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Teaser

“I sat down on her couch, and slowly, she peeled off her shirt.

Her boobs looked glorious, and just looking at them was making me feel like having my hands all over them.

“Like what you see?” She enquired, and I nodded my head after clearing my throat.

“Well, there’s way more where this is coming from,” she purred before kneading one of her breasts. She was still wearing her bra and, once again, I was fighting the urge to jump off the couch and unstrap it…”
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Chapter 1

Looking at myself in the mirror, I couldn’t help but wish I could have a cock. Lesbian sex was good and all, but there was nothing that could replace the feeling of having a piece of thick meat in my hands.

I’d dated so many men too, and none of them was quite like doing that with a woman.

There was something about dating women that I just couldn’t find in men.

I sighed, fixed up my hair and made sure I looked my best before walking out of the apartment building I now lived in.

I saw some people walking around town, and some were even jogging. I couldn’t help but admire some of the women that were with them.

Some had thick legs.

Others had long, straight hair that I was wishing I could have too.

Damn my hair. It was always messy, and it just refused to remain the way I wanted it to.

And I was so fucking horny in the meantime. I couldn’t think about anything without involving sex. I needed it so much, and there was nobody in the city to please me.

I tried pretty much every lesbian in here.

And I was guessing that was one of the big downsides of being a lesbian – options were limited, and there was nothing I could do about that.

I paid attention to some of their boobs as they moved and bounced while they walked. I was almost wishing I could be like one of them if I didn’t have this huge crush on a dear friend of mine.

She was married, so not exactly one of my options.

And, again, there was nothing that could be done about that.

As I continued roaming through downtown, I remembered one thing I’d read one day. It was a very peculiar story about futas.

Women with cocks.

I wondered if, through some kind of implant, it could be made possible. Could it become part of our reality?

Could women have dicks and then maybe even fuck some men with them too?

I shook my head and trotted to the public restroom. I was so fucking horny, and I needed a release now more than anything.

I slammed the door of the stall shut, and tugged down my pants and panties. I shoved my hand into my pussy, and upon sitting on the toilet, I moaned.

Good thing nobody was around to have heard that.

I closed my eyes and felt that incredible sensation that couldn’t be found elsewhere. My finger just rubbing and sliding against my clit, which had been red and swollen this whole time…

I imagined a huge, impossible-to-control futa sliding her cock into my pussy.

And then, maybe even feeling me up with her spunk.

They should have that too, right?

Balls as well.

Many of them.

I salivated just at the thought of that.

Men were so lucky to already have all those parts, and they could use them in so many different manners. The strap-ons just weren’t enough, and there was nothing I could do to remediate that.

I rubbed my clit some more.

Pried open my folds.

And barred my teeth not to let another moan come out.

Someone had just come into the bathroom, and she’d stopped where the sinks were. What the fuck was she thinking about doing right now?

She wasn’t going to come into my stall to find out what was going on, right?

Or was she?

Fuck.

I was almost wishing she was going to open the door and find me here.

Then maybe I could find out she was a futa who had finally come to grant me my most desired wish. I was already wishing she was going to slide her throbbing, big slab of meat right into my pussy as my whole body gave up.

And also, as she made me pregnant.

Fuck.

I played with my folds, my cunt, and my whole body was feeling as if it was being electrified.

My eyes had long closed, and I was feeling like I wasn’t going to be able to open them any time soon.

Not even fucking my pussy was being enough.

I kneaded my breast too with my other hand.

I really, really shouldn’t be doing this.

But then, before heading to work, I needed this release. I couldn’t work while feeling horny all the time, and right fucking now, I was still as horny as I’d ever been in my life.

Another long, powerful moan almost escaped through my lips.

I was almost cutting my own lips and drawing blood from them, such was the intensity of my incoming orgasm.

And it was coming.

Like a rushing tsunami.

It was going to make my whole body feel so weak, but I said fuck to that.

I continued rubbing my clit like there was no tomorrow, my hand going so fast it had already become a blur. I couldn’t stop anymore now, and all I was hoping for was that the woman there was thinking I was merely having a problem with taking a dump, and nothing more complex than that.

And then, it came.

Or better, it rushed in, barged in, and stormed through my whole body.

My orgasm cut through me like a katana sword through a watermelon, and it was so strong I almost felt the world around me blur.

My whole body gave up, and I sagged on the toilet.

By the time I was done, my body was so weak I couldn’t even begin to think about moving and going back to work.

I really, really shouldn’t have done what I just did.


Chapter 2

It turned out the woman that was with me in the bathroom was someone I knew. Name’s Julia, and she was my coworker. The only big problem between me and her, though, was that she was a bitch.

Always had been.

And she wasn’t going to change.

I followed her to work, or maybe I should say that I was chasing her. Because, Jesus, that woman could walk fast. It was almost as if she was running out of time to do something so important her life depended on it.

I walked as fast as my legs could take me, and eventually, she stopped.

The place was silent. Except for the sound of traffic and pigeons cooing in the distance, we were by ourselves.

And I should be questioning myself what the heck I was even doing by following her like this.

Now, I was discovering why.

Someone else showed up. Another woman, and damn, was she a beautiful one. Just seeing her like that made me wish she’d shown up before so that I could have thought about her when I was finger-fucking myself.

Finger-fucking.

Heh.

That was a funny word.

I shook my head. No time to think about that sort of thing when something strange was about to take place right in this alleyway, while the sun was casting light and revealing every possible detail I could be needing at this moment.

Julia, all of sudden, dropped herself to her knees.

The woman in front of her, who was a ginger with freckles on her impossibly peachy face, shoved her skirt down and whipped out something that I couldn’t quite comprehend.

Not during the first few seconds of seeing it, that was.

A gigantic, hopelessly thick cock I’d never before in my life seen anything quite like.

So huge the veins had to work hard even when it was like that, soft as it had ever been.

Even from a distance, leaning off the wall I was hiding behind at, I could perceive every detail of that monster thing.

However, there was one thing about it that was missing.

She had no ballsac.

What a shame, I thought.

However, was this really happening, or was I just dreaming?

I blinked as many times as I could, refusing to believe this was taking place. I could almost conjecture that this was all nothing more than a weird dream or, at most, one of those TV programs where they were soon going to reveal to me that all of this was nothing more than a joke.

I exhaled.

Damn, was that cock impressive, and I’d already stopped considering this was some kind of joke.

Julia opened her mouth well-wide, and dove in. She wrapped her lips around that spongy head like it was the last thing she was going to do on this planet, and then started bobbing up and down on it.

I was wishing I was her.

I was dreaming I was there, on my knees, worshiping that futa.

And that’s what she was. A futa. I couldn’t believe my life-long dream was coming true.

Once Julia was done with her, I was going there, and she was going to make me suck her off. She wasn’t going to have much say on the matter. Only that she needed me as much as I needed her dong.

Julia finished it up, and the futa queen blasted her spunk all over her face and hair. It looked sticky even from a distance, and a gush of wind that hit my face brought me some of that very familiar smell of cum.

I licked my lips.

I’d missed that odor so much.

There was nothing quite like it.

Julia stood up and headed home, probably to get a good shower to remove the stickiness that now plagued her hair. That meant, though, that I was going to have some time just for me and that futa.

“Come on out, and get on your knees too.”

It was like she knew all along I was there, watching.

And one thing I didn’t even notice until now was that I’d stuck my hand underneath my panties and had been finger-fucking myself this whole time until Julia finally got out.

I padded to her like I had no idea what I was doing, arms so glued to my body one could almost think I was a virgin about to have my first time.

I dropped myself to my knees, and she circled me.

I could feel that raging desire within her. It was burning her from the inside out.

She sniffed me, and I shuddered.

“Nice smell, and here I’d been thinking Julia knew her colognes. She holds no candle to you, which is saying something.”

I knew this sounded childish, but all I could think about now was SCORE.

Julia was going to hate hearing that from my lips.

“All submissive. Not even one shred of resistance. Just the way I like women like you.”

She halted her feet and then paused.

“Do you know one thing about me you should?”

I’d been looking down this whole, and now, I was forced to crane my head upward. Her pupils were burning with a filthy wish to fuck me right here and now, and me being me, I was more than willing to oblige.

“I’m the Spirit of Wish, and I’m here to give you the one thing you’ve been looking for your whole life. Feeling like sucking me off right now, aren’t you?”

She was my right.

My eyes were so focused on that huge dong I couldn’t stop thinking about it.

That vein and spongy head. I was focusing my attention on those things but, in reality, I needed the whole thing.

“Well, you’re in luck. You are going to get what you’ve been craving so much, though not here.”


Chapter 3

It turned out I really was in luck. I couldn’t even go to my job any longer, and I let her take me to her place. It was a house located just outside the city, and here, we could have all the privacy we needed. Plus, its European design really made the best of this unique moment stand out.

I sat down on her couch, and slowly, she peeled off her shirt.

Her boobs looked glorious, and just looking at them was making me feel like having my hands all over them.

“Like what you see?” She enquired, and I nodded my head after clearing my throat.

“Well, there’s way more where this is coming from,” she purred before kneading one of her breasts. She was still wearing her bra and, once again, I was fighting the urge to jump off the couch and unstrap it.

My pussy was dripping wet, and it was soaking her poor, red couch.

I’d never been this horny in my life before.

Slowly, she took out one of her breasts and put its nipple into her mouth. My hand meandered to my pussy, and I was wishing I’d taken off my clothes way before this started.

The freedom of not having anything on would be making this moment so much better.

And I was already thinking about what it was going to be like to have her cock just sliding into my mouth.

Oh fuck.

The taste and the sensation such an act would bring to me.

I couldn’t stop thinking about those things.

Her eyes locked with mine for a fraction of a second before she let her boob fall back to its normal place, and then, slowly, she unhooked her bra.

Her fingers let go of it, and it then fell to the floor, where it was going to remain for the time being.

I was, however, already thinking about grabbing it and sniffing it.

I’d gotten an appetizing taste of her scent when we were in the alleyway, and now I was thinking what it would be like to feel the real thing.

Her cock was poking against her pants.

I was wishing she hadn’t put them back on when she came here with me.

However, it was just as she had said. “Gotta keep up appearances so that people don’t call the cops on me. You don’t want them finding out I’m sporting this thing, and then sending me over to the scientists to figure out what the hell is going on with me, do you?”

When she put it like that, all I could do was to nod and pretend she was right.

In the meantime, her show was continuing.

She was just taking off her pants, and I could already see the outline of her cock against her underwear. Men’s underwear, to be more precise.

In this kind of world, it was the only thing that was ever going to hold her cock where it should be, away from the eyes of people who would scream if they ever found out what she was hiding.

Gosh.

She had to be something like nine inches long. In the interim, I was rubbing my clit to oblivion. I’d been doing so for so long my pants had already slid down to my knees.

“There’s still so much more to show you, but time’s running out for me. I’ve got someone else to meet once this is over.”

“Please. I don’t even know your name.”

“No need for that. I’ll be coming back for you once I’m done with her too. I’ve got so many clients…”

I couldn’t even think about what she'd just meant by that. My finger was fucking me energetically, and I was wishing so much I could last longer.

However, as things stood, that’s not what was going to happen.

I was my finger’s and orgasm’s plaything for the time being.

I was going to climax all over her couch.

Considering the naughty look in her eyes, though, it wasn’t seeming she was caring about that. She knew what she wanted, and hell, I didn’t even know what her name was.

Not like it mattered, though.

With a grunt, she whipped her cock out of her underwear and walked over to me. I was mesmerized by the sheer size of that thing.

I was even thinking many men out there would be envious if they ever saw this… thing.

It stood impressive in front of her, and I’d even stopped finger-fucking myself. I couldn’t even blink.

Those nine inches could easily be mistaken for ten, depending on who measured her.

She’d been leaking out her pre-cum this whole time, and most of the veiny surface of her big ass dong was slick with it.

We’d closed the curtains when we came into her place, but the low light was still enough to let her coat of pre-cum glisten.

I was thinking of wrapping my hand around that thing, and feel how tiny I was in comparison to her.

She straddled me on the couch, and offered me her rod.

It was right in front of me, and it could be mine.

If only I was a little braver, that was.

I wasn’t sure I could let her dominate me the way she was surely envisioning right now.

“Don’t you want this?” She questioned, her tone a very sensual one.

I swallowed down my saliva that had been building up behind my throat, and enveloped my fingers around her hardness.

I had no idea what I was doing anymore at this point – only that this was the thing I’d been craving my whole life f-

The futa queen then grabbed me and flipped me on the couch just as easily as she’d led me to her place, and then drove her big ass dong into my butt.

It barged into my pussy like it was nothing.

The pain was immense, and I was forced to grit my teeth not to scream so loudly that even the people all the way over in the city would hear me.

She pounded in as she moved me while following the rhythm of her hips, and then it happened again and again.

Ad aeternum.

My body was nothing more than a ragdoll for her, and despite the danger that was being involved in this, I was feeling like I was in heaven.

My boobs bounced so much they were literally hitting my face.

I couldn’t fucking comprehend what was even happening anymore at this point.

All I knew was that she was driving me so fucking crazy, and I was in love with every little bit of sensation she was making me feel.

Her huge dong was rubbing so fast it had turned into a blur, and as she fucked me while I was kept in the weirdest sex position I’d ever experienced in my life, I had an orgasm one after the other.

By the time I was having my tenth one, I was so spent I couldn’t even move my limbs anymore.

At that point, I was the very definition of a rag doll.

“Fuck, I’m going to cum,” she announced moments before doing just so, her dick shaking wildly inside cunt.

Despite the likely consequences of this, I clamped my womb around her and impeded her from ever thinking she could finish this in a way that was any different from the one I’d been craving this whole time.

Long ropes of her scorching milk soon flooded my pussy, and then it wasn’t long until she was discharging so much it was literally escaping through the gaps of our connection.

Finally, I allowed her to pull out. We got dressed and then had coffee. After she sipped from it once, she said, “I’m going now, but I’ll be coming back for more.”

And I knew she was going to keep her promise.

More than anything, at this point, I was her little plaything.

And that’s one thing I could never have with someone else.

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

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…


More from Me

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…

And even more stories:

Endless Temptations: A Futa on Female Bundle

Thirsty for the Futas: A Fertile and Dirty Story

Rite of Passage: A Fertile Futa on Female Story

Back Door, Open: A Taboo Futa on Female Story

Captured by Futas Bundle: 7 Futa on Female Taboo Stories

Dominating her Backdoor: Fertile Futa on Female First Time

Drilling her Backdoor: A Fertile First Time Futa on Female Story

Open Up: A Futa on Female Story

Satiating the Futa: A Futa on Female Story

Put it Where?: A Gender Swap Futa Story

Obey the Futa: A First Time Fertile Futa on Female Story

Fertile Tight Fit: A Futa on Female Steamy Story

Tight Sissies Bundle: 6 Filthy Feminization Stories

Sissy Curves: A Taboo Feminization Story

Once a Sissy, Always a Sissy: A Filthy Feminization Story

Sissy Backdoor: A Rough Submission Feminization Story

My Little Doll: From Man to Sissy

Looting the Backdoor: A Ganging First Time Story

Public Entry: A Taboo Older Man Story

Enlargement Tutorial Gone Wrong: A Taboo Older Man Story

Palming his Inches: A Taboo Older Man Story

Losing Control: Extreme Backdoor Ganging

We Can't: A Taboo Alpha Male Story
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