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Teaser

And I knew she was telling me the truth. The moment she made that clear, my heart sped up. It was galloping like a horse now, and I couldn’t help but feel fear clouding my vision when they took me from their basement.

“I’m tired of doing this in the dark.”

I knew they were, but I didn’t think they were going to take me here, of all places. The middle of the college’s campus, where everybody could see us. And it wasn’t dark anymore. Thanks to the light seeping through the blindfold, I could see the silhouettes of their bodies.

And they were all packing. Their monster cocks looked almost too big for me. ‘Almost’ was the right word to be employed here. Even though fear was striking my heart, making me question if it was really okay to be submitting myself to them like this, I knew I wouldn’t have this any other way.

“We should start by teaching this bitch her proper place, that she’s below us.”

“Agreed.”


CONTENTS

Teaser

Chapter 1

Chapter 2

Chapter 3

Chapter 4

Free Story

More from Me

About the Author


Chapter 1

Itook a deep breath and thought about those women, my eyes admiring them. They couldn’t know it. Couldn’t know that, deep in my mind, I had fantasies that involved them. If they found out… I didn’t know the kind of things they would do to me, but it wouldn’t be pretty.

One thing I didn’t like about this world was how people kept thinking that women needed to date men. To do something different would be some kind of sacrilege.

I shook my head, my mind admiring those women again. The ball bounced from here to there, sweat breaking out on their foreheads. Their hairs were tied, but the beautifulness of their faces was still something that couldn’t be ignored. It was there, and it was making me have tempting thoughts about it.

Someone sat down beside me on the stands, making me snap my head to the left. My eyes landed on a gorgeous face that deserved to be kissed. The smoothness of that skin, the format of her nose, and how big her eyes were… They were all making me wish she could be a lesbian too.

I was hoping she could think of me, one day, as something more than her friend.

I didn’t know her well, but she had huge breasts that made me feel like groping them right at this instant – despite the number of people that would be seeing me doing that.

Control yourself, I told myself. More like shouted to myself in my mind, though, I thought while the sign of a smile flashed on my face.

“Hey, Lillian. It’s good to see you here.”

“You doing anything more than spending hours looking at them?”

“No… and I never told you that’s what I’ve been doing.”

“Oh, please. We all know that’s what’s happening here.”

“Wait, you don’t mean…”

“I mean they all know you have a thing for them, and they are thinking about doing something naughty with you.”

My heart skipped a beat. This whole time I’d never thought I’d ever have a chance. There were ten of those women playing basketball. Despite spending this whole time looking at the game, I didn’t know which side was winning.

I guessed it didn’t matter.

“You are making me feel confused right now. Confused and wet.”

She padded me on the shoulder, smiling.

“Wet is something they could appreciate, my darling Mary.”

“Lillian, don’t pull my leg here. You know how much dating them would mean to me.”

“Dating them? You think that’s all they’d do? They would do so much more, and your whole life would change. That’s something I can guarantee.”

One thing I’d always found curious about Lillian was that she always wore pants. It didn’t matter where she was, the temperature of the air, what season it was – she was always wearing pants. And very baggy pants at that.

I wondered if she was hiding something? But then again, I didn’t want to pretend she was. Didn’t want her thinking that sort of thing about me – that I had a little prejudice against pants or something just as ridiculous. I didn’t. I was just thinking too much.

She stood up and dusted off her pants.

“Well, gotta go now, but you go have fun with them.”

And just like that, she left me before I could as much as ask her what she’d meant by those words. I turned to the right again, thinking I was going to enjoy the last minutes of the game, but that was when I noticed those gorgeous women marching to me.

And it was all of them. None were missing. All ten of them, and I couldn’t help but think back to a rumor I’d heard before.

A rumor that involved them and some kind of transformation. I’d always dreamed of one day having a cock and balls, so I wondered if it was true. Part of me hoped it was, but the other part – the louder one – kept telling me it couldn’t be. It couldn’t be true. I was just fooling myself that it could be done.

They halted in front of me, behind me, and at my sides too. All ten of the basketball players, sweat layering on their stunning bodies. They weren’t muscular or anything of the sort, but they were fit. Seeing them in front of this was enough to make my nipples harden.

And I thought what it would be like if it was true, that they sported pricks underneath their pants and weren’t too shy of showing them to the right people. I just wondered if I was one of those. One of the women they would like to show them to.

“Hey…” I said, breaking the intense and awkward silence.

“Hey there yourself, little lady.”

Little lady? That sounded odd, but I wasn’t going to think too much about it. Doing so wouldn’t do me any good.

Their lust for me was almost palpable, and I couldn’t help but feel my heart skipping a beat. If they were here, surrounding me – and they were – then it meant this was going to take a direction I didn’t know I was ready for.

I gulped.

Something was going on here, and I needed to find out what it was before it was too late.

“I’m sorry if watching you for weeks on end has made you feel uncomfortable…”

The one in front of me, whose name was Krystal, guffawed and approached me. She was so close to me now the smell of her sweat was coming through my nostrils. And I couldn’t help but feel like sticking my hand between her legs and playing with her pussy.

But if she was the kind of people some thought she was – a futa – then she might not have that. Imagine a woman without a cunt. That would be funny, but then again, I guessed I was being a little ignorant about that.

This was taking a turn toward a destination I never thought possible. We talked some more, and then they mentioned something about a big revelation. They were going to take me elsewhere now, and I didn’t know what was going to happen.

All I knew was that this was my choice.


Chapter 2

They offered me something wild. It was the holiday season, the end of the year, and it was a period like no other. Snow was falling from the sky. The snowflakes were painting the roads and the rest of the background white. Taking me here, the basketball players were making it seem we were going to do it now.

I gulped.

A pair of their hands groped me, and then another put the blindfold on me. I couldn’t see anything, but I was afraid and excited at the same time. Excited that it was finally going to happen. I didn’t know if they were the women I’d been looking for his whole time, but they were making it seem they were.

Another pair of hands then tethered me to chains. They’d taken off my clothes before coming here. More like they got ripped off me, but that was a story for another time. The chilly air inside their basement room reminded me I was still right here with them and that this was going to take a turn I’d never considered possible before.

A turn that meant giving myself fully for these women.

All naked and tied right now, chained, I knew they had a couple of things to say to me. They all did. All these women were wondering if I was ready to do it with them, or if I was still nothing more than a gal that thought she knew better than what her mind had been warning her about this whole time.

You are not going to walk out of this as the same woman.

I shivered as their hands groped me, some of them giggling in absolute delight.

“She’s so sweet.”

“It’s kind of a pity we are going to take our turns with her. She’s never going to be the same.”

“I know, right? And she looks so innocent too, like she can’t even suspect the kind of thing we are hiding from her.”

And what kind of thing was that? Were they ready to show me what they could be packing underneath their pants? I was soon going to find the answer to that.

A rustling noise filled the basement. They were taking off their clothes, and I could still feel the smell of their sweat coming right to me. They were going to make me do it. I didn’t know if they had pricks and nuts too, but the thought of pleasing their mounds was already more than enough to make me wet again.

Wet and soaked through. I was going to need a change of panties as soon as we were done here.

“Are we going to gag her now?” One of them asked.

“No, I don’t want to do that. I want her licking our pussies.”

“Oh fuck, you are making me wet already, and we still haven’t done anything special.”

“Just control your temptations for now. We are going to respect the order, and that’s how it should be.”

“Right, right. I never suggested we shouldn’t do it. I’m just shocked is all.”

“Shocked? By what?”

“Shhhh. Less talking, more sex, guys,” one of them said, and I thought her voice was kind of familiar. But that couldn’t be right. I knew these women from a distance, not from up-close. I wasn’t supposed to know what they sounded like, but that voice… could it be?

Nah. I was just imagining things.

“I’m going to be the first one.”

“Ahhh, come on.”

“Don’t even begin. I am the one that found her and proposed this first. I should be the first to make her do it.”

They all grumbled, mumbling things I couldn’t quite make out.

There were a sneer and the sound of feet approaching me. Though I couldn’t see anything, I still felt something getting really close to my face. Something round and rather big. What it was, I didn’t know, but I was soon going to find out.

“Lick it, bitch,” she ordered.

I had no choice. I stuck my tongue out and began to lick her folds. That’s what they were. Her cunt. Her pussy, and it was one of the most delicious things I’d ever experienced in my life. I couldn’t stop doing it. Just licking and licking, sometimes even rubbing my tongue against it.

It was like a dream of mine coming true, and I couldn’t help but wonder if there was a chance it could be made to happen again.

Only if I did it right and they thought I was a woman worth their trouble.

“Fuuuuck, that’s really so good,” she said when I thought she was going to cum right on my face. But she didn’t. Her feet moved away from me, and when I thought I was going to get some seconds to catch my breath, another stood right before me, taking her place.

“Do the same you did for her, or else you are going to get punished.”

Shyness overtook me. I couldn’t feel like saying anything to them. I felt that if I did that, something terrible would occur. It was better to keep my lips sealed.

I put my tongue out and started to lick her mound too, focusing on the right spots. She couldn’t help but moan, the sound filling the entirety of the basement. But other than that, there was silence in the environment, as if all the other basketball players were watching this with the utmost attention – almost finding it impossible to take their eyes off it.

“Jesus, she’s really good,” she said just when I thought it was going to last long enough to make her reach her climax. But again, I was left disappointed. Disappointed and thinking that, in truth, I wasn’t good enough to make them orgasm.

And I needed that so fucking much.


Chapter 3

There was then another basketball player standing right in front of me, and then another and another. By the time I was done pleasing all of their twats, I was panting. Sweat covered my whole body, and I almost couldn’t even feel my tongue anymore. They took their time with me, and if there was a limit to how many people I could have sex with at the same time, then it was ten.

I couldn’t imagine what it would be like if one more joined up. It wouldn’t be pretty, that much I knew.

“She’s all tied up, but I think she needs something more.”

“What kind of thing?”

“How about spanking her?”

“With the flogger?”

There was a moment of silence. The other women probably nodded in agreement.

“I’m sure she’s going to like it. Her body seems to be begging for it.”

And I knew I was, though part of me was telling me that doing that was going to leave some memories I was never going to forget. Pain and pleasure most of the time walked together, but when done wrong… then it just wasn’t good. I didn’t want to assume that of them, but without doing it for the first time, I wasn’t going to know that for sure.

“Then, go grab the flogger. We’ll all be waiting here for you.”

“And you are sure you are not going to fuck her before I have the chance to do it?”

“It’s fine. Don’t worry about it. We’re all going to be waiting for you.”

No one giggled, but I could tell it wasn’t going to be that easy.

She took off and one of them padded to me, halting in front of me when she was close enough.

“Do you know we are not like all the others? That we have to hide from the world?”

She was talking to me and I didn’t know how to answer her. And then-

Jesus fuck. That was a hard slap.

“Talk to me, bitch. I asked you a question.”

A tear rolled down my cheek.

“I don’t know anything, Mistress.”

“Mistress? You are already all submissive and so willing. No wonder you are, though. You are of a woman without a proper personality. You are weak.”

“Yes, Mistress. I’m weak and you are strong.”

She chuckled. “Thanks for stating the obvious.”

“It’s no problem, Mistress. I’m just saying the truth.”

“Oh, I know that.” She took a deep breath. “Do you want to know a little bit more about me?”

“W-what do you mean?”

And just on cue, she pressed something rather round and hard against my lips.

“It’s been waiting this whole time to get some good head, and I think you are the right candidate for that.”

“Oh, Mistress!” I squealed.

So the whole thing was true. All the rumors. Everything. It was all true and this woman right here was more than willing to share with me her big, throbbing cock. A bead of her pre-cum touched my lips, and I couldn’t help but stick my tongue out and lick it.

Delicious.

“I need more of it.”

“Oh, but you are going to get it, but first you need to promise me something.”

“Anything.”

“Promise me you are not going to tell Lillian anything about this.”

Lillian? I thought that was her voice, but never thought she was the last one. The eleventh futa. I must have counted them wrong while having sex, pleasing their mounds. My mind was such a haze then I didn’t concern myself with getting all the facts straight.

So I could please more than ten women at the same time without dying. Interesting. I needed to do it one more time.

“So, open that mouth.”

“With pleasure,” I said, doing just so as she slid it right in. One inch at a time, she filled my mouth and my throat. If Lillian was going to find out about this or not, I didn’t know, but the feeling of being stuffed was like no other. I needed so much more of this, and if I did this right, they were going to ask me to come here again.

She slid it all in, and some of the futas behind her gasped in surprise. I felt proud of myself. They didn’t think it was possible. This whole time, they underestimated me. Thought I was nothing more than a gal not worth their attention.

But they’d been wrong, and I was showing that to them.

It didn’t take her long to pull out, though, annoyance surging through my heart. She must have noticed that because as soon as she took her meat out, she caressed my head.

“Don’t worry about it. We are going to do something much nicer with you now.”

And I knew they were going to, for Lillian had just come back. They’d taken their clothes off when they came here, so it didn’t matter Krystal had her prick pointing to me. Pointing to me as another bead of her pre-cum stood at the slit, teasing me with the notion of getting me pregnant. I wondered what would happen if they did it. Would I really, truly get pregnant, or would something wilder come to pass?

“I’m back. Wow, something happened while I was gone.”

Krystal said in an instant, “Nothing happened. You are just imagining things.”

“Right,” she said before walking and standing behind me.

“Offer me that ass. Show more of it to me. I need it, or else I’ll be flogging your cheeks instead.”

And I did, lifting my butt that bit more and offering all of it she needed. She took one good look at it before bringing the flogger down, making me wince. It happened again, and then again and again until I felt like I was close to dying.

When she was finished, she propped my chin on her hand.

“This is still far from over.”


Chapter 4

And I knew she was telling me the truth. The moment she made that clear, my heart sped up. It was galloping like a horse now, and I couldn’t help but feel fear clouding my vision when they took me from their basement.

“I’m tired of doing this in the dark.”

I knew they were, but I didn’t think they were going to take me here, of all places. The middle of the college’s campus, where everybody could see us. And it wasn’t dark anymore. Thanks to the light seeping through the blindfold, I could see the silhouettes of their bodies.

And they were all packing. Their monster cocks looked almost too big for me. ‘Almost’ was the right word to be employed here. Even though fear was striking my heart, making me question if it was really okay to be submitting myself to them like this, I knew I wouldn’t have this any other way.

“We should start by teaching this bitch her proper place, that she’s below us.”

“Agreed.”

There was then a slap. It was hard, but instead of making me feel like I was being mistreated, it told me I was desired and wanted.

“Please, more of it, Mistress.”

“Really? Then that you are going to get,” one of them said – and I think it was Lillian – before slapping my cheeks so many times I felt them getting sore. But it was a good kind of feeling. I needed more of that. So much more I thought I wouldn’t be able to live without it the rest of my life.

“Now, on for the final act,” Lillian said before pushing me against the ground and shoving my legs wide open.

Oh fuck, she was going to penetrate me right in front of all the professors and students. This was going to be a moment like no other, and I could already feel the kind of thing this was tormenting my mind with.

I wasn’t going to come back from this as the same woman. No way. That wasn’t going to happen. There was no chance.

She slid in until her balls were touching my skin – and she had balls, which was the kind of thing I hadn’t considered possible before. Was she really going to cream inside me with them? Was she going to make me pregnant with her heirs?

I needed that so fucking much.

“Gotta teach this bitch she’s nothing.”

“Yes, Mistress. I’m nothing. Put me back in my place.”

“Heh. That I can do, whore,” she said, huffing while she pounded hard and true inside me.

It didn’t take her long to cum, my exposed spine rubbing and rubbing against the hard cement of the floor. Pain flooded all my senses, but I was still feeling it. Still feeling the kind of pleasure she was making me feel. She was cumming so much inside me she was flooding my tunnel, and that’s the sort of eventuality that never took place before in my life.

When she was finished, she was panting too, but something on her face told me she could keep going. But she stepped aside and told one of her friends to take her place. This was going to be wild, and I could already feel my pussy throbbing in delight.

I flicked my tongue as another futa eased herself in. It didn’t take her long to bury herself until her balls were the last thing she could see. One hard thrust after the other, she made love with me. Love and fuck. I didn’t need anything else to make my life feel complete. It already was.

She pulled out and purred against my ear, “Do you think you need something more? Do you need me to come to your place for a private night with you?”

“Yes, Mistress. Come to my house and make me like one of you.”

“Well, to make you one of us you are going to have to take all of our load inside you. It’s the only way to make it happen. Otherwise, the side effects would be pretty bad.”

“I don’t care. Just continue branding me. Make me pregnant.”

She kissed my bottom lip.

“You are not going to get pregnant, but I think you are going to become one of us. A futa. You are going to have a prick that could make even porn actors envious of you.”

One of her friends took her place in an instant. Once again, I didn’t have enough time to catch my breath, but that didn’t worry me. If anything, it made me feel like repeating this one more time, and then again and again. And deep in my mind, I knew that was going to happen.

By the time they were all done with me, their milk was leaking out of my pussy. My lungs were begging for more air, but I still had enough power to keep going. And that I did, taking another cock into my mouth, and then another and another until they were all creaming inside that hole too.

It didn’t take much longer for them to ravage and destroy my asshole, making the world spiral around me. When they were done, they took the blindfold off me, allowing me to see the number of people that surrounded us.

They couldn’t believe that there existed women with dicks, but most of all, the fact I’d managed to survive their onslaught shocked them. I knew what they were thinking. She’s probably not even human!

The futas then took me out of there, dragging me on the hard ground. It didn’t matter to me much what happened from now on. All I cared about was becoming more like them. Or become exactly like them.

I was going to be futa Mary.

The End

Don’t go just yet…

Sign-up to my Mailing List and read “Subduing the Woman of the House” for free! Check “Free Story” on the next page for a sneak peek. Also, if you enjoyed the story, consider leaving your review. It really helps me a bunch!

You can read the first story of this series here:  Christmas Bet Gone Wild: A Futas on Female Ganging Story


Free Story

Subduing the Woman of the House: Her Last Sigh

Claim it HERE.

Felicia had found and rescued Phil. He had no idea what kind of woman she was when that happened, but over time, he found himself with a huge crush for her. Whenever she was doing the dishes or any other housework, Phil would be behind her checking every inch and detail of her body.

Felicia would have to submit to him one day, that he swore. Phil wanted to ease his member between her lips, pound her cherry with it until she screamed for more, spurt his loads of man juice inside her mouth and make her his.

She will have to kneel in front of him, that old lady…
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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…
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