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    Teaser 
 
    “But when I peeked over and saw her, my heart skipped a beat. Rosanne was naked as when she was born, and I noticed so many things about her I didn’t know until now. Her pussy was clean-shaven, but that was far from the most important thing that got my attention. 
 
      
 
    I couldn’t believe this, but she had… a dick and balls too. What. The. Fuck. That had to be some kind of a joke, right? Maybe she was an illusion and I was only seeing things. Or maybe it was my mind playing some kind of a trick on me…” 
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    Chapter 1 
 
      
 
    The Tomboy 
 
      
 
   Ialways thought she was a weird woman. A tomboy in every sense of the word. I tried to approach her many times. How could I not? We were coworkers and I wanted to be her friend. I was friends with everybody in this logging company, but she refused to talk to me. Others also didn’t have better luck with her. 
 
      
 
    I couldn’t deny that, despite being straight, there was something about Rosanne that drew my attention to her. She was as big as the men. Even some men relied on her to do some heavy lifting. 
 
      
 
    I was a petite girl, very young and so short I ended up standing out. Other than me and her, the group was made of men. I couldn’t deny she was in the right workplace for her. She strived here. People looked up to her, and maybe her commanding attitude at work was one the reasons why I couldn’t stop thinking about her. 
 
      
 
    This was a rare occasion. I was working right by her, my body so close I could feel her heat as she sweated. Her eyes were focused on the workbench in front of us, but mine weren’t. I couldn't control myself. I wanted to find a reason to begin a conversation with her. 
 
      
 
    My clit was so hard right now. I was feeling so small and insignificant, and I couldn’t help but look at her arms, those hands, and her nails. I wanted her to hug me, and I also desired to bury my head in between her swollen breasts. God, were they huge. 
 
      
 
    And how they shifted and moved as she worked. Despite the uniform, they kind of bounced. The sight was one of the best I had in quite a while, and I felt I could never hold a candle to her. She might be a tomboy, but she was still a striking woman still. 
 
      
 
    Maybe it was the combination of men's characteristics in her womanly body that made her feel so exquisite to me. I couldn’t believe my feelings, but they were telling me I wanted her in my bed right now. 
 
      
 
    Our arms just touched, and she didn’t react. She didn’t try to distance herself from me. Not bothered? Did she share my feelings? I couldn’t know, but the feeling of her skin as it touched mine seconds ago was something I could never forget. 
 
      
 
    Once work was over for the time being and we could have lunch, I sat down with my friends. We talked and I had a good time with them, but my eyes kept on darting to where Rosanne was. Sitting at another table, far from us, eating her lunch. 
 
      
 
    Just when I dared to glance at her again, the unimaginable happened. I caught sight of her glancing at me as well. My heart slammed against my ribcage and when I blinked, she wasn’t looking at me anymore. 
 
      
 
    Did that even happen or did I imagine things? I didn’t know, but my obsession with her only grew. 
 
      
 
    That day was far from being the first where I found myself too obsessed with her. Ever since she first started to work with us, I began to think about her far too much. 
 
      
 
    She was a tall, imposing woman with big lips, round cheeks, and a hair that matched her face. Her big breasts and ass drew my attention every time she was close by. Her waist was also impossibly small. It was almost like she worked out to keep her hourglass shape perfect. 
 
  
 
  
   
    
    Chapter 2 
 
      
 
    I Shouldn’t Do This 
 
      
 
   And I decided to do something I never thought I would. I followed her to her place. It was a house in a poor neighborhood. The sidewalks were uneven, had cracks and the roads had so many potholes. I could also see some groups in the distance, who were probably smoking pot and consuming other drugs. 
 
      
 
    I walked over to her house, which had the light of the living room turned on. I was careful. I weighed each of my footsteps and tried to make myself as small as possible. I couldn’t hear anyone near me, so I didn’t worry. My heart was calm. 
 
      
 
    But when I peeked over and saw her, my heart skipped a beat. Rosanne was naked as when she was born, and I noticed so many things about her I didn’t know until now. Her pussy was clean-shaven, but that was far from the most important thing that got my attention. 
 
      
 
    I couldn’t believe this, but she had… a dick and balls too. What. The. Fuck. That had to be some kind of a joke, right? Maybe she was an illusion and I was only seeing things. Or maybe it was my mind playing some kind of a trick on me. 
 
      
 
    Whatever was happening here, I wanted to know more about her. She was real, that much I was certain about. I rubbed my eyes, blinked them, and peeked back over. Rosanne was now in front of a countertop, arms resting on it, her eyes looking out another window. She aimed her ass up and toward my eyes. 
 
      
 
    I stared at those beautiful asscheeks for far longer than I should, but I didn’t feel ashamed of myself. If anything, I wanted to approach her and tell her everything I felt. For a moment, it didn’t matter anymore what she would think of me. I just needed to let my feelings speak for themselves for once. 
 
      
 
    And just when I thought that that was it, that I would head back to my car and return home, she spoke, “Erma, I know you are out there. Come on in.” 
 
      
 
    My heart didn’t skip just one beat, but many. I felt dizzy, but still recomposed myself and walked like a ghost toward her door. My shaking hand found the doorknob after some tries, and I then opened it. I walked into her house and found her stepping toward me. 
 
      
 
    I didn’t know what to focus my eyes on. Her cock was soft, but it was still long and thick. Her balls swung, moved, shifted and bounced off her thighs. She was so big in comparison to me even before this meeting, but now it was like she grew a couple of inches taller. 
 
      
 
    This was all surreal, but I didn’t try to run away. I remained where I was, eyes darting and trying to focus on a specific part of her body. I admired her cock and balls, her clean-shaven pussy, her folds as they shifted, her thick thighs, the smoothness of her skin and the shine of her eyes. 
 
      
 
    She hypnotized me, and there was nothing I could do about that. It was no surprise, then, that when she approached me so much, I could feel the warmth of her body burning me. I didn’t try to run away. 
 
      
 
    Instead, I felt like we were about to do something neither of us ever imagined possible. During my short stay here, she already paid more attention to me than she ever did before. 
 
  
 
  
   
    
    Chapter 3 
 
      
 
    No More Control Over My Own Body 
 
      
 
   I could feel the tension in the air. It was so thick I could almost grasp it. 
 
      
 
    “We should skip all the bullshit and get on with this, don’t you think? You want me, and now that you know who I am, you won’t leave my house until you’ve had more, isn’t that right?” 
 
      
 
    I nodded my head and kept it low. The domination of me was absolute, and even moving one finger was an impossible task for me to complete. I couldn’t do anything other than to stand very still, as if moving one inch in any direction would mean the ground opening up and swallowing me whole. 
 
      
 
    Her hand found my chin and she tipped my head up. Her burning eyes stared at me, and I couldn’t do anything other than to hope she would have mercy. I did sneak up on her, spied on her when she was naked in her home, and didn’t ask for her forgiveness when I was found out. Now, doing the latter was already too late. It wouldn’t have any positive outcomes. I was fucked. 
 
      
 
    But just when I thought she would slap me with force, she pulled my head closer to hers, and our lips met. We kissed, and the touch, the connection, sent a river of feelings all over my body. I felt my knees wobbling and thought I would fall. Thankfully, that didn’t happen, but she was far from being done with me. 
 
      
 
    She pulled me closer to her, my whole body grinding against hers this time. I felt her breasts almost engulfing me, her hands exploring and dominating my back, her fingers proceeding to look for my asscheeks. I whimpered and began to open my thighs for her. 
 
      
 
    This was what I was looking for this whole time, even if my mind didn’t want to admit it when I first met her. Now, she had full control over me, and I even lost the capability of controlling my breath like any normal human being. It was ragged and all over the place. 
 
      
 
    She slid her hand along my breasts, her fingers looking for every space, every inch, and everything her eyes couldn’t quite comprehend before. I shivered, but kept on standing still, refusing to move, not that I really could. 
 
      
 
    Her head approached mine, and then she shifted it and looked for my ear. She whispered something, but my head hurt so much I couldn’t comprehend her words. Her tongue licked and played with my ear lobe, and she continued to do that for far longer than she should. 
 
      
 
    I shivered once more, and then her head moved downward, kissing my cheeks and my neck. Her tongue played with my lower lip, feeling and tasting me. 
 
      
 
    Her breasts were prizes I couldn’t have right now. It felt wrong to touch them without her permission. Looking at them was all I could do. 
 
      
 
    Her lips found mine once again, powerful and needier with each passing second. I stood still, my body refusing to move one inch or do anything. The overload of sensations was already too much for me to endure. 
 
      
 
    I felt a pressure and a burning sensation beginning to build in my genitalia. I couldn’t help but let a moan escape my lips. She kissed me again, and this time, she moaned my name. Her voice was soft and built up on the momentum that began when she started this. 
 
      
 
    I felt her need for me, and couldn’t help but feel fear building in my heart. It wasn’t fear for anything in particular, I soon found out. That feeling sneaked into my mind because I didn’t know what would happen from now on. 
 
      
 
    Rosanne kissed my neck once more, her lips lingering for seconds after each kiss, her nose sniffing and feeling me. She grinned in approval and kissed her way down to my breasts, each of her kisses sending a complex wave of feelings throughout my body. 
 
      
 
    Her fingers pinched my nipples, and my knees wobbled so much I thought I would fall. But I didn’t and she proceeded to kiss the underside of my boobs, where my sensitivity was heightened. How she knew that specific thing about me, I didn’t know. 
 
      
 
    I dared to look down and found her cock. It was hard and erect. Her pre-cum oozed from the slit. 
 
      
 
    This whole time she was teasing me, it was all for one purpose only. To prepare me for her invasion. It would come soon, and I wouldn’t be able to say no. Her teasing was more than enough. She was kissing me and feeling me with her hands because she wanted only one word to come out of my mouth soon. 
 
      
 
    I whimpered once more, and when she removed my panties and pants, forcing me to kick them away slightly, I almost lost consciousness. The environment of her living room was a dark blur, and I could feel my sweat slicking my skin. 
 
      
 
    I was burning hot like a volcano, and I was on the verge of erupting like one. I could feel my burning sensation and the pressure in my pussy and womb continuing to build up. My orgasm would be so different from any other I had before. So much more potent I would probably pass out due to the shock. 
 
      
 
    And when her lips approached my hairy pussy, I couldn’t contain it anymore. I orgasmed right before her, coating her lips and tongue with my cunt juices. I thought she would snap right then and there, but the opposite happened. She stuck her tongue deeper into my womb, and slid it again and again along my folds. 
 
      
 
    I couldn’t contain it any longer and continued my explosion, my release on her. Her smile only widened. Her tongue continued to suck and tease my folds. Her movements were like nothing I had ever experienced before. This woman was a professional. 
 
      
 
    Much to my disappointment, she rose to her feet and ordered, “Bend over.” 
 
      
 
    And that I did, like a good and obedient puppy. I parted my asscheeks and readied my thoughts for what was about to start. 
 
      
 
    She walked and stopped before my ass. Her eyes studied it for some seconds, and then she began to feel it with her hands. I could feel the roughness of them against my skin, the sensation so alien and unique. 
 
      
 
    I couldn’t help but moan, despite how much it hurt to keep my body bent over like this. I was far from an athletic woman. 
 
      
 
    Her fingers worked their way along my skin, and then they went looking for my orifice. I felt them running along it, feeling the ridges and the ravines. She didn’t say anything or moaned or made any other sound, but I could feel in the way she was treating me how much she was enjoying this. 
 
      
 
    She put one finger in and began to rotate it inside my rectum. I groaned. The sensation was so intense, and so good. It was like nothing I ever experienced before. 
 
      
 
    Just when I thought she was done with my orifice, she put another finger inside it. The routine with two fingers in me was the same. She rotated both of them, feeling my dark tunnel and what else she could expect from me. 
 
      
 
    Without warning, she removed her fingers and bent over. Her tongue began to slide on my orifice, coating it with her saliva. I could hear the sound that made - tongue against skin - and couldn’t help but feel another source of pressure building inside my womb. 
 
      
 
    She continued to do that for a while. When she returned to her normal stance, I readied myself even more for her invasion. It was going to be rough and hard, but still pleasant. Pleasant enough, in fact, to make all the pain irrelevant. 
 
      
 
    With precision, she aimed her cock and tried to get it in. She grunted, and then used more of her strength, her muscles straining and flexing. 
 
      
 
    I felt it coming inside me. One inch at a time, she managed to put her monster cock into my backdoor. Once the cockhead was in, the rest was easy. Rosanne reached the end of my tunnel in no time, and I was surprised I could have her fully inside of me. 
 
      
 
    Her thrusts began, slow but powerful. Her balls started to slap against my ass, but each slap was gentle. Her breathing became more laborious, and she continued her pistoning nonetheless. 
 
      
 
    Her pace increased, and I felt incapable, once more, of saying anything. The pressure and the burning in my womb only grew in intensity. I was certain, at this point, that I would cum again for the second time in a row, which was something I hadn’t done in a very long time. 
 
      
 
    Her cock soon began to twitch. I readied myself once more for her explosion. I knew it was coming, but all the preparation meant nothing. I still gasped and felt a wave of fear dominate my heart. I couldn’t believe we were doing this without protection. 
 
      
 
    Her long ropes of sperm started to coat the walls of my dark tunnel. I felt their stickiness and how much hotter than me they were. This whole time she was building up her explosion for this moment, and it was finally happening. 
 
      
 
    Her fingers dug deeper into my skin. Rosanne didn’t want to lose her balance and even as her release continued, her thrusts didn’t stop. If anything, their pace increased, much to my shock. 
 
      
 
    I moaned her name so loud. I was giving myself fully for her. She could do anything to me now, and I wouldn’t complain. 
 
      
 
    Rosanne eventually eased her member out of me, and then she walked and stopped in front of my face. She didn’t ask me to straighten up, and I knew what she wanted me to do. After thinking I couldn’t move one finger, it was now time to have some courage and retake some control over my body. 
 
      
 
    She approached her dick to my lips, nudging them with it. I opened up my mouth, and she slid it all the way in. It was still kind of hard, and I could give her head without a problem. I sucked her off clean and gave it a kiss for good measure. 
 
      
 
    “Stand up,” she ordered, and I obeyed. 
 
      
 
    I felt her arm over my shoulders, and she began to take me to her bedroom upstairs. This was all far from over, and a weird thought also crossed my mind. She wasn’t only going to keep me in her place, she was going to make me her pet. I would never be allowed to leave her house. 
 
      
 
    Despite the consequences that would bring, I was happy. I was okay with my future. No more friends, no more lovers or boyfriends. I would spend the rest of my life with Rosanne, the woman with a dick. She was unique and I found it impossible not to say ‘yes’. 
 
      
 
    I was just so fucking glad I made the choice of coming here... 
 
      
 
    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… 
 
  
 
  
   
    
    A Futa Bundle 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. 
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