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    Teaser 
 
    “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…” 
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    Chapter 1 
 
      
 
    The Woman Who I Could Never Touch 
 
      
 
   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 
 
      
 
    An Abrupt Revelation 
 
      
 
   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 
 
      
 
    Claiming Mary 
 
      
 
   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... 
 
    Don’t go just yet… 
 
      
 
    Sign-up to my Mailing List and read “Subduing the Woman of the House” for free! Check “Free Story” on the next page for a sneak peek. 
 
  
 
  
   
    
    Free Story 
 
      
 
    Subduing the Woman of the House: Her Last Sigh 
 
      
 
    Felicia had found and rescued Phil. He had no idea what kind of woman she was when that happened, but over time, he found himself with a huge crush for her. Whenever she was doing the dishes or any other housework, Phil would be behind her checking every inch and detail of her body. 
 
      
 
    Felicia would have to submit to him one day, that he swore. Phil wanted to ease his member between her lips, pound her cherry with it until she screamed for more, spurt his loads of man juice inside her mouth and make her his. 
 
      
 
    She will have to kneel in front of him, that old lady… 
 
  
 
  
   
    
    A Futa Bundle To Shake Your Core 
 
      
 
    Surrounded by Futas MEGA Bundle: 20 Bedtime Futa Stories 
 
      
 
    http://mybook.to/surrounded_futas 
 
      
 
    20 filthy bedtime stories to satiate your futa desires! This collection contains all of my futa work so far, so get this one if you don’t want to miss anything! Each story is like traveling to a whole new world where women are so much more. They have so much to take from their females and males alike... 
 
      
 
    Once a futa has her eyes set on her poor, vulnerable prey, there’s nothing that can stop her. One after the other, futas take and don’t usually give. A male or female has to be very resistant to face a futa and then walk back to their normal lives. 
 
      
 
    A saying goes that, if a futa finds you when she is very hungry, you either run, or you give yourself fully for her… 
 
      
 
    There is no middle term. 
 
  
 
  
   
    Captured by Futas Bundle: 7 Futa on Female Taboo Stories 
 
      
 
    http://mybook.to/captured_futas_bundle 
 
      
 
    7 Futa on Female taboo stories! This bundle is filled with first times, backdoor stuffing, submission and domination scenes, and of course, also big bulging futas showing who’s boss. This collection is intended for mature audiences only and all the characters are adults. 
 
      
 
    The stories in this bundle are not for those weak of the heart. You have been warned. 
 
      
 
    A woman never knows when she might be visited by a needy futa boss... 
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