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Teaser

“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…”
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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 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:

Rite of Passage: A Fertile Futa on Female Story

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

Open Up: A Futa on Female Story

Satiating the Futa: A Futa on Female Story

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

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
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