      
 
    She lied down and I said, “Hey, can I apply sunscreen on you too?” 
 
      
 
    “Sure thing,” she said before resting her head back on the pillow. 
 
      
 
    I got on one knee and began to spread the sunscreen. When she said my skin was smooth, it was because she really knew that was true. Her skin was smooth too. Impossibly smooth. 
 
      
 
    I couldn’t believe just how soft it was too. It almost felt like touching something I wasn’t supposed to touch. Maybe she came from the heavens only to grace me with her presence. I could almost believe such a fairy tale. 
 
      
 
    I got to her lower back and stared at her ass. So big and so inviting. I wanted to touch it, but that would be wrong. There was some tension between us, but I didn’t think it would be right to take advantage of her right now. She trusted me, after all. 
 
      
 
    Time passed, and the sun was about to set now. The sky was growing darker by the minute. 
 
      
 
    Amelie stood up and said, “Okay, I think it’s time to go.” 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, I think so too,” I said as I stood up and followed her out of the beach. 
 
      
 
    She and I got a cab, and she guided me to our apartment room. She called the elevator, and I watched as she stretched her arms wide. “Oh Jesus, today was such a tiresome day.” 
 
      
 
    “Really? I thought you came here because you wanted to relax.” 
 
      
 
    “Well, I didn't think I was gonna find the love of my life these last few weeks...” 
 
      
 
    My eyes shot wide. “What?” 
 
      
 
    She approached me, slowly, and for the first time since I met her that day, I noticed something thick and long growing between her legs. Why did I never notice it before? Had I always been this dense? 
 
      
 
    “I want you, Kiera,” she said before enveloping her arms around my shoulders and kissing me. I was taken aback. I tried to step backward, but she was already enveloping me in a tight embrace. 
 
      
 
    Her mouth felt so delicious, and it was at that point I knew it. I knew she knew it all along. All that sexual tension wasn’t because of nothing. She shared my feelings, and now she was letting them all out. 
 
      
 
    She kissed me more, and I stumbled against a small table, making it tip over. 
 
      
 
    I thought she was gonna allow me some seconds to breathe, but she was all over me in such a manner that made it impossible. She wasn’t about to let me do anything right now. She wanted to dictate the pace, and she was getting it her way. 
 
      
 
    Her hands moved down quickly and she cupped my asscheeks. I gasped and my eyes shot wide. I didn’t think she would be so audacious, but then I also thought I shouldn’t underestimate her. There was a reason she was doing this, and it was because she knew she could do anything right now. 
 
      
 
    She locked me in such a tight embrace I couldn’t even breathe properly. I kept trying to do so, but her kisses were all over me. One moment she was kissing my lips, her tongue digging deep, and the next she was doing the same to my neck. 
 
      
 
    I tried to do something, to kiss her back, but she didn’t even allow me to move an inch. She was a dominating woman and she wasn’t afraid to do everything she could to claim what was hers. And I knew I was hers right now. Hers for the right and most opportune moment. 
 
      
 
    When she did give me some seconds to breathe, she tipped my chin up with one finger and said, “I’m gonna consume you.” 
 
  
 
  
   
    
    Chapter 3 
 
      
 
    Consume… Me? 
 
      
 
   I thought about what she said, but darkness quickly enveloped my vision. When I woke up, I didn’t find myself standing on the floor anymore. I was on my bed, and the room was dark. The light of the moon was the only thing illuminating the place. 
 
      
 
    I could barely see what was happening, but I noticed her anyway. Amelie, and she stood at the doorway. She wasn’t naked. She wore a bikini, and I could see her bulge. She didn’t only have a cock, but balls too. 
 
      
 
    I remembered one thing I read a couple of years ago. A story about Futas. Women with man parts. She was one of them. I thought it was nothing more than a tale, a rumor. But she was right in front of me, and with the way things were going right now, I knew she was going to consume me for sure. 
 
      
 
    She took off her clothes, or as many as she had. The bra of her bikini and her ‘panties’ flew in the other direction. My eyes darted to find her cock, and it was a monstrous one. So big one could think she never was a woman and was actually a man in disguise. 
 
      
 
    But I knew that wasn’t the case. 
 
      
 
    She approached me. Very, very slowly. I could feel my heart beating, and I was actually hearing it too. She had a devilish smile on her face, and despite being frightened, I was aroused too. The latter was a stronger feeling than the first, and she knew it. She knew every little thing that was going on in my mind. 
 
      
 
    I found myself so vulnerable. I didn’t think a woman could ever make me have these feelings, but Amelie was anything but a normal woman. She was different. 
 
      
 
    She kept on approaching me, and then she climbed on the bed. She got to me, and then whispered, “Don’t scream too much.” 
 
      
 
    I nodded my head frantically. I didn’t want to make her think I wasn’t going to obey every single thing she had in mind for me. 
 
      
 
    Her devilish smile widened, and then she began to work my nipples. I was naked before I woke up and found myself lying on this bed. 
 
      
 
    Her mouth was like a fucking machine. Her lips were so hungry for me. I never thought a woman would be so hungry to dominate me the way she was doing right now. And she was quite good too. I couldn’t help but moan and groan as she brought me closer to my climax. 
 
      
 
    One of her hands found my pussy, and she began to play with my clit. Very, very slowly she did it. Only teasing me. I arched my back in response. The overload of feelings was almost too much for me to handle. 
 
      
 
    “Hmm, you are so hot right now. So turned on,” she murmured as she continued to play with one of my nipples. Her hand didn’t leave its position, and she was now playing with folds. 
 
      
 
    “Do you know why I installed that thing at the back door?” She whispered once again. 
 
      
 
    Thinking right now was difficult, but I shook my head anyway. “Hmm, how ashamed of you I am right now. I thought you would be smarter. Guess not.” She breathed in and continued, “I installed it because I wanted you to understand me. I was and am so hungry for your back door, and I want you to open it for me.” 
 
      
 
    It all made sense now. She installed that thing as a way to tell me she had a crush on me. If only I wasn’t so stupid… 
 
      
 
    She played with my pussy for a couple more minutes, her lips now kissing my belly over and over again. I could do nothing. I was paralyzed. She was dominating me in such a way no man before her was able to. 
 
      
 
    My whole body was so hot I was sweating. She was consuming not only me externally, but also internally. I couldn’t think, couldn’t breathe, and was almost thinking I was going to have a heart attack soon. 
 
      
 
    She got close to my ear again and said, “You are ready. I’m gonna make that backdoor mine right now.” 
 
      
 
    She turned me slowly on the bed, and then eased her erection into my back door. I couldn’t believe she was actually doing it, and her cock was really thick. It stretched me all the way, and from the get-go, I could already feel it sore. 
 
      
 
    Her thrusts started, and she wasn’t holding anything back. She made the bed creak over and over again. She was doing me so good I could do nothing but drool. I was past the point of thinking rationally at this moment. I was her doll for her to fuck and do whatever else she wanted. 
 
      
 
    She pounded into me harder, driving me crazier for her. I moaned so loud I thought I could feel the room shaking. One of the neighbors was probably hearing everything, but fuck him. I wasn’t going to worry about him right now. 
 
      
 
    And then, her dick began to pulse. I could feel her veins popping out even more. They were working very hard to pump blood. Her release was going to be an explosive one. 
 
    
It happened. Her thick, dense cum began to fill me. She pumped it all out, and it was so hot and it flowed like lava. She continued her eruption inside me, driving me crazier for her. 
 
      
 
    Maybe right now was the time to sleep and rest, but she continued her assault. I thought she didn’t have more power in her, but she didn’t stop. I felt her body still colliding against mine over and over again with force. 
 
      
 
    And she climaxed inside me again. The most astounding thing wasn’t that, though, but that I orgasmed too. She made me climax so easily I was even more shocked. 
 
      
 
    And then, the Futa pulled out. Her cum flowed down slowly and dripped from my backdoor. She gently lied down next to me, and cuddled together with me. We weren’t only friends anymore. We were much more now. 
 
      
 
    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… 
 
  
 
  
   
    
    Futa Bundles To Shake Your Core 
 
      
 
    Surrounded by Futas MEGA Bundle: 20 Bedtime Futa Stories 
 
      
 
    http://mybook.to/surrounded_futas 
 
      
 
    20 filthy bedtime stories to satiate your futa desires! This collection contains all of my futa work so far, so get this one if you don’t want to miss anything! Each story is like traveling to a whole new world where women are so much more. They have so much to take from their females and males alike... 
 
      
 
    Once a futa has her eyes set on her poor, vulnerable prey, there’s nothing that can stop her. One after the other, futas take and don’t usually give. A male or female has to be very resistant to face a futa and then walk back to their normal lives. 
 
      
 
    A saying goes that, if a futa finds you when she is very hungry, you either run, or you give yourself fully for her… 
 
      
 
    There is no middle term. 
 
  
 
  
   
    Captured by Futas Bundle: 7 Futa on Female Taboo Stories 
 
      
 
    http://mybook.to/captured_futas_bundle 
 
      
 
    7 Futa on Female taboo stories! This bundle is filled with first times, backdoor stuffing, submission and domination scenes, and of course, also big bulging futas showing who’s boss. This collection is intended for mature audiences only and all the characters are adults. 
 
      
 
    The stories in this bundle are not for those weak of the heart. You have been warned. 
 
      
 
    A woman never knows when she might be visited by a needy futa boss... 
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