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    Teaser 
 
    “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…” 
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    Chapter 1 
 
      
 
    The Women in the Bus 
 
      
 
   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 
 
      
 
    Understanding Reflections 
 
      
 
   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 
 
      
 
    Back Home 
 
      
 
   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… 
 
      
 
    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… 
 
  
 
  
   
    
    Futa Bundles 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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