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Quarantined Futa

Chapter 1

This quarantine had to be some kind of a joke. I was so fucking bored right now, and worst, I had a huge boner I couldn’t seem to deal with. I was hard the whole morning. The light of the sun coming from the windows told me that it was the afternoon now. The streets were so silent. I didn’t hear a single car driving down the street.

At least I was all by myself in my apartment. I could hear some people talking and walking on the floors above and below mine. They had their friends to pass the time, and they were doing better than I was. All I had was myself, and it was barely enough.

I jerked off so many times today and I still had some energy to burn. I tried working out and cleaning my apartment room, but what I needed the most, the only thing that could calm me down, was a beautiful woman with me.

Too bad that, because I had a cock and a pair of balls, I couldn’t have a girlfriend or a wife. No woman would like to be with me for extended periods. That was just how things were for me.

I looked out the window and found her. Mary. She was a neighbor of mine. We spoke sometimes, but we weren’t friends. I liked talking to her. There was even one time we watched a movie together in my apartment room.

It was just too bad she had a husband and was a very conservative woman. Her hair was tied to a bun and her dress hid most of her body. A necklace with a miniature cross helped to convey the kind of woman she was.

Even the color of her dress was like her personality. She wasn’t the kind of woman to go to parties and she had time only for her husband. But I knew what was hidden behind her dress. She had a beautiful body. She had curves to make most women envious of her.

I watched as she went and entered the building. Everything was so silent I heard as she took the elevator to the floor I was on. She got out of it and headed to her room. I went to the door and spied on her through the peephole.

She didn’t only have the right curves, but she also had the right posture. Despite being such a prude woman, she was so confident of herself. She walked like a Queen would. Mary was so different from everyone in here, so much more conservative than all of us, but she didn’t feel out of her element at all.

Under her arm, she had a bible as well. She must have gone out to pray so that the coronavirus wouldn’t infect one of her family members. I found myself wishing she wouldn’t have one reason to cry anytime soon or in the distant future.

What I was more interested in was her body. There was something about her that was like a box I should never touch. She had to have a very arousing pussy. I could only imagine what it would be like to slide my hands on her folds, to play with them...

If she were to find out I wasn’t like other women, I was sure she would never talk to me again. She wouldn’t call the police or anything of the sort, but she would distance herself from me. Just one of the many reasons why I avoided being with her for prolonged periods. I didn’t want her to change her opinion of me.

I noticed how her breasts just seemed to bounce so easily. It was like she once did something to them to make them bigger than they naturally were. But I knew that wasn’t the case. She was born like that. Her genes gave her boobs to make any woman envious of her.

She would never have what I had. A cock and a scrotum, but she had an ass and a pair of breasts that made me think about her most of the time when I wasn’t worried about something else.

Mary was the woman I fantasized about. Whenever I jerked off or fingered myself, I thought about her. I thought what it would be like to dominate her, to make her ride me, and to feel her hips bucking under my dominance.

I wanted to hear her screaming my name, demanding for more while the cross attached to her necklace bounced off over and over from her boobs. I wanted her to hold her bible in her hand while she rode my dick and I creamed inside her.

God, my mind was so dirty. I shouldn’t be thinking something like that about her. She had a freaking husband who was also a friend of mine. He even went out a couple of times to buy me food during this pandemic period.

But I also couldn’t deny what my balls and shaft felt for her. It had been a long time since I fucked someone so… different like her. I usually had sex with women who were more like me. They usually knew the extra tools I had. They weren’t afraid of me.

But Mary… I didn’t know how she would react if she were to find out what I had hidden between my legs. She could surprise me, though. Maybe she would think that God created me this way and that he had a special mission for me. Some bullshit like that, I imagined.

However, Mary was also only a dream of mine. I had to make lunch right now, and so I walked from the door and toward the kitchen. I was putting the pans on the stove when I heard someone knocking on the door.

Who could it be at this time of the day? I went over to the door and when I opened it, my heart slammed against my ribcage. What an unexpected turn of events…


Chapter 2

The one on the doorway was none other than Mary. To say that I was surprised would be an understatement. She even opened a smile that was so rare on her face. She chuckled. The most beautiful and best sounding chuckle I had heard in a very long time.

“You know, you shouldn’t be having that reaction only because I showed up. I know you are all alone right now, so I thought to keep you some company. Can I come in?”

Her question kind of came out of nowhere, but I quickly collected myself and stepped aside. “O-Oh, please come in. It’s a pleasure to have you with me.”

Despite being so religious and conservative, she wasn’t serious most of the time. Only when the moment asked for it. I knew we had the coronavirus to deal with and be worried about, but it was better to crack some jokes and make the situation a bit lighter and more pleasing. That’s what I thought she was thinking right now.

“Look, I might be alone here, but I’m alright. Thanks for checking up on me, though.”

“If you say so.”

She looked around my living room as if she was seeing it for the first time. Meanwhile, her body and her presence caught my attention as it always did. To have her with me here, the door locked and us being the only two people in my apartment room - it was all so arousing. I wished so much she wasn’t married, and also liked women.

I invited her for a cup of tea and we discussed mundane things. We talked about what the city was now like thanks to the quarantine. The world’s economy was taking a hit, but we were both sure it would recover.

She was still her usual self. Always so friendly and as if she didn’t have one single thing to worry about. Her smile kept on catching my attention. I wanted to go to her, hug her and make love to her. It was a good thing I had a very tight pair of underwear with me. The fabric was thick too. It hid my perky nipples, hard-on and contained my cunt’s oozing juice.

I kept on admiring her curves, her body, and thinking what being with her would be like. She was such a stunning woman. Those nipples. The cross in between her breasts, how they kept on moving as she shifted on the couch, how she crossed those thick legs, how she smiled and how she held her cup.

Maybe she didn’t know the kind of effect she had on me. And for my own damn good, I shouldn’t let her know the feelings I had for her. I couldn’t. She was such a stunning woman, and I kept on thinking what it would be like to have her ride me.

“Thanks for the cup of tea,” she said before putting it down on the coffee table.

That was it for her short stay here. Maybe now she would leave and she would return to her husband. I picked up her cup of coffee and headed over to the kitchen. I turned on the faucet and began to clean it up with liquid soap and a yellow sponge.

Mary came over to me and stood beside me by the sink, still talking about her marriage and how she wished her husband would be more active. She wasn’t old and neither was he. Maybe he had someone else...

A tragedy that would be. She was more than enough for him. She was more than he deserved. I began to think about what it would be like if she ended her marriage with him and came to live with me.

But that would never happen, and I seriously needed to deal with my hard-on. She was going to see it or end up brushing her hand against it because of how much she gestured with her hands.

And I didn’t know what happened next. One moment she was talking to me, and the next she was all over me. Her lips met mine, and I was kissing her and her hands were exploring my backside as if she was my wife or something of the sort.

She was furious. This wasn’t like the Mary I knew. She was different all of a sudden. And then, I finally understood what was happening. She shared my feelings. She came here for this and... she didn’t know what she was getting from me. I wasn’t like most women.

I was so fucking hard and I knew it was a waste of time and effort to hide my boner from her again. So I let her body ground against mine. I ground back, pushing her and pulling her closer to me at the same time.

I made her walk backward, and her body collided against the wall of the kitchen. Her mouth opened to let out a gasp. I could feel the cross of her necklace pressing against the underside of my breasts.

She felt so fucking small, so fucking vulnerable right now. No God would protect her from me. I could feel her arousal. I didn’t touch her down there yet, but she was soaked wet. That I knew. I could feel the warmth that came off her body.

She wanted this. Her eyes were dark and lost in her feelings. Her sensations were taking over her mind. Her hands couldn’t do anything right now. Her fingers lost their strength. She tried to get a hold of me, but her whole arms were so weak. It was like she hadn’t eaten in days and didn’t have any strength anymore to stand on her feet.

I ground against her, feeling my erection rubbing over and over again against her groin. She was so fucking turned on right now. I could feel my dick wanting her. Her eyes looked at the ceiling as her mouth couldn’t close shut anymore.

Only moans and groans came out of her mouth. Saliva drooled from the sides of it. Her whole face was red as she kept on getting more and more turned on. The more I watched her reaction, how she was being affected by this, the more I wanted to have her all for myself. And it was happening. She was allowing me to dominate her, and what was about to happen was going to define our lives forever.


Chapter 3

Ikissed her lips and then kissed her earlobe. I put it in between my lips. She moaned my name. She was so fucking turned on for me. Why didn’t I see the signs before she showed me how much she wanted this?

I let go of her earlobe and moved down her neck, kissing her skin. Her whole body shuddered. She didn’t know the best that was about to happen to her. I was more than going to have her in my arms and fuck her. I was going to make her beg me to eat her again, and make her husband watch.

I kissed my way down to her breasts, and my hands worked to undress her. Her dress felt so good under my touch. I couldn’t be gentle with her. I tore a portion of her dress off, showing more of her skin for me. I kissed the portion of her breast that was now exposed.

I continued to rip her dress off her. Her eyes shot wide when she noticed what was happening. She didn’t think I had this much strength. Mary didn’t know my secret. Maybe she didn’t realize I was pressing a dick against her groin and folds this whole time.

Her nipples were so hard and I could feel them pressing against me. I ripped more of her dress and freed one of her nipples. It looked perky and so fucking hard. I couldn’t resist it. I put it in my lips, tugged and sucked it.

I swirled my tongue around it, and her whole body shook. Not right now, babe. Don’t orgasm for me right now. We still have so much to do. I felt my mind telling her those things, as if we could communicate without our mouths.

Her head was tilted back and she looked only at the ceiling. My body continued to grind hers. I lifted her off the floor. She weighed pretty much nothing. Her skin felt so smooth. I kept on touching it and feeling it with my hands.

I wanted to see more of her. I ripped more of her dress off, showing the rest of her torso. Under all that fabric, she looked so stunning. She had a perfectly smooth belly. Not one defect in her whole skin.

It was so bright under the light of the sun. The lack of sounds and noises helped to make me so fucking turned on. I could even hear her heart beating. It was beating so fast because of me. With her mouth opened like this, she continued to drool while her eyes rolled inside her head.

I dominated her other nipple, feeling how rigid it was. I continued to grind her body against mine as if my dick was buried deep into her womb and I was fucking her as her husband would. He could never know about this.

I tore and ripped the rest of the dress off her, letting it fall where her bra was. She would need a new dress to leave my apartment room later, but that wasn’t a concern in my mind right now. How could it be when I was having the time of my life with her?

I was so annoyed by all the pieces of clothing she wore. Her panties were in the way. I looked down for a moment and noticed how wet they were. She was soaked through for me. The sight of that, - that realization - drove me even crazier for her.

I stopped. I decided to give her some moments to breathe. She breathed slowly until her chest stopped panting. Her eyes returned to normal, but there was still a fire burning in them. This was far from over.

I decided to show her my throbbing secret. Maybe she knew about it all along. It would make sense. I rubbed my erection and balls against her this whole time. Why wouldn’t she have noticed what was happening?

I took off my clothes in a matter of seconds. I threw them away from us as far as possible. Her eyes flickered down and she found my secret. I thought they were going to shoot wide, but the fire in them only burned brighter. She knew about it all along.

She got on her knees and didn’t say anything. She approached me and bent forward until her lips wrapped around my cockhead. I almost cummed right then and there. Her lips were unbelievably soft. I couldn’t wrap my head around this. Her blowjob skills were special and unmatched.

Her lips were everywhere, and they were so fucking wet. She was coating me with her saliva. She was making me feel so special. It had been a long time since someone gave me a blowjob that was this good.

She played with my balls, her fingers teasing them. I clipped their hair yesterday night. My dick looked so huge buried deep inside her mouth. I could even feel it touching the back of her throat. She was in love with this.

I pulled out of her when I felt my cock pulsing. She still wore her necklace with the cross. My dick throbbed a couple more times, and then it began to shoot my cum. It flew with great speed as I discharged on her face and breasts.

I painted her unbelievably smooth skin with my cum, but this wasn’t how I wanted things to end. She closed her eyes and it wasn’t a surprise to her when I picked her up and carried her to my bed.

I put her down and parted her legs for me. Even while my dick pulsed and cummed, I buried it inside her damp pussy. I felt it entering her and stretching her entrance as wide as possible. She gasped and grunted. Her lips allowed my name to escape them.

I fucked her until she felt her womb sore, and then I shot my cum inside her. If she was on her pill or not, I didn’t care. If she were to get pregnant after this, the thought didn’t bother me. I only wanted to keep on fucking her.

Hours must have passed. When I was spent and so tired I thought I wouldn’t be able to walk for hours, Mary and I made some plans to meet again. Quarantine provided us with an opportunity we couldn’t pass.

She was going to make me so fucking happy, and maybe we could include her husband in our affairs one day...


Backdoor, Open

Chapter 1

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

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

Ithought 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.


You’re so Tight

Chapter 1

The world changed, and so did I. All men died. Puff, as if they had never even existed. We had to make do with other women, and a thing in science was developed. We could have dicks now, and some even got greedier, wanting more.

As for me, I tried to continue being natural. I didn’t want to change my body, and some people told me the whole operation could be a painful one. Such a thing - the pain - depended on your blood type, and mine was on that blacklist.

I grew hungrier overtime. Thirstier for a woman to come and dominate me as a man would. But out here, in this neighborhood, all women were afraid. They were unwilling to do it with another woman, even though we knew we had to.

I was available. I posted many pictures of me online. Dirty, unforgivable pictures to draw the attention of a so-called Futa. I needed one in my house, in my bed, and she would come to me one day.

I didn’t feel bad about posting nudes online. I had done so before it all went to shit. As if by magic, the world became better, though. Without men, the cities were cleaner and smelled better.

Then, one day, when I was lying on my couch, bored as fuck, my phone buzzed. I thought of nothing when I picked it up and checked out what the notification was about. My heart leaped when I noticed it came from a woman, and her username told me the rest I needed to know.

She was a futa, and oh my goodness, she had a big dick. She got lucky during her operation, and now she was coming for me. I never thought I would ever find the body of a woman that wasn’t me hot, but here I was, doing just that.

I talked to her online. She lived quite far from here, but she was hungry, and also took some pity on me. I told her my story, how I hadn’t had sex in years. It wasn’t my fault everyone in here would rather die before having sex with another woman.

Her name was Ann, and she was a beauty. Very, very thick thighs, smooth skin, and full lips. The more pictures she sent to me, the more I fell in love with her. Well, it wasn’t true love. More like dying on the inside to make her straddle me, her massive cock burying deep into my pussy.

It was finally going to happen.

Ann: Sweetie, you look so nice right now. Must be pretty tight down there.

Me: Yes, I’m tight.

Ann: And you haven’t done it in years. Well, I’m okay with plucking out some cobwebs.

I chuckled.

Me: No cobwebs. I take care of myself.

Ann: Nice, very nice. Wait for me. I’m hungry to stretch a wide ass like yours.

Oh my goodness, she was not only going to fuck my pussy, but also my asshole. I was acting like such an idiot right now, and I couldn’t help but finger myself to oblivion. I knew I should wait for her, but I was restless.

I rested my head on my pillow and thought about doing it again. I had just taken a shower and was going to take a nap when I slid my hand underneath my shorts, finding the flesh that I loved so much.

I wasn’t saying I was narcissistic, but there was something about feeling that nether region that made me feel different.

I played with my clit, enjoying its presence. There was nothing quite like working it to make me orgasm. I could just imagine that rising wave taking its course, dominating me, making my whole body shudder…

I wanted so much for someone to do it with me, and she was coming. Ann was coming. Her words told me everything I needed to know. She was hungry for me, and she was going to obliterate my insides with her larger-than-normal dick.

She was coming, and it wouldn’t be long until she got here. However, that was still too long for me, which was why I was fingering myself for the second time in a row. I promised myself, though, I wouldn’t do it for a third time today. I needed to save myself for her.

I thought about her cock. She showed me photos of it, but I needed more. I needed the real thing in front of me, my hand encircling it. I wondered if my fingers would be enough to envelop it fully.

Well, maybe not, but that would only make things better for me. Ann… the woman with a massive dick. A Futa in every sense of the word, and a proud one at that. She was going to make me hers, her dick pounding into my ass over and over again.

I remembered her balls, what they looked like. So big and full of her milk. I made a decision some people would have thought crazy. I was going to do it with her without any protection. I didn’t need a condom, and I thought it would only ruin things for me anyway.

Since it was going to be like almost my first time, I wanted to make it special, and she was going to help me. Ann was going to be my first time after the world turned upside down for the better. I missed men, but I enjoyed the advantages that came with their absence as well.

I was drooling, my finger now not only fucking my rosebud, but also my folds. Everything became a blur to my eyes, and I thought of nothing right now but her monster cock impaling my pussy.

She would work my ass too, and that made me somewhat frightened of her. That would be a proper first time for me. No man ever fucked my sphincter when they were still around.


Chapter 2

The doorbell caught my attention, and I walked to the door. My hand found the knob, and I opened it. In front of me was none other than Ann, the Futa who caught my attention online.

She had a devilish smile on her face. I should be afraid of her, but I wasn’t. Her presence here meant so much to me.

She wore a shirt that revealed her belly, and also a very tight skirt. It didn’t even cover most of her thighs. They looked so good, so thick and ready for the stuff that we were going to do.

I was sure I looked like an idiot now, mesmerized by the fact that this woman was in front of me. A Futa, I corrected myself. She was more than a woman. She had the thing I missed the most.

She didn’t have to hide who she was. Her skirt had the silhouette of her dick, her balls, and she was quite proud of them.

Her hair was beautiful. A dark shade of brown, and it was straight. I wished I had hair as good as hers.

She looked older than me, though. More experienced, better accustomed to the sort of thing she was going to do here. I put her on a pedestal that was going to be difficult to take her off from.

“Come on, sweetie. Time to get on with this.”

✽ ✽ ✽

She was all over me an instant after, her mouth already looking for mine. Her lips approached mine, and I kissed her. I didn’t try to hide the fact I was hungry for this. Why would I? Ann knew I wanted nothing more than for this to happen.

And it was happening. She was using her whole weight to dominate me as much as she was using her strength. I just about managed to close the door when she made me stumble, and I fell on my ass on the couch.

She wasn’t straddling me right now as I wished she would, but she was hungry. She was thirsty for this, her lips kissing not only mine right now, but also my neck. Her tongue licked my earlobe, and then she moved down to do something else.

I took off my shirt when she gave me time to do so, and I looked into her eyes.

“Ann, I don’t even know you.”

“And does that matter now, sweetie?”

“No... I guess it doesn’t.”

She kissed me again, her tongue digging in, and then more and more. I thought she wasn’t going to give me enough time to do the thing I wanted to do the most here, but she surprised me.

She took off her shirt, showing me those hard breasts. I fumbled with them. I felt them for what they were, and I wished she would never leave me. Not fucking ever. She was a stranger to me, but she was already making me have the wildest of thoughts.

Her hand unhooked my bra, my breasts settling in position. Her fingers played with my lines, my curves, teasing to do the same to my nipples. Her finger caught my attention, and I looked into her dark eyes.

“Not quite yet,” she whispered.

I kissed her once more, my finger going to her lower lip. I caressed it gently. I looked for her breast, and I fumbled with it again. I slid my hand along her body, feeling those lines just like she felt mine.

I admired her hard nipples, and played with one of them, almost twitching the flesh. She was breathing hard, and her eyes were watching me. She was curious. What was I going to do next?

She was sitting on my lap, her pussy feeling so warm. I slid my hand down from her shoulders, to her breasts, and down even further to her nether region. Her core.

She grabbed my hand, and held it. “Not right now.”

She liked this. She enjoyed the teasing.

I wrapped my arms around her neck, and bent her down. She dug in, putting one of my nipples into her mouth. Her lips worked it, teased it, and then she moved on to the next one.

Her lips were so hungry that I couldn’t help but moan. She held me where I was, though, her arms wrapped around my back. Ann wasn’t only using her lips to make me beg for her to continue this, but also her tongue. It was just as good as everything else about her.

My body grew hot, so hot I thought I needed to do something about the AC. Was it not working? Nah, it was functioning as it should. It just wouldn’t do much to make me feel colder right now.

And I didn’t want to feel colder. I needed to feel this as it developed.

She worked my nipples until they felt sore, my back arching as I moaned her name. I moaned for her to continue, and she did just so. Her lips kissed my skin now, making me feel her presence and enjoying every damn second of this.

And I did the thing she asked me not to do. I slipped my hand underneath her skirt, and found her rosebud. She yelped, and I squealed. We were going to do it, and she was going to have no say in this anymore. Ann was going to do everything I wanted.

“Fuck, sweetie,” she said when I found her folds.

They were so hot. Everything about her was warm, damp, and so inviting. It was all so welcoming.

I got her, and I made her groan. She was so into this, so into me, and I could feel something else. The thing I had been waiting for this whole time. Her big, monstrous, mouth-watering cock.

When they operated her, she decided to keep her woman parts. It made sense. She didn’t want to lose such an important part of what made her who she was.

And now, having fun with her was going to be a double thing.


Chapter 3

Ifelt the pressure of her cock on my lap. It was growing. So big I couldn’t even begin to guess her true length. Nine inches? Ten? I wanted to know all about it, and the thought I was going to do so pretty soon watered my mouth.

She kissed me once more, and I searched for one of her breasts. It didn’t matter which I was going to have all for myself right now. I only needed one, and I was going to convince her about one important thing in here.

This Futa didn’t need another female in her life.

I found her breast and leaned to play with it, using my mouth to do so. Her skin was so smooth. Impossibly smooth. It was like kissing and playing with something forbidden. I couldn’t wrap my head around how perfect her body was, and this breast of hers was only one tiny portion of it.

I slid my hand to her back, and then down to her ass. I moved the fabric of her clothing down, showing me more of her angelic body. She moaned, throwing her head back. I went all the way down, and her warmth assaulted my hand.

I felt her buttcheeks making way for me, parting sideways. I was going all the way in and I was going to feel her asshole. Her tight orifice was going to be all mine for the rest of my life. I was planning to do one thing with her, and I was sure she was going to like it.

I found her rugged orifice. It was so tight. I applied pressure on it with my finger multiple times, feeling how her skin down there was so different from the rest of her body. It was so fucking warm. I noticed one other thing about it too. She cleaned it up before coming here. This futa knew I was going to want it all for myself when she got here.

She smiled, and said, “You are going to do something else for me right now.”

I smirked, feeling that this was everything I ever wanted in my life. “What?”

“Suck me off, and make me cum in your mouth. I want to cum.”

My smirk grew, and I moved down. We switched positions. She was sitting on the couch now, and I was on the floor, kneeling in front of her. She took off her skirt and allowed me to delight myself with the sight of her big, monstrous cock.

I had never seen anything quite like it. Just one of the advantages of having a dick that came from a surgical procedure. I imagined. It wasn’t only thick, long, but also veiny and frightening. But I wasn’t frightened of it. I wanted it, and it wasn’t going to bite me.

If I was dripping wet this whole time, then she was oozing her pre-cum. Hmmm, how delicious it is, I thought after lapping up her pre-cum with my tongue. So fucking delicious. The liquid of the Gods…

I ran my tongue slowly across its surface, feeling her thickness and the veins. So many veins, all pumping so much blood. All keeping it erect and ready for this. This moment was everything I had ever wished for all my life since the world turned upside down.

I put one of her big, monstrous balls in my mouth. So much cum in it. It was so heavy. I could feel the weight, and how it pressed down on my tongue. She had so much in it, in her testicles, I was sure she would be cumming for minutes on end.

“Fuck, you are going to make me cum too soon, but don’t stop,” she said, calming down her body.

She was giving up, her body thinking it wouldn’t last too much with me. Well, I was proud of myself. Never before did I think I would make someone orgasm so fast. Maybe she also hadn’t had sex in a long time. Just one thing to ask her later that was.

I breathed in and out, readying myself for this. I admired, stared, and studied her monstrous dick in front of me. It was menacing, but I could do this. I could make this thing mine, put it in my mouth, and suck it for minutes on end until she hit her powerful orgasm.

I wrapped my lips around her cockhead, feeling her girth stretching my lips. There was just so much of it. It was almost like putting something else in my mouth, something so thick I couldn’t comprehend, couldn’t name right now.

I did what I could, swirling my tongue around her hot, needy cockhead. She moaned some more, and I could hear her words. I could make them out. She was begging me to continue working her dick, which was something she needed not do. I was going to do everything she asked of me.

I put more of her inches inside my mouth, wanting her to go all the way in. I felt it going through the initial part of my mouth and then down my throat. My gag reflexes kicked in, and despite the need to cry, I fought back. I contained my tears and ignored the pain.

It was all worth it. Not only was I going to have a taste of her sperm, but I was also going to make her shoot it down my throat. I was going to swallow everything. That was my plan.

This futa was such a boss, and there was nothing quite like this. And I once thought that a dildo was enough. I didn’t know better back then.

Suddenly, her dick pulsed. Oh, she was going to do it! I moved her cock to the front portion of my mouth, and readied my tongue. I needed to taste some of her sperm, and then I was going to make her shoot the rest of it down my throat.

It happened. Her sperm came out hot, creamy, and thick. The salty taste flooded my tongue, making me feel so blessed and loved. It was like being in heaven, except that this was real life and I would have her here, with me, for the rest of my life.

I moved her dick down my throat, where she shot down the rest of her seeds. I waited until she emptied her balls. So much cum. An impressive, mind-blowing load.

I pulled out, and when I laid down on the floor, eyes facing the ceiling, a line of cum escaped out from the corner of my mouth. Well, I wasn’t going to lose one single seed of hers, and so I used my tongue to suck it back.

My eyes closed shut, and I fell asleep. I just had the best sex of my life, and now I needed to rest...
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Stretched in the Bus

Chapter 1

Ididn’t think I could get more bored than this. One hour I was having the time of my life, figuring out stuff I thought it would take me much more time to understand, and the next there was nothing for me to do. I should have found a better line of work. The office environment wasn’t for me.

I stood at the bus stop, waiting for my bus. The night was a silent one. The lack of people coming and going reminded me I should have gotten home already. They didn’t know how much of a workaholic I was.

I sighed, taking in the sight of the buildings around me. Downtown wasn’t the best part of the city, but it still looked so good. Just one of the reasons why I loved working here so much.

The moon in the sky caught my attention. I admired it, thinking about my life and how bored I was. I needed something wild to happen to me, but there was a big problem with that. I made it so it would most likely never occur. I liked being in control of things.

The light of the bus as it came to me caught my attention, making me straighten myself up. It stopped, its sound familiar and yet, making me think about it once again. Why were buses so loud in this country?

I stepped into the bus, paid for the trip, and felt my heart leap when I noticed what I had in store for me in here. The bus was packed. What in the world was happening here? And it wasn’t packed in the most common and usual way one would expect. Only women populated it right now.

Women of all types took this bus right now, and some of them even looked at me. Their eyes told me something I couldn’t quite comprehend. Lust? Desire? I ignored them for the time being. I couldn’t let them think they made me feel shocked all of a sudden. This was nothing more than a simple bus trip back home, right?

But something about this bus, the driver and its passengers, told me otherwise. My boredom died as soon as I found myself in the middle of them, their bodies rubbing and touching mine incessantly. I was lucky to have found enough space to fit myself in before the bus took off, the sound of its engine noising the once silent atmosphere.

One thing caught my attention. These women weren’t speaking when I came in here. They now did, but not before. Strange, but not too eccentric. I had been through weirder stuff in my life, after all.

I should be grateful I had nothing more than my purse with me, I alleged before thinking once again about how packed this bus was. It was almost like a football game was set to be played a couple of minutes from now and that these women were all heading there.

My eyes caught sight of one of the women on the bus. She was like everyone else here with me, and yet, something was different about her. But that couldn’t be the case, right? Nah. It couldn’t be.

And yet, I couldn’t stop looking at her. She looked outside the window, watching the buildings passing by. She looked stunning. A hair that made me envious of her, a pair of lips that perfectly complemented her face, and eyes so beautiful I could think they were implanted somehow.

It wasn’t those things only that made it impossible for me to stop observing her. Her breasts were huge and attention-drawing as well. Her shirt permitted enough cleavage to make my mind have the wildest of thoughts about her too.

She sat on one of the seats, and so, I couldn’t admire the rest of her body too. I knew it wouldn’t disappoint me if that wasn’t the case, though.

Saliva built up in my mouth during the entire time I admired her. I didn’t even notice that before it was too late, forcing me to swallow it all down a second later.

When I thought I could finally rest and pretend this trip was a normal one, a hand furtively slid against my butt, making me feel a short-lived wave of pleasure. What the fuck? Who did that? Did she think I wouldn’t do anything about it?

But… I really wasn’t about to do anything about it. I meant it when I mentioned I was bored. The tediousness faded the moment I stepped into the bus, and now, that hand-slid made me feel fully alerted to the things happening in here.

I couldn’t deny that the hand-slid made me feel aroused too, forcing some wetness to build up in my slit. Just when I thought it was a one-time thing, it happened again, driving another short-lived wave of pleasure across my body.

Fuck. Whoever did that knew what she wanted and how to play me according to her rules. The kind of woman who understood which buttons to push she was.

I bit my bottom lip, refusing to let her know she was winning me over. It was much more than that, though. She was making me feel so aroused I was having forbidden thoughts I shouldn’t be having right now. This was a fucking bus trip, and nothing more than that.

I looked at the window, finding the reflection of a woman with a devilish smile on her face. It had to be her – the one driving me so lustful right now.

Fuck. I was going to allow her to do everything she wished right now.


Chapter 2

Her hand found my butt one more time. I wore a very tight skirt to complement my shirt and thus, it was no wonder she could slide her hand so effortlessly on my ass. If my skirt wasn’t this tight, she would have a lot more difficulty doing that to me, I imagined.

I liked wearing tight clothes. I had curves and wasn’t ashamed of showing them to other people. The benefits far outweighed the disadvantages, after all.

Her hand slid up my ass once more, making my knees wobble a little this time. Fuck, she was relentless. Had I made it clear I didn’t like this one bit, she would have stopped, but what I was doing was the opposite. My actions – or lack thereof – incentivized her to keep on going.

Her hand found my butt one more time. I thought she was going to do the same – which she did, up to a point – but then, her hand went immediately down, and using her fingers, she pushed up the fabric of my skirt.

I felt the coldness of the air in the bus as it found space where none existed before. I looked at her reflection on the window one more time, witnessing her devilish smile as it widened. I should have told her to stop right here and now, but my face and whole body language told her otherwise. I couldn’t even maintain myself straight anymore. I was fighting against my own body so that it wouldn’t lose its balance.

Slowly, but surely, she slid her hand in between my buttcheeks and found my ring, my orifice. I bit my bottom lip harder. The last thing I wanted was everyone in here finding out what was going on. They would all begin talking about me, and I would feel like the sluttiest woman in the world. I liked where this was going, but I was no whore.

Her finger played with my orifice a little bit. I moved my ass a bit more toward her, tilting my hips up and allowing her more space. I looked around, studied the other passengers, and none were paying attention to what was happening. They had no idea what was going on here.

The woman whose name I didn’t know moved in closer to me. Whispering into my ear, she said, “You are enjoying this, aren’t you?”

I nodded. Her devilish smile widened even more. “Good, because I will keep on going.”

Talking to her had become impossible. I couldn’t do so when her fingers kept on playing with my rugged orifice. I had always been a lesbian, and so, I was no stranger to the kind of thing she was doing to me right now.

My workday was a tough, tiresome and boring one. Her actions right now were releasing some of the tension, building up not only a dirty kind of joy in my mind, but also arousal. My slit kept on getting wetter.

I moved my ass closer to her, feeling not only her legs but also… something hard, long and thick. The fuck did she have in between her legs? Was she transgender? But she looked like any other normal woman I knew…

Well, whatever was the case, I wasn’t about to let that one little fact get in the way of my pleasure right now. I kept on moving my ass closer to her, touching her, and rubbing my skin against her long, thick thing.

I couldn’t moan. My contained feelings, right now, were driving me senseless. This would be so much better if we were in my bedroom, alone and with all the privacy we needed. That was something for when we got out of the bus. Her actions made me sure she wouldn’t object to getting out with me so that we could finish the thing we started in here.

The bus bumped over a pothole, forcing one of her fingers to go deeper than it already was. A moan escaped my lips. One of the passengers heard it, her eyes darting to me, but she quickly looked away when I witnessed her stare.

Maybe she figured out what was happening, maybe she didn’t. At this point, I couldn’t care.

Looking at her reflection, I noticed one thing that sent shivers down my spine. My moan made her more secure about what she was doing to me.

She was driving me so crazy for her I discarded the worry of the other people in here finding out about this. When she drove her finger even deeper this time, I let another moan come out, and then another and another.

I thought I should contain myself in here. Not anymore. It had been a while since I had this much fun anyway.

Eyes darted me, some letting shock cross their faces. Others had different reactions. Lust, desire and other things began to paint their expressions. They knew what was happening here, and if anything, they were thinking they should have a slice of the fun too.

Fuck. This was it. They were all going to fuck me.

I looked at the small mirror over the driver, my eyes witnessing she also knew what was happening here. She licked her lips. Fuck. She was going to join in on the fun as well.

The woman whose name I didn’t care about moved her lips closer to my ear. Her voice was nothing but a whisper when she said, “You are about to find out what a Futa is.”

My mind was a hurricane of thoughts, and I almost couldn’t bring myself to ask her what she meant by that. However, slowly, I still strung together the words, “What is a Futa?”

She giggled softly, driving me even crazier for her. Something dominating about this woman made me wish her more and more. The thought she was about to do all the things she wanted with me drove me so wild I couldn’t help but groan.

Looking at her reflection on the side window of the bus, it stopping to a halt now, I knew we were about to have so much fun at the present moment.


Chapter 3

The woman behind me took her finger off. I thought she was about to give me a couple of seconds to breathe, recompose myself, but when her fingers found the waistband of my skirt, I knew she had something else in mind.

The bus had now stopped in a silent, almost uninhabited part of the city. I lived pretty far from downtown, and so it was no surprise we eventually found ourselves in here. My neighborhood was one of the least populated ones. A couple more blocks down the road and I could find myself in front of my house.

Those thoughts were nice and all, but something much more immediate needed my full attention right away. These women all wanted me. There were like 20 or so of them in here, and they were all hungry for me.

Their hunger and thirst were clear on their faces, their devilish eyes incapable of blinking as they gazed at me. I shouldn’t be giving myself to them like this, but at this point, I didn’t have anything binding me to doing the right thing anymore.

The woman behind me tugged my skirt all the way down, and another took off my shirt. I felt surrounded, absolutely in their mercy right now. They took me to the middle of the bus. The aisle didn’t have enough space for all of them, and so, they were going to have to take turns with me.

That was fine. Taking turns was fine, though I did wish they could all have me at the same time.

One of them unhooked my bra, her nose sniffling it an instant later. Then, another tore off my panties so fast I flinched. Fuck, this was heating up so quickly I wouldn’t be able to resist them all. I would be lucky to find myself still capable of walking once this was over.

They all begin to get undressed. I witnessed their beautiful, perfect torsos being exposed to my very eyes. They did so excruciatingly slow – too slow for my liking – and my body kept on wishing for one thing only.

And that thing was them burying their dicks deep into my three orifices. They were all Futas. I should have known. Once their skirts, pants and shorts were gone, their bulges stole the attention of my eyes. I couldn’t, at first, comprehend what was happening. But once I did, it was like I was in heaven.

This was everything I had ever wished for tonight – and so much more too.

Multiple hands began to feel my body, caressing it. They were just feeling me for what I was, wondering if I had any secrets they could explore and find right now. Well, that wasn’t the case. I was the kind of woman people got what they saw.

I thought I wasn’t a slut. I was being a whore now, and nothing about it made me feel terrible right now. In fact, I felt great.

Their fingers pinched my nipples, some of them now nibbling my skin. I went on my knees while they devoured my body, each taking turns with me so that they could all have their fun. I moaned so loud I made some squirrels run away from the trees they were hiding at.

One of the Futas kissed my nipples for minutes before another took her place. They were having so much fun their heat pulsed from their bodies, almost burning my skin. I hadn’t felt so slutty, so wild in such a long time. There was nothing quite like being used and abused like this.

One of their cocks brushed against my lips, forcing me to open them. I let it go all the way in, down my throat and almost beyond it. I did my best to please her, my lips applying pressure on her member while I worked my tongue over it.

She fucked my mouth for a good while before she finished inside it, her sperm spilling out. God, she had so much of it in her balls before she emptied them. I did my best to swallow it all, though the spilling out was always inevitable.

One of her friends got right under me. I felt her dick rub slightly against my pucker before she drove it right in. Fuck, she didn’t even use lube. She fucked me with all her might from the get-go, making me feel not only a lot of pleasure, but also an immeasurable quantity of pain.

I moaned and groaned even louder now as another Futa got under me - in front of me this time - before cramming her cock into my pussy. I was dripping so wet this whole time it was no wonder she had little to no difficulty with doing the thing she just did.

She fucked me hungrily, her chest heaving for minutes before she finished off inside me. Some of her sperm oozed to the floor of the bus once she pulled out. Just when she walked away from me, another Futa took her place, also driving her gargantuan penis right into my cunt.

They all dominated my orifices, making me moan despite the amount of pain they were making me feel alongside the hurricane of other emotions that came with it. For minutes, I was nothing more than a sex doll being used for their pleasures, the sounds of sex filling the atmosphere of the bus.

The Futas all finished off inside me, and then, once they were done, I couldn’t even stand on my knees. My torso fell over as my body laid down on the floor. My ears picked up the sound of them getting dressed while the bus took off.

Hands gripped me by the armpits before I was dragged back home. They laid me down on my bed, pulled up a blanket, and before I knew, I was falling asleep…


Thirsty for the Futas

Chapter 1

My eyes fluttered open and I found myself inside a cold, dark room. A glance around was enough to tell me the walls were made of stone.

Dark, grey stones that appeared to be thick enough to make a castle.

Another peep told me a door stood in front of me. Light snuck through the gaps, enlightening me that I wasn’t too far from freedom.

Of all the things that could have happened to me…

Calm, controlled footsteps approached the door. It crept open some inches, and then it swung all the way. The resulting wind boosted up the layer of dust that covered the floor.

And women got in.

Women of all shapes and sizes.

Some were tall and lean, others were short and fat.

Some were average like me.

A pressure and tingling sensation made me snap my head down. Something was stuck inside my vagina. It was thick and very long. The feeling was enough to make me moan.

I knew I shouldn’t, but I moaned not only the first time, but again and again. Of course they did this to me. All for the humiliation, right?

Pretty much.

I was theirs now. Inside their fortress, I was nothing.

The dildo was purple and veins meandered the surface of it. Veins made of rubber and plastic, but veins nonetheless.

I should be tougher than this, but I wasn’t. I was a sucker for sex. I longed for it all the time, and these women knew it.

And I fathomed I shouldn’t have pissed them off when I did.

I smirked when they all stood in front of me. There were seven of them in total, and I couldn’t help but study their hair.

Some were short, others were long to their butts.

And some were shoulder-length, like mine.

Like mine. Heh. I shouldn’t be thinking about those things right now.

It wasn’t right.

“Alice, I told you that this was going to transpire.”

“But I was a stubborn fool.”

She nodded. “And now, here you are. An object. Nothing more than that. You are going to satisfy us. You are going to make us feel wanted and desired. Think you can pull it off?”

My smirk broadened. “I can do anything.”

My heart sprinted. Could I do this? Could I please them and make them feel venerated enough to let me go? For a moment, I thought it possible, but then, I considered what they were.

What made them unique.

All the women – if you could them that – had cocks and balls for pussies. What a dishonor. They didn’t know what they were missing, though I imagined they soon were going to, if they truly knew nothing.

The woman who talked advanced to me and alleged, “My name is Julia. It’s nice to have a new guest here for a change.”

A new visitor. It made sense. These people formed a cult. Portraits of them performing their rituals littered the walls. Oh, and let’s not talk about the rites. They were different from what they were going to do to me, but they existed nonetheless.

Those rituals killed people.

Humiliated them.

And made them powerless to continue to live in this society like all of us.

I wasn’t going to be put through it, for now. I wasn’t their target. That was women with red hair, and they were pretty rare around these parts.

Julia squatted in front of me and pushed the dildo into my pussy more than it already was. I grunted and moaned. Damn, was the sensation devastatingly good!

It was nothing quite like what I’d experienced formerly, and I was no novice to playing with sex toys.

Julie knew what she was doing. The evil smile on her face was more than enough to tell me that.

Her hand started to shove the dildo in and out of me. She was fucking me for the glee of the women behind her. They were all her colleagues, of course.

And we were in the middle of the Congo. I shouldn’t have come here.

I whined and groaned. The orgasm sensation began to take hold of me. It was controlling me now. I couldn’t do anything different than giving myself up to its impending doom of me.

I was its property as much as I was these women’s plaything.

Julia’s smirk grew wider, and then she yanked the dildo off and stuck her hand in its place. I couldn’t help but moan even brassier than before.

She kissed me. All of sudden, she smooched me like I was hers. And I knew I was.

I could do nothing to protect myself.

All the women behind her were naked as she was. I was unclothed too. I was so this whole time; only now was I noticing it.

My mind was in such a chaos.

The orgasm, the warmth of her hand, and the slight and constant bouncing of her ballooned boobs were more than enough to bring me over the edge and beyond it.

My orgasm gushed through my body like a fiery ball, making my toes curl as I lost my balance. I toppled over on the floor, and my chest panted.

I couldn’t keep my eyelids open.

Close and open.

Close and open.

And they closed one last time.


Chapter 2

My eyes flapped open. I sat on my knees and took a look around the chamber. Stones still made the walls, but they had openings in them this time. The light of the moon, cold in its embrace, cast solid shadows.

I was all alone. Again.

Because of course I should be.

This felt familiar. Too familiar.

People padded to the door. It skulked open and then oscillated all the way. Julia and her cult friends, the Futas, treaded in. Their balls and cock dangled in front of their legs. They were all cleanshaven and uncut.

And the size of those dicks…

Jesus. It was like they had them implanted or something like that.

Just witnessing them was enough to make my slit wet. I wished I wasn’t bisexual. That was my downfall.

If I liked only one gender, I wouldn’t be so susceptible to them right now.

And let’s not talk about their breasts. So huge and plump in their design, like things made from God himself for these very special women. Their areolas stood proud with them. Very erect and ready to be milked.

If only they could allow me to do that, though.

But of course, they weren’t going to.

“Alice, Alice. I thought you were stronger than that. We weren’t able to fully make use of you before you lost your senses.”

I was tied with ropes. I wished I wasn’t and could move without restrictions in here. I wouldn’t make a run for it.

That never was my goal.

I was pondering to use my hands to fuck myself with the dildo like she did. What did it have that made it so special? I couldn’t comprehend how it just worked.

It brought me over the edge like nothing before it ever did.

“Well, call me old fashioned. I don’t require much.”

Julia smirked. “There’s only one way you are going to get out of this.” A moment of pause as her eyes evaluated me. “How long do you think I am?”

“I don’t care. Just let me suck it.”

“How long?”

“I don’t care.”

“How long?!” She yelled this time, and I knew then she wasn’t fucking around.

Better to play with her for now until she got tired of me, I thought.

“I don’t know. Like eight inches hard or something like that.”

“Try again.”

I exhaled. She was trying my fortitude, and my nipples were getting so fucking hard. These Futas made me feel so horny.

And I was getting hornier by the second. It was like this was their way to make sure I was going to be forever theirs.

And you know what?

It was working.

And working too fucking well.

“Nine inches, and that’s my last deduction.”

She crouched, her shaved balls and shaft dangling in front of her legs. Her whole body was shaved, in fact – except for her pitch-black hair and eyebrows.

They were things of beauty. So perfect in their texture and outline…

Julia ruffled my hair. “Good enough, sweetie.” She stood up and continued, “Now, time to make us all very happy. You can’t fail this, or else… you will be put through The Process.”

The Process. That’s what they called their ritual. It killed people’s souls much before they ended up taking their own lives in front of their loved ones.

I gulped. I wasn’t ready for their ritual, but I was ready for sex. Always had been, to be honest.

Julia stepped to me and guided her shaved dick to my mouth. Slowly, I opened my lips and let it come in. Nine inches? Ten? I had no idea, but damn, there was at least one thing about it I could be sure of.

It was thick.

Too long for me.

And hungry enough to make me question just how I was going to manage to venerate all of them in here.

Seven Futas… They could be too fucking much for me.

I had years of experience, but I wondered if they were adequate. The whore house might not have been sufficient to prepare me for this.

Her cock slithered in, more and more, until it broke through the first barrier and entered my throat. My eyes were as wide as my mouth. I probably looked like a fucking idiot from the outside.

The Futa continued her ingress, and I unlocked up my throat more and more.

I couldn’t lose a second of this.

I couldn’t let her think I wasn’t going to be able to pull this off. I was going to. I was going to make her realize she needed me only.

I sucked her gland and whirled my tongue around it. It was so fucking tender, like a thing made for the Gods which was now being granted to me.

For this one moment, I had the chance to entertain her.

I couldn’t take my eyes off her shaft. So fucking thick and long. The veins pulsed with her blood, making it redder by the second.

I looked up and sealed her eyes with mine. They were dark with lust and arousal for me. She was enjoying this.

That gave me confidence, but then, there was something else.

Or many more of them, to be exact.

All of those Futas had come here for me, and they weren’t going to step out of this room without getting their due. And I should be ready to please them.

I just didn’t know if I had the power to last that long.

Julia groaned louder than before and said something about cumming inside my mouth. And she just did. Her milk came out tasty, salty and tacky.

I still swallowed it all down, though. There was nothing quite like it.

She pulled out with a grunt and disheveled my hair again.

“That was good, but I’ll need more.” She glanced behind her. “And my friends here will need their turns too.”

Another Futa stepped to me as Julia left through the open door. She was short and fat, as if she was compensating for her height.

Her hand steered her immense cock to me, and I just realized one thing about it.

It managed to be even thicker than that of her leader!


Chapter 3

Ifound myself lying on a king-sized bed. Maybe calling it that was an understatement, though. It was long and very wide. Multiple people could lie down on it without having to fight for space.

This time, the door was kicked open, and the seven Futas poured into the room.

I was in a different room now. Still in the same castle, but in a different locale inside it. They kept making me sightsee the place, even though I didn’t feel like doing that.

I should be all alone here.

I didn’t want them to bother me again.

“Wakey, wakey.”

Julia’s voice. Of course it had to be her. She was the boss of this cult and was going to do the last thing she needed with me.

I was exhausted and feeling like going home.

I missed my bed and the comfort of my husband’s strong arms.

Again, we were all naked. That’s one thing that identified their cult. They wore no clothes and ran amok throughout the whole country.

Julia climbed the bed and lied down beside me. I couldn’t move my limbs. I was so fucking spent after having sucked off so many shafts one after the other.

Her hand skimmed up my belly. “So, you ready for another round?”

Her smile was devilish, as it should be.

I said nothing. I couldn’t imagine myself having another round with them. I was thinking… I’d rather face their ritual and be killed.

Or kill myself.

Either way, I just didn’t feel like living any longer.

Her hand floundered my swollen boobs. I shouldn’t have made them the way they were. That’s another downfall of mine. I probably looked too lustful to make these women forget me.

They were never going to.

Another Futa climbed the bed, and then another and another. There was barely enough space around me for all of them, but they still did it.

Their hands were all over me.

One was groping my nipple.

The other was licking my folds.

And another and many more were touching and feeling me with the intent to kill the last flakes of courage that still resided within me.

I moaned and asked for them to halt, but they wouldn’t.

And I didn’t want them to stop anyway. This was so good. It was like being a Goddess worshipped by many subjects.

Except, of course, that this was the other way around.

But hey, beggars couldn’t be choosers. That’s what people told me anyway.

Another hand fucked my rosebud. I said ‘fucked’ because she was relentless and wild in her assault. Her finger rubbed it again and again like there wasn’t going to be a tomorrow.

The room was cold, and it was supposed to be so.

But with so many women surrounding me like this, their hands and lips all over me, I felt hot.

Too hot, in fact. I felt like I was going to be charred alive, and maybe, that’s what they were going to do to me once this was over and I was nothing more than a husk of my former self.

Not even my husband would be able to recognize me then.

Another hand was going all the way inside my pussy. I couldn’t believe where it was going and how it was managing to do that.

It was no wind tunnel. Sure, I got pregnant, but it was supposed to be tight.

I had no idea what was going on now.

Everything was a haze and so confusing.

Someone straddled me. Who? I had no idea, but her cock was already pressing against my lips. I had no choice but to allow it in. It went in, all the way, and then down my throat like I had a fucking tube for an esophagus.

She ravaged my mouth before I had as much a chance to complain.

I cried.

I whimpered.

I orgasmed for the nth time that night. Shit, I lost count.

And I begged them to continue what they were doing. It had been a long time since I had these many women fucking me.

The last time, it was just three.

Another inserted her long, fearsome cock into my cunt. It was hard as a pillar. And then, another came and shared my flower with her. One of the other Futas was licking my folds and there was yet one more of them lapping up my juices.

I orgasmed again and again.

I climaxed so many times I couldn’t believe I was lasting this long.

Someone lifted me while they all fucked me. I lost count of how many of them were on me now. It felt like they doubled or tripled in number.

I could find out the answer to that if I ventured to open my eyes.

But I didn’t.

I was sure that doing that would make them even more ferocious.

And they all cummed. Not at the same time, but they all unloaded their warm and gluey cream all over me. By the time they were done with that, I was covered with a thick layer of their spunk.

The room reeked of it more than anything.

And it was good.

This was liberating.

It was like being freed after years of confinement.

When I mentioned to the people in the village what happened, they all couldn’t believe it.

It was alright. I couldn’t as well.

And just one thing was certain in my mind since then.

I came back for more, and more. I needed them like a human being necessitated water. And the Futas were more than pleased to have me with them.

By the time I was done with them… Well, I wasn’t.

I had become a Futa as well.

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. 


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 Like This

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:

Fertile Tight Fit: A Futa on Female Steamy Story

Filthy Futas Bundle: 7 Futa on Female Stories

BBW for Dominating Futa: Uncharted Backdoor Entry

Big Bulging Futas Bundle: 7 Taboo Futa on Female Stories

Petite for the Futa: A Fertile Futa on Female Short Story

Shy and Innocent for the Futa: A First Time Fertile Futa on Female Story

Doubled by the Futas: Hardcore Backdoor Stuffing

Too Tight Back There: A Dirty Futa on Female Story

Too Thick for Me: Taboo Futa on Female Domination

Too Big for Me: Forbidden Futa on Female Domination and Submission

The Futa Matriarch: My Fertile Sitter's Christmas Gift

The Futa Matriarch: Fertile Sitter Becomes My Personal Toilet

Milking the Waitress: A Fertile for Older Man Story

Milking the Widow: A Fertile Transformation Story

Milking the Wife: A Fertile for Older Man Story

Milking the Bride: A Fertile for Older Man Story

Milking the Thief: A Fertile First Time Story

Milking the Sitter: A Forbidden Older Man Story

Ganging the Hucow: Hardcore Backdoor Only

Milking her Cream: A Forbidden Princess Story (Hucow)

Milked, Shared and Used: 16 Stories of Milking Ladies

Milked by the Penny Clown in the Sewers: The First Hucow

Milk Her: Socialized by Multiple Men

Fertile Submission: 10 Forbidden Older Man Stories

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

Hardcore Entry Bundle: 8 Filthy Rear Entrance Sharing Stories

Sharing her Innocence: A Dirty Man of the House Story

His Harem: The Initiation

Forbidden Man: A Young Man of the House Harem Story
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