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    Teaser 
 
    ““She’s cute too,” the same voice in front of me said, and she was so near me now. I could open my eyes and find out who she was, but then, what would be the fun in that? The thrill of discovering a secret was as good, if not better than the thing itself. 
 
      
 
    I sucked air in through my nostrils, dreaming about the eyes of a woman feasting on me right now, and that was pretty much what was going on in this building. And here I thought I was a men’s woman. Never thought I would, one day, find myself in a position of lesbianism…” 
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    Chapter 1 
 
      
 
   The building stood like a cemetery in front of me, or a mausoleum. A huge, deafening, silent and terrifying place to be, and yet, here I was. All because of one thing I didn’t think was true at all. I always joked about the existence of this place, their supposed rite of passage, and what going through it would do to me. 
 
      
 
    Someone nudged me on the shoulder, and I stepped into the building. It had no doors. The inside was dark, and only the light of the blue moon snuck through the main opening. The place was cold. I wore nothing more than my underwear, a shirt that revealed my belly and a pair of jean shorts that allowed men with wicked eyes to feast on my thighs. 
 
      
 
    The same woman who nudged me on the shoulder stood behind the always-open doorway, her frame imposing as always. I should never have talked to her when she mentioned this place, a woman with balls and dick, and the treasure that I would have after going through their rite of passage. 
 
      
 
    The silence grew thick and deafening. This felt so humiliating. The building was huge and made me feel shivers down my spine. I had to do it, right? I came here to do this and I said I would. I signed no contracts, but still, it was either this or returning to the boredom of my life. 
 
      
 
    I put my fingers underneath the hem of my shirt, pulled it up, over my head, and then let it drop to the floor. It sounded like a boulder fell off a cliff. I felt the cold air of the place licking my newly exposed skin, and shivered. 
 
      
 
    I could feel not only the presence of someone in here, inside this building, but also of many. I wasn’t alone. Never had been during this whole trip, and this place wasn’t located close to the city. This locale was in the mountains, always covered by a thick fog, and away from the eyes of everyone. 
 
      
 
    “Come on. Don’t take too long,” the woman behind me growled, and I obeyed her. 
 
      
 
    I felt my palms sweating when I put my fingers underneath the waistband of my shorts and tugged them down. They fell to my ankles, allowing me to step out of them. I thought about kicking them away from me, but what would be the point? These people were already humiliating me too much. 
 
      
 
    I felt the cold air slapping my newly exposed skin, making me hug myself. There was more that needed to be done. The rite of passage was far from over. 
 
      
 
    I blew air out through my nostrils, and unhooked my bra. Were these people taking pictures of me using night-vision cameras? I would imagine so. They said my face wouldn’t be shown to anyone, other than the people here who paid for this privileged access. I had to believe them… right? 
 
      
 
    The bra fell on the floor with another too-loud thud. The cold air kissed my breasts and nipples. I felt my heart racing and thought about what more they would ask of me here. Would I be forced to kiss someone’s filthy toe? Lick their assholes so that I could have the chance to witness the woman with masculine parts? 
 
      
 
    I looked around, finding nothing but the heavy darkness, and tugged down my pair of panties. They were of the lacy type, and what a random fact to notice right now that was. Maybe the thought crossed my mind because the laces of the underwear were the only things I could see perfectly in the dark. 
 
      
 
    I stepped out of my panties and felt the cold air rushing to touch my skin. This time, I wore nothing, and it had everything of me for itself. I was the air’s plaything now, and it seemed pretty intent on burning that thought in my mind. 
 
      
 
    The woman behind me said, “on your knees, and head tilted down.” 
 
      
 
    I thought about disobeying her and getting away from here, and despite that being very much possible, I didn’t want to. I wasn’t worried about possible consequences; I just wanted to find out if their supposed secret was real or not. 
 
      
 
    Slowly, I got on my knees and tilted my head down. This was so humiliating. I was the director of operations in Sunville, and this was no place for me. But… there was something exciting about letting go, even for a few hours, of all the things that bound me to the real world, right? It could be too chaotic sometimes, and when would I ever have the chance to do something like this again? 
 
      
 
    “She’s good, and beautiful,” I heard someone speaking not behind me this time, but in front of me. 
 
      
 
    It was a woman, and considering the tone of her voice, she wasn’t any kind of woman. That one was special, and a question arose in my mind. Was she the one? The one watching me doing all this, humiliating me for her pleasure, and playing with my thoughts because I couldn’t ignore a secret like the one that supposedly resided here? 
 
      
 
    I had no idea, but I was going to find the truth behind her presence one way or another. 
 
      
 
    “Close your eyes,” the woman behind me said this time, and I did. 
 
      
 
    I heard approaching footsteps. Someone was coming to me. Who? I had no idea, but once again, I grew certain I would soon find out. 
 
      
 
    “She’s cute too,” the same voice in front of me said, and she was so near me now. I could open my eyes and find out who she was, but then, what would be the fun in that? The thrill of discovering a secret was as good, if not better than the thing itself. 
 
      
 
    I sucked air in through my nostrils, dreaming about the eyes of a woman feasting on me right now, and that was pretty much what was going on in this building. And here I thought I was a men’s woman. Never thought I would, one day, find myself in a position of lesbianism. 
 
  
 
  
   
    
    Chapter 2 
 
      
 
   Don’t turn on the lights was what the woman near me told the other by the entrance. Don’t turn on the lights. The message alone sent shivers down my spine. I had no idea there was electricity in this place. Maybe it was some kind of church when it wasn’t being used for this kind of thing… 
 
      
 
    Nevertheless, that thought was of no importance to me right now. I needed to focus on the present, and at this moment, there wasn’t only a woman near me, but many. Some were still in what I could the stands, and I could hear their chatter among themselves. They were loving the fact they put me in this position. 
 
      
 
    A position of humiliation, where they could do anything, and I couldn’t complain. 
 
      
 
    A hand slid across my back, down to my butt, and parted my cheeks. The hand was warm and made me wish it wouldn’t withdraw. But it did, much to my disappointment. I thought about asking it to come back, but then I remembered I was already being humiliated enough. 
 
      
 
    All this for the slight chance of getting through their rite to see the woman with a dick and testicles. 
 
      
 
    “I’m going to start it,” the woman said before the sound of something rubbery caught the attention of my ears. I was all naked and she had in her hand an object made of rubber. What else could it be, other than…? 
 
      
 
    But I had very little time to think about that. One moment I was doing just so, and the next, the hand was partying my cheeks again and forcing something into my butthole. There was no lube or any mention of it for that matter. Just straight up sticking and forcing in a fucking dildo. 
 
      
 
    And it felt thick and long. It was maybe the biggest one I had experienced my whole life, and being a middle-aged woman, that was saying something. 
 
      
 
    I moaned and people all around me giggled. Even the imposing, a foot-taller-than-me woman giggled, humiliating me even more. I thought about jumping and bolting away from here. I thought about doing that and punching all the idiots who put me in this position, but then, once more, why would I put the strength of my word in jeopardy? 
 
      
 
    I knew that, if something of that sort were to happen, my whole reputation would be ruined. They said this place was reserved and that there was no way the events happening here could get through their veil of silence, but did I believe that? No. It was bullshit. If I complained or as much as said something they didn’t like, I was screwed. 
 
      
 
    She pushed the dildo all the way in, and I found myself questioning if it was black or white. Hmm, my preference was black. Very black, like coal, and that thought alone was enough to make me water my mouth. If this didn’t change and we didn’t do something different, I would certainly begin to drool in front of them. 
 
      
 
    When she removed her hand, leaving the dildo in my anus, I moaned. Everyone laughed. Man, this was beginning to get ridiculous. What more did they have for me now? I should be done with this soon, right? 
 
      
 
    But then, when she walked and stopped in front of me, I knew it was far from over. Fingers undid a zipper, and then, pants fell. Oh shit, was she going to show me her cock and that she was their secret all along? I thought I would have to wait a bit more before getting to the best part of their rite. 
 
      
 
    “Ahhh,” she uttered moments before a hot liquid began to pour on my face. That smell. It was urine. She was peeing on me. My hair was getting soaked. 
 
      
 
    What the fuck? It was one thing enduring being naked in front of people I didn’t know, and another to have a woman peeing on me. 
 
      
 
    I stood up in a flash, ready to slap the face of the woman who was peeing me. She was right in front of me. I saw her nose, the lines of her eyeballs, of her face, and was going to bring my hand to slap her cheek when, all of a sudden, everything turned white. 
 
      
 
    I closed my eyes and covered them with my hand. Someone turned on the lights. I calmed down and breathed while I slowly rolled up my eyelids. The whiteness was gone, now replaced by the stands almost like I imagined them, and people were sitting on them as masks covered their faces. Considering what they looked like and the shortness of the time I had to make this conclusion, I learned they were no peasants, but people rich enough to be here in the middle of the night without having to worry about anything. 
 
      
 
    Shit. What did I find myself into? 
 
  
 
  
   
    
    Chapter 3 
 
      
 
   I took one good look at her. It was a woman, and glancing down, I found her cock and balls. Vagina and everything else too. She was the woman who they talked about so much since I came here, and before then too. She was the reason why I subjugated myself to this humiliation. But, no more. The urination part was too much. 
 
      
 
    She opened a devilish smile, and it was then I recognized who she was. My secretary. Well, no point hiding what I was thinking about right now. “You are fired,” I growled. 
 
      
 
    I thought she was going to say she was sorry, but how much stupider could I have been to believe that? Her smile only grew more devilish upon hearing my words. 
 
      
 
    “I don’t care. You came here for me, didn’t you? Well, now it’s time to suck me off. And make it quick. I don’t have much time for you.” 
 
      
 
    The stinging humiliation and that mocking look on her face. She knew what she was doing all along, and she was enjoying this. All those people with masks on their faces, of many kinds, from rabbits to lions, were eyewitnesses to the events transpiring in here. 
 
      
 
    “I’m not doing anything,” I said the moment a terrifying thought burned through my mind. 
 
      
 
    This was all being recorded, and the only thing I could do to save not only my life, but my whole career, was to subjugate myself even more to her. And she must have noticed the reaction on my face because her smile grew wider and more wicked in an instant. 
 
      
 
    That wasn’t the smile of a human being, but of a woman willing to do anything to get things her way. I should never have trusted her. 
 
      
 
    My knees weakened, and in an instant, I got down on them. Her cock was already hard and a bead of pre-cum was running down her length. I took in the sight of her balls. Shaved, hanging low and appearing to look laden with her milk. Once again, I questioned myself why I was doing this, and if I was willing to continue this. 
 
      
 
    And I was. 
 
      
 
    Like the most pathetic thing in this world, I closed my eyes and opened my mouth. The odor of her perfume invaded my lungs, and something else came with it. The odor of her essence, what made her this weird combination of man and woman, and despite the strangeness of that, my heart pounded more strongly. 
 
      
 
    This was everything I needed to rekindle the fire of my life. No wonder I was putting myself in this position. All willing, and if I thought about complaining before, it was nothing more than a ruse. 
 
      
 
    I slowly wrapped my lips around her gland while the thickness of her dildo continued to make its presence known in between my legs. I had almost forgotten about it. It had been there for so long now I grew used to it. 
 
      
 
    I felt the heaviness of her balls with my hands. They were so laden with her milk, and for a moment, I wondered if she could make me pregnant. That would be even more humiliating than all this, but to be honest with myself, I was past caring about something of the sort. 
 
      
 
    I sucked and played with her cock greedily. The secretary moaned. I guessed it would be humiliating to tell her now that I didn’t even remember her name. But then I also considered that she would probably use the recorded footage of this to expose me to the most important politicians in the country. 
 
      
 
    Definitely not something I was willing to do. 
 
      
 
    I continued sucking her off, making her moan. I could hear soft sounds coming from the stands, and I imagined all those rich fuckers were now masturbating themselves while they watched this weird thing going on inside this old building. 
 
      
 
    And her moans were making me feel horny too. Like a burning desire that just couldn’t be satiated. As the seconds progressed, I soon found myself rubbing my clit. I needed this. It was the one thing that made me endure this humiliation. I had always needed to suck off a cock as clean, huge and powerful as this one. 
 
      
 
    Just when I thought about withdrawing my mouth, she grabbed my hair and shoved it down, the cock going through the initial resistance of my throat, and then beyond it. Tears welled up my eyes while my esophagus burned like a bonfire. 
 
      
 
    I thought she was going to keep me like this. She was moaning so much, after all, and everyone in the stands was now moaning and making some other sex sounds while they climaxed, but then she pulled my head, shoved it down, and repeated the process ad aeternum. 
 
      
 
    I felt like I was dying. I was going to cry, beg for someone’s help, scream and slap my arms in all possible directions when, all of sudden, the secretary pulled my head all the way out and let me topple backside-first on the ground under the building. It was so old it didn’t even have a floor. 
 
      
 
    My chest heaved. I looked lazily at her, not believing her ravaging of my mouth devoured me so much. I had no more power to go on with this. 
 
      
 
    I thought she was done and that she was going to take some pity on me, but then, she grabbed my thighs and pulled me to her. A second later, all I had was a glimpse of her devilish smile before her cock thrust all the way inside my wet pussy. 
 
      
 
    I had been growing wet this whole time. Damp for her. I guessed it made sense she would be doing this now. 
 
      
 
    She pulled and pushed me using her hands, my pussy clenching tightly around her dick. It was massive, and even more so than the black dildo still stuck inside my anus. While my body moved like a rag doll after a car crashed against it in a GTA game, I felt like the luckiest woman in the world. 
 
      
 
    My body then rocked when a wave of orgasm cut through it. It was powerful enough to make me moan louder than I ever did in my life. My lungs hurt once it was over. 
 
      
 
    The secretary’s grip on my thighs eased as she removed her hands, letting the rest of my body drop on the floor with a soft thumping sound. I had one last look at her before the events that just happened stormed through my mind like the Mjolnir, making the world around me go black in a flash. 
 
      
 
    And when I later woke up, I was in my bedroom, and my life from then on was never the same again. 
 
      
 
    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 from Me 
 
      
 
    Surrounded by Futas MEGA Bundle: 20 Bedtime Futa Stories 
 
      
 
    http://mybook.to/surrounded_futas 
 
      
 
    20 filthy bedtime stories to satiate your futa desires! This collection contains all of my futa work so far, so get this one if you don’t want to miss anything! Each story is like traveling to a whole new world where women are so much more. They have so much to take from their females and males alike... 
 
      
 
    Once a futa has her eyes set on her poor, vulnerable prey, there’s nothing that can stop her. One after the other, futas take and don’t usually give. A male or female has to be very resistant to face a futa and then walk back to their normal lives. 
 
      
 
    A saying goes that, if a futa finds you when she is very hungry, you either run, or you give yourself fully for her… 
 
      
 
    And even more stories: 
 
      
 
    Stretched in the Bus: Shared by Hungry Futas 
 
    You're so Tight: A Fertile Futa on Female Story 
 
    Back Door, Open: A Taboo Futa on Female Story 
 
    Captured by Futas Bundle: 7 Futa on Female Taboo Stories 
 
    Dominating her Backdoor: Fertile Futa on Female First Time 
 
    Drilling her Backdoor: A Fertile First Time Futa on Female Story 
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    Put it Where?: A Gender Swap Futa Story 
 
    Obey the Futa: A First Time Fertile Futa on Female Story 
 
    Fertile Tight Fit: A Futa on Female Steamy Story 
 
    Tight Sissies Bundle: 6 Filthy Feminization Stories 
 
    Sissy Curves: A Taboo Feminization Story 
 
    Once a Sissy, Always a Sissy: A Filthy Feminization Story 
 
    Sissy Backdoor: A Rough Submission Feminization Story 
 
    My Little Doll: From Man to Sissy 
 
    Looting the Backdoor: A Ganging First Time Story 
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