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Teaser

“Agreed,” Mary said, taking the handcuffs off me, pulling them with force. I couldn't believe how much strength she owned. It was like she wasn’t even human.

And when she dropped her pants right in front of me, I could tell I wasn't too far off on my assumption. These women weren't human at all.

Or maybe they were and I just didn't know much about what was going on behind the scenes.

What she was packing… What they were packing made me sink to my knees right then and there.

They were all hard. Their veiny cocks made me feel so powerless before them. I stood there, on my knees, mouth gaping open.

Just the sight of those big, veiny members was enough to reaffirm I was nothing more than their little plaything…
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Chapter 1

Ibreathed in and out, trying to calm myself down. I’d lost the best, and now I was being forced to do this. To show up at the doorstep of someone else's party, and then offer myself to them. Didn’t know how this was going to pan out, but one thing at least was for sure. They weren’t going to ignore someone like me, willing and ready to do their bidding.

Their wishes.

All the dirty little things they could make someone like me do.

It was a little cold outside, though no snowflakes were falling. The news outlets told me that soon that was going to change, but it didn’t seem it was going to happen tonight. All the trees had already long lost their leaves, and most people tended not to leave their homes, dreading the outside chill.

I forced my wrists outward, but all that I found was the force of the handcuffs pushing them the other way. I was handcuffed before coming here, and that was one of the many requirements behind this little thing I was doing.

To come here handcuffed and then wait for the women behind that door to tell me everything they wanted me to do. Though I couldn’t read their minds, I was still pretty sure some BDSM was going to be involved.

A giggle behind me tickled my ears. They were all still here, of course. All still watching me and making me realize how stupid I’d been when I considered accepting their bet. Should never have allowed myself to get swept up by the prospect of making a lot of money.

But how could I not have done that when they were all so willing and ready to chip in all they had?

I knocked on the door with my knee.

“Did someone just knock on the door?” One of them asked.

“Yes, I think so. Are you afraid that it might be the spooky monster of the town?”

“Shut up, you idiot.”

“Well, then don’t look so afraid. Go find out who it is.”

“Yeah, yeah,” the first voice said before slow footsteps approached the door.

I didn’t know who these women were, but they wouldn’t be able to resist a woman like me showing up this way in front of their dorm, all willing while my pussy throbbed at the prospect of allowing them to fuck me.

I could just imagine the kind of dirty things they were going to do to me…

The door opened and in front of me appeared a slender, beautiful woman that stole my attention. I couldn’t stop looking at her. That hair, those breasts, her curves, and everything else about her told me this was a woman used to having people drooling over her.

Her eyes shot wide as they raked over me.

“Jesus fuck,” she said as she found it unbelievable that there was a naked woman in front of their sosority house.

“What is going on over there, Krystal?” One of the other women inside the house asked.

“I-I-I think you need to see this, Myrtice,” Krystal responded, finding it unbelievable I was standing right in front of their place, fully willing to be taken.

And I wasn’t just handcuffed, but also had a strap of duct tape over my mouth. I couldn’t speak. I supposed I should be thankful they at least didn’t blindfold me, but that would be like being happy that a criminal hadn’t pulled the trigger when robbing me.

This was far from ideal.

The college students inside the sorority house halted in front of me, eyes shooting wide. But it didn’t take them long to figure out what was happening here. I was set to become their little toy, and they could do with me as they pleased. Nobody would stand in their way.

“I think I know exactly the kind of fun we are going to have tonight,” Krystal commented.

“Sweet! And here I was thinking it was going to be a boring night. Glad to know I was wrong.”

They were all so beautiful, the thought of this night turning into something else making my pussy throb again. Those curves, the smoothness of their skins, being able to feel them with my hands, and then allowing them to use me as they pleased… They were all making me feel like sinking to my knees right at this instant.

The only thing impeding me from doing that was the fact I couldn’t speak and didn’t know what their plans for me were going to be.

I supposed, though, they couldn’t be too complicated. They were some years older than me, but still nothing more than four women who found themselves too horny for their own good.

“Come in, come right in,” one of them offered, bringing me inside their house while my nipples stiffened.

“Hmmm, someone is a little too horny,” Myrtice commented, sealing her lips around one of my nipples and sucking on it.

“Oh yeah, this is a naughty little one and she came here for the sole purpose of pleasing us.”

I couldn’t be sure of this, but I could feel as if these women were hiding something from me. What that was, I supposed that soon I was going to find out. At the end of the day, I was nothing more than their little pet, after all.

“Thoughtful that someone sent a gift for us in the middle of the night. I was so bored.”

“Me too, Mary,” one of them joked while squeezing my ass with her firm, big hand. I let out a gasp escape through my lips, but it was muffled. I damned the gag put over my mouth. I wished it was free so that I could tell them the kind of things I hoped they were going to do to me, regardless if that involved possibly letting them think that I thought I had any say on how this was going to play out.

Without doing that, I kind of feared they were thinking they needed to take their time with me or some bullshit like that.

Nonsense! They didn’t need to do that. They needed to make me beg at their feet to find out about the thing they were hiding from me.

And I knew it was big. Knew that like I knew the palm of my hand.

With the door closed, I knew this was going to take a direction I’d never once before thought possible. They were going to do all sorts of things with me…

“Willing. Just so, so willing,” one of them purred, not taking me to one of their bedrooms, but a room downstairs. In the basement, where they were going to use me as they pleased, their bodies dominating me to the point of making me feel like the sluttiest woman in the world.

And, to be honest, that wouldn’t be too far from the truth.


Chapter 2

“She's handcuffed, but it's nothing that is going to stop us," one of them said.

I suspected I was never going to find out their names. Not all of them anyway. And I guessed it didn't matter whether or not I was going to learn what they were called.

I was at their mercy.

“She is handcuffed, but she's still a naughty one. I can see it in her eyes. She's salivating at the thought of being used around.”

“Should we show her what we are packing?”

“Sure, Lilian. What's the worst that could happen?”

What they were packing? What were they hiding from me? The thought of them doing that made my clit throb so hard.

Still naked before them like this, in their basement, I felt so exposed it was unbelievable I was still awake and not passed out on the floor. This kind of sensation was like being under the effect of a powerful drug.

One of them scooted to her knees in front of me and took a good look at my exposed twat.

“She didn’t shave her womanhood, but I'm sure we can do something about that soon. Don't you agree, y’all?”

“Sure, Myrtice. That's something we can do for her alright.”

And what were they going to do to me now? Were they not going to show me what they were 'packing’ or whatever it was that meant?

“I think it's finally time to show her she's under our mercy and will have to put up with our wishes,” one of them sneered.

Lilian chuckled. She was the one with the red hair. Quite beautiful. And I was finding it quite surprising that I was beginning to learn their names. This could only get better from now on.

“Or maybe we should continue to delay it just to fuck with her mind.”

No way! Why the hell would they do that? I was willing, my cunt getting wetter by the second. Now, more than ever before, I needed a good taste of what it was they were 'packing.'

They couldn't continue tormenting me by mentioning it all the time, or could they?

One of them pushed me against a wall all of sudden, her eyes meeting mine.

“You think you've come here to get your wishes granted or something like that, whore?”

I couldn't do or say anything, just shaking my head. I didn't know what they were going to do to me now, but it had to be something good.

And… Ohhh! Something in her crotch was pressing against my exposed cunt, and I couldn’t help but feel that it was something familiar to me.

I was bisexual, so I'd been on the other side of the fence many times before. I knew what it was like to have a cock pressing against the front side of my cunt.

Sweat broke out on my forehead. Krystal's eyes glared at me like I was something she should be afraid of, but wasn't because she knew I was nothing more than her little pet.

Just something for them to use and play around with.

“I think it's time to show her we aren’t playing around,” she threatened.

“Agreed,” Mary said, taking the handcuffs off me, pulling them with force. I couldn't believe how much strength she owned. It was like she wasn’t even human.

And when she dropped her pants right in front of me, I could tell I wasn't too far off on my assumption. These women weren't human at all.

Or maybe they were and I just didn't know much about what was going on behind the scenes.

What she was packing… What they were packing made me sink to my knees right then and there.

They were all hard. Their veiny cocks made me feel so powerless before them. I stood there, on my knees, mouth gaping open.

Just the sight of those big, veiny members was enough to reaffirm I was nothing more than their little plaything.

And their smug smirks… they knew they had me right where they needed me.

“Mary, take that thing off her mouth. I want to let her talk.”

“Really? I have to do that? My dick is so hard and I can't stop pumping it right now. I’m too busy.”

But the fact was that none of them could stop pumping their rods, their eyes filled with lust.

“Someone will have to do it! I need to ravage that little mouth of hers as soon as possible, and I just can't wait anymore.”

There was a moment of tense, rage-filled silence. I thought they were going to break into a fight.

“Fine, fine,” Mary grumbled while coming to me and pulling the duct tape off my mouth, her eyes raking me over.

She knew she needed me worshipping that big monster cock of hers, and she was going to stop at nothing to make her dream come true.

“Now, Mary. Please use the chains to make sure she won't be able to run away if we cross too many lines here.”

“Urgh,” Mary grumbled again, “you are making me do all the hard work here. My dick is just so ready for this. I don't know why we have to start with all this foreplay bullshit instead of getting to the good part as soon as possible.”

“Because the foreplay ‘bullshit’ is important to set the tone. Now, are you going to do it or do I have to do it myself?”

“Okay, okay," Mary mumbled before using the chains to obey the leader’s order. They were the chains to keep me inside the basement,  tethered to the wall as if I was nothing more than a tamed animal.

I exhaled.

This was finally getting to the best part of it.


Chapter 3

“Open your mouth, sweet little thing. You are going to make me a very happy futanari.”

A futanari? So that was what she was called. How she called herself. I didn’t have much time to think about it, though. As soon as she finished saying that, she pressed the tip of her cock against my mouth. I had no choice but to allow her right in.

I wondered if they were curious about what my name was, but that was before realizing that, if they were, they would have asked me about it before. The truth was a rather simple one. They didn’t care about who I was, as long as I continued to please them however they required of me.

“You like being treated this way, don’t you? Nothing more than a pretty little thing for me to humiliate…”

There was no denying what she was accusing me of feeling, so I might as well continue reaffirming to her she was right about that. And the way to do that was by continuing to take her dick into my mouth, down my throat.

She kept doing me so dirty. Her cock ravaged my mouth and made me feel as if I was nothing more than a pretty little toy for the only purpose of letting her have her way with me.

One of them - Krystal - pushed her way through her colleagues and halted in front of me. My eyes locked with here, and what they told me sent a rain of fear up my spine.

She wanted in, too.

“Going to fuck her too, and if she complains too much, I’m going to make her regret it.”

I had no idea what she meant by that. Did she just say I couldn't moan or something like that?

That would be a little too close to the line of what was impossible to me. Moaning was one of the many things I was already doing, my fingers pinching my nipples.

Meanwhile, the other futanari were all pumping their dicks. They made me feel like scooting over to them and letting them ravage my mouth, too.

I just needed to be a little patient with that. It would do me no good to hurry things over.

“Fuck, I need in.”

“You are going to have to wait before doing that, slut. This whore here is all mine now.”

“Urgh, come on. You can't claim her all for yourself and don't let us have a piece of her too.”

“But that's exactly what I've been doing, and there is nothing about that you can do.”

I thought they were going to fight, but they didn't. Their eyes seized each other. I could feel as if sparkles were coming out of them, their minds wondering what would happen if this escalated into something they wouldn't be able to control.

I felt a tingle of excitement in my heart at the thought of how fiery they were, fighting to find out who was going to own me.

At the same time, though, I didn't want them fighting and treating me as if I was something they couldn't all use at the same time. That was not what would make me happy.

My hands were still pinching my nipples, my tongue swirling and worshipping this big meaty rod that just begged for more and more of my attention.

I couldn't stop giving it all it needed from me.

“Well, I ain't going to stay here watching this while not being able to have any of it too! She came here willing to be fucked.”

“And she needs all of us,” Myrtice growled as she also put herself in front of me.

Her fingers played with my lips. I could tell what was going on in her mind just by looking at her dick, balls, and eyes. She needed me worshipping her shaft, slurping around her big gland like it was the last thing I would ever do with my life.

My fingers couldn’t stop pinching my nipples, and I was only wondering when the futanari were going to blow their loads inside me, down my throat.

“There should be space for everybody inside her pretty little mouth,” Krystal expressed as she forced her way in.

They stretched me to my limits and there were still two more futas to accommodate. The prospect of doing that made my heart race. I hadn't thought that this night was going to turn into something like this, all these futas fucking me to my absolute limits.

I couldn't have asked for something better for tonight. I knew they were all going to have their way with me, but I hadn't thought they all had massive, imponent dicks that begged for more and more of my limited attention.

Another dick slid in and then the other. They thrust their hips forward and backward, and I could tell they weren't going to waste any time with this.

Once this was done, they were going to fuck me with all the might using one of the other devices in their basement.

Such massive, thick rods of pleasure. I continued to worship them however I could. There was a limit to how many of them I could continue to please at the same time, which was a shame. I wished I had many mouths – one for each of them.

But maybe that was something for another time, another kind of life…

I still found this whole thing so out-of-this-world. Women with shafts? I needed more like them. And they were all so willing to continue devouring me with their thick, meaty weapons of doom.

My clit continued to get so stiff I couldn't help but wish they would all just end me right at this moment. I needed one of them teasing and rubbing her finger at my little rosebud.

“Fuck. Going to come right now.”

“Me too. Can't contain it any longer,” one of them purred, their cocks with their impressive girths twitching and then erupting inside my mouth.

Two of them pulled out right at the last instant, shooting their load all over my face and bosoms. Their hotness and creaminess made me moan as I took in the significance and pleasure this whole thing was making me feel.

I was spent when the others pulled out, their load flushing down my throat. And still… I knew this was far from over.


Chapter 4

Iknew what they were going to do with me now, the kind of thoughts that were going on inside those minds of theirs. “Take her off there and put her on the main table. We’re all going to share her there. I’m tired of you complaining about not being part of the fun too or some bullshit like that.”

“Who is going to do that?”

“I don’t care. Just do it before I lose my temper and do something I’d regret later.”

Myrtice smirked, Mary giggling.

“Alright, guess I can do that,” Krystal offered.

“Now you are speaking my language. Don’t waste too much time doing it, though. Don’t wanna people coming here asking questions about what we are doing, and we are making a lot of noise. Some of the neighbors are probably asking themselves what the hell it is we are doing.”

“And we can’t let them find out we are futas. If they do… I don’t want to think about what would then happen.’

They were all so worried about that while not giving two shits about my name. I loved it! I felt like I was nothing compared to them, and that thought was so freeing!

Myrtice took me off the chains, and I was so tired and spent I couldn’t even stand on my two feet. I felt my body falling when one of them – Krystal – supported me against her weight, looping an arm of mine over her shoulders.

I exhaled in relief. Almost thought I would fall flat on the floor, head meeting at high speed the cement, which would then have led to me having to deal with blood gushing out of my nose.

“Now we are going to have some proper fun,” one of them said, taking me right toward the table in the middle of the basement.

I couldn’t see much, other than the shapes of their bodies, some of what their faces were like, and some equipment I’d thought to be nothing more than fairytales. And they were all going to use them against me, teach me my proper place.

These futas had just one thought in mind at the moment, and that was showing me I was going to come out of this a changed woman – someone needing them, having to come here pretty much every night for more of this.

And I relished at the thought of making that happen.

Krystal used something to keep me tethered and floating over the table in the middle of the room. What that was, I didn’t know, but I supposed it didn’t matter anyway. I was naked, exposed, the cool air in the basement kissing my skin while all the futas surrounded me.

“We are going to have a night we are never going to forget, and you… my little princess, you are going to have so much fun with us now you are going to keep coming back here.”

And I knew she spoke the truth. I was going to continue coming back to this place.

Their hands played with me now, rubbing my clit. One of them took my nipple into her mouth. She sucked on it as if her life depended on this, making me groan. And I moaned so loudly I could feel the chains that supported me rattling.

Chains. That’s what they were. My mind was such a haze of conflicting thoughts I couldn’t even figure that out the first time I heard the rattling. This room was full of chains. First, they tethered me to that wall, and now to chains that hung from the ceiling.

“Fucking hell. She’s so petite and willing,” one of them said.

At this point, their voices were nothing more than a cacophony of sounds in my mind. They kept using me, their hands all over me, pushing me here, pulling me there, and then even thrusting inside my waiting cunt.

“Yes, please!” I mewled. “I need more of it! More of this! And I’m not going to be happy until you’ve knocked me up with your seeds!”

One of them sneered.

“Damn. Didn’t think she was willing to the point of letting us get her pregnant, but that is a temptation I can’t resist. I’m going to get her pregnant, and then she will give us so many heirs…”

“The thought of doing that makes my nipples harden,” Lilian commented.

Without making a mess of it, all the willing and mighty futas eased themselves inside me, stretching me to my limits. Their penises made me think I’d been missing out on a lot this whole time, not knowing that there existed women with dicks hiding inside this sorority house.

I was going to come here so many more times.

“Yes, please! More of it! Keep fucking me and making me wish for this to go on forever.”

“We just might do that, little thing, but we aren’t going to take any orders from you,” Mary said before leaning in and connecting her lips to my cheeks.

It didn’t take them much longer to erupt inside me, their massive slabs of meats shooting their loads all over my tunnel walls. I squealed in delight, mewling like this was the last thing I was going to be doing with my life.

They all pulled out of inside me then, still keeping me tied up and tethered to the chains that hung from the ceiling. They rattled when one of the futas smacked my butt hard. I thought that this was going to be it, that nothing else was going to happen, but how wrong about that was I!

There was going to be a round two soon, and from the looks of things, the wait period was going to be brief.

The End

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. Also, if you enjoyed the story, consider leaving your review. It really helps me a bunch! 


Free Story

Subduing the Woman of the House: Her Last Sigh

Claim it HERE.

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…
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Surrounded by Futas MEGA Bundle: 20 Bedtime Futa Stories
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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…
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