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Beautiful Anne


In my experience, the highest form of arousal comes from being on your knees in front of a beautiful futa. Seeing her standing high above you with a look of dominance in her eyes and an evil smile that just lets you know that you are beneath her. That’s how I like to live my life, and that’s one of the reasons I pursued Anne for so long. She was not advertising the fact that she was a futa goddess, but I could just see it in her eyes, but also in her pants.

Anne was a beautiful Hispanic woman that stood nearly as tall as I, and when she walked her hips swayed so much it felt that they were talking to you and telling to crawl behind her and sniff her lovely butt. As a natural submissive male, I can not help but have these dirty thoughts when I see a beautiful woman, and the desire I feel is compounded when I suspect the woman is a futa. Despite her beauty, Anne was shy. I knew exactly why. All of these guys would hit on her and she would have to turn them down. She knew that they would get upset and possibly insult her if they found out the truth about her body. I was willing to accept her for who she was. Communicating my knowledge of her futa status was an important step in getting my opportunity to bow to her greatness.

Anne was browsing inside of a department store when I first saw her. I was lost inside the store and ended up in the women’s section, and I spotted her browsing lingerie. She caught my eye and I immediately started to imagine her wearing some of the items that she was looking at. The trouble was, of course, approaching her in such a strange environment. The only reason for a guy to be browsing around that section would be if he was with his partner and she took him shopping. I walked past the lingerie section and stopped somewhere where it would not be terribly weird for me to stand on my own and I thought of a plan. I could wait and see where she went, but that seemed risky. She could easily disappear somewhere, and I would lose my chance. I decided that the best move was to simply approach her and forget about how she or others would think of me. If she rejected me it was okay. There are a lot of beautiful women hanging out in the mall.

“Hello,” I said as I walked straight up to her. “How are you doing? I’m Ron.”

“Oh, umm hi,” she said as she set down a set of bra and underwear. She looked slightly embarrassed, but she didn’t yell at me or anything. “I’m Anne.” I noticed right away that she was a foreigner because of her accent.

The conversation went surprisingly well. After asking, she revealed to me that she was from Brazil and that this was her first time in the United States. Her English ability was rather good, and I complimented her several times on it. She seemed to really like me, but during our conversation I noticed that something was different about her. I could see a slight discomfort as she realized that I was hitting on her. It wasn’t because she didn’t like me, but because she had something that always got in the way of her and the opposite sex.

“How long are you in the states?” I asked as I tried to figure out what it was that was making me feel like she was different.

“I’m only going to be here for another fifteen days.” She said with a somber tone. Her hand cupped her crotch for some reason and she had a sad facial expression. I figured it could be because she liked me, but when she told me she was working with such a short time frame there was little possibility of starting a regular relationship.

“I want to hang out with you before you leave,” I said as I realized that I had to act fast. I wanted to at least give it a shot. “Give me your phone number.” I said as I handed her my phone with a new contact opened up.

Without hesitation, Anne gave me her number. She handed me the phone back and told me that she was going to continue shopping. I let her know that I planned on giving her a call later that night. As I walked away, I ended up looking back and she was back to looking through the products. I kept my eyes focussed on her ample ass. It was a sight to see, and I found it hard to look away. Eventually, she turned to the side and I caught a glimpse of what appeared to be a bulge.

“Maybe that’s what it was,” I said to myself as I started to walk away when it looked like she was about to look in my direction. “That could have been it.”

As I tried to get away to avoid her from seeing me pathetically stare, I realized that I failed to buy what I was looking for. For some reason, I decided to get it in another store that was inside of the mall as my mind kept showing me the image I saw of her bulge. If she was a futa as I expected it could explain the vibe I picked up when talking to her.

The mall was full of beautiful woman, and I enjoyed window shopping while I got what I needed. The thing is, I had lost all desire to approach anyone else which was strange for me. Typically, I would take advantage of being around so many beautiful women that I would start conversations with several just to increase my odds. Anne was the only thing on my mind, and I was willing to throw all of my eggs into the one basket. It just felt right.

When I got home it took all of my willpower to not try and get in contact with Anne. I have always struggled with what others call the “three day rule” when it comes to translating a phone number into a date. Due to the time constraints it did not seem like a wise idea to play games trying to look hard to get, so I decided that I would give her a call the following morning.

I laid in bed and struggled to fall asleep even though the lights were off and my eyes were closed. Anne’s beautiful ass and her potential futa-cock kept my mind constantly moving and thinking of scenarios where she had me on my hands and knees while she dominated me. Her accent only made her sexier in my mind, and I could hear her voice ringing in my head even though the room was silent. It didn’t feel like a possibility, but I wondered if she was thinking about me too.
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Trying to focus on her instead of her ass


It was around lunch time when I finally picked up my phone to call Anne. That feeling of anxiety as you wait to see if the woman will pick up the phone never seems to go away. Within the four rings that it took for her to answer my call I had already gone through five or six different ways of trying to set up a date with her. I was never the most smooth guy, but I did have the ability to pursue and I had learned early on that most of the struggle was getting yourself out there. In other words, if you don’t talk to women then you will seldom have the opportunity to be on your knees as they press their butt against your face.

“Anne!” I said when she picked up the phone. “It’s Ron.

“Hi Ron,” she said. It was a good sign that she remembered who I was. There was always that chance that she would have completely forgotten me considering how beautiful she was.

“I want to take you to lunch today,” I said with the hopes that expressing my wants would come across as me being at least partially confident in myself.

“Okay,” she said with some enthusiasm. “What time?”

I told her that I was looking to pick her up soon and she agreed without me having to change my plans around. I got the address to her hotel and I told her that I would be on my way. Based on the pictures on the internet, the hotel she was staying at looked really nice. It surprised me that someone from Brazil would be able to afford such a nice hotel. It became more obvious that she was well off. Curiosity of how she managed to come to the United States for so long and to be able to afford such nice accommodation was starting to take over a lot of my thoughts.

She was standing outside of the hotel when I pulled up in front. I watched as she handed the hotel staff a paper bill, and they came over and opened the front door of my car to let her in. She was dressed in a colorful dress that covered everything, yet allowed the eye to see more than it probably should be allowed. Her figure was unlike anything of the women that I was used to in my country. I knew that I would be getting all sorts of jealous looks from men when they saw the two of us walking together.

“Hello,” she said as the hotel staff member closed the door behind us. The guy stepped into traffic and helped me pull out onto the street. Her habit of tipping the staff was clearly making sure that she got the best of treatment.

“Hey,” I said as I started down the road towards the restaurant. I chose a small, quiet place that was mid level in price. Not too expensive, but not some cheap meal that would make me look cheap. It felt like a good decision.

“You look wonderful,” I said as I looked at her for a moment. It would have been very easy for me to stare at her long enough to lose control of the vehicle.

“Thank you,” she said with a smile.

She told me about herself, and I didn’t even have to ask to figure out how she was able to come to the States so easily. Her family grew some popular crop that sold really well in America, and she was here to set up a business deal. She had already gotten all of the work done, and decided to relax and enjoy her vacation for the rest of her time. I never really considered the fact that there were people in Brazil that had gratuitous amounts of wealth, and I considered myself lucky to have one such woman’s ass sitting next to me. I was jealous of my passenger seat. It was being sat on by a beautiful Brazilian butt, and I wished for the superpower to be able to insert my mind into any object, so that I could experience the pleasure of having her butt firmly planted on my face.

Luckily, she started to ask questions about me. I was starting to have to deal with a hardening cock from my dirty thoughts of becoming the seat. She asked me about my job and the things I enjoyed doing. I tried my best to sound interesting, but it felt impossible because of who she was. She was obviously a higher status person than I, but I still had the foreigner element to use. Anne seemed interested more in the fact that I was showing interest in her, and that only confirmed my futa theory. If she was what I thought she was then I could see her having difficulty finding a guy to date.

We arrived at the restaurant, and as I thought nearly all of the men kept staring at her and I. Some of them looked upset that a regular looking guy like myself was with such an exotic looking beauty, but they were too shy to make any moves on her. I smiled at everyone that made eye contact with me, and I watched Anne’s eyes carefully. She displayed interest in only me, and it was something that I had never seen before in a woman. Usually my dates would still show subtle signs of interest in the other men in our environment. This made me feel like she really was different.

“What made you come over and talk to me?” She asked after we ordered some food and drink from the waitress.

“Well,” I said as I started to scratch my head, “I just happened to be walking by and I saw you shopping. I thought you were beautiful, and I knew that if I didn’t at least try and talk to you that I would be kicking myself in the ass for the next week or two.”

“That’s cute,” she said laughing. She started to get a little more serious in her tone. “What if I turn out to be not what you think I am?” She asked. Her eyes were glued to my face as she tried to read my true thoughts.

“Well,” I said. I was starting to feel confident that she was hiding a futa-cock underneath that slim fitting dress of hers. “You could end up having a cock and I’d still be interested in you.”

Her facial expression changed quickly. I knew that I had taken a bold move by saying such a thing, but I knew that if she ended up not being a futa I could just laugh it off and act like I thought she was beautiful enough to not care. Her mind was in deep thought and I noticed that her heart rate had sped up. All there was left to do was wait and see if she had any revelations to give me.

“I umm,” she paused when the waitress delivered our order. She was looking down into her lap, and I knew that I had to do everything in my power to make her feel comfortable.

“Listen,” I said when the waitress left the table. “That wasn’t a joke. I’m serious about that.”

“Really?” She asked. “Do you know what a futa is?” She looked at me with nervous eyes.

“Yes,” I said, “I’m not going to lie to you. I was almost sure that you were exactly that.” I paused and watched her reaction. She still seemed nervous about it all, and for good reason. “I like that.”

“Are you sure?’ She asked. Anne did not admit to being a futa one hundred percent, but I was sure about it based on the way she was talking.

“Yeah,” I said, “have you ever heard of femdom?”

“Yes!” She looked excited.

“I’m one of those guys.” I sat back in my seat and smiled at her. “I would love nothing more than to be on my knees for you, serving you, and treating you like a goddess.”

Her face turned red, but her smile got bigger. It was beautiful to see her start to feel comfortable with me, and she started to talk about me going back with her to the hotel. I was more than willing to go with her, and I was mad at myself for taking her to a restaurant. If it had just been a coffee date we could have quickly finished our drinks, and went straight to her room. Instead, we had to eat as the sexual tension was building. Her tone continued to become more dominant, and my cock was reacting to the sound of her voice.


3


Submitting to Anne


“Just give the guy your keys,” she said as we pulled in front of the hotel, “he’ll take care of it for you.”

“Alright,” I was feeling what it was like to be a VIP for the first in a very long time. I handed the friendly guy my keys and he hopped in and took my car to the lot.

“Good afternoon Miss Anne,” the doorman said as he held open the door for us. She slipped a paper bill in his front shirt pocket and he thanked her. He smiled at me and I felt really welcome. It made me consider my personal beliefs on tipping.

I followed behind Anne as she led me to the elevators. Her ass swayed with every step, and I could feel others in the lobby staring at her ass as well. My instinct was to drop to my knees and shove my face into her ass as she walked. I had to do everything to resist the urge to submit to her right there in the hotel lobby.

“You’re going to love my room,” she said as we entered the elevator. I saw her press the button to the highest floor. “It’s the only room on the floor.”

“That’s crazy,” I said. It felt like I was just nodding and agreeing with her as I tried to keep myself from doing anything prematurely.

“So you’re sure you want to submit to me,” she said referencing the conversations we had earlier at the restaurant.

“Yes,” I said, “I want to do anything for you.”

“Good,” she said as she turned towards me and pinned me against the wall of the elevator. Out of the corner of my eyes I could see that we were only two floors away from arriving to her suite. “I have three rules for you: number one, you must call me goddess no matter where we are. Even if there are others around.”

“Yes goddess,” I answered quickly and she smiled at me rewardingly.

“Two, you may only crawl when you’re in my room. You are not permitted to stand.” She laughed slightly as she looked to see my response. I nodded my head in agreement as I waited for the third. “And lastly, if for whatever reason you feel uncomfortable you must use the safe word. Your word is orange.” She stepped back as the doors opened to her suite. “Do you understand?”

“Yes goddess,” I said as I dropped to my knees in order to crawl into her suite. She walked in front of me and I kept my eyes fixed on her ass as I crawled into her room. The door of the elevator closed, and we were left alone in her luxury suite.

“Kiss my ass,” she said. She was standing in the middle of the room. She started to playfully shake her ass back and forth at me in a taunting way.

I lunged towards her ass, and I was transferred to a comfortable state of bliss. Being on my knees behind her with my lips worshiping her butt was my rightful position. I wanted to yell out to the world my love for her ass, but I remained calm and simply obeyed her command.

“Very good,” she said as she turned around to face me. I wanted to circle around her and wedge my face between her cheeks. “Help me with my shoes,” she said as she started to take her dress off.

“Yes goddess!” I said as I started to undo the straps of her heels. I could smell the lovely scent of her feet, and I admired how well taken care of her feet were. She seemed like the type of woman that got pedicures often.

Her dress fell down to the floor and I helped her step out of it. I looked up to see a fully naked futa queen standing over me. She smiled at me as she caressed my chin, and my eyes were stuck to her futa-cock. It was still soft, but it was as large as my own cock on my best day. It was more proof that she was worthy of my submission.

“Do you like it Ron?” She asked as she slowly started to stroke her futa-cock.

“Yes goddess,” I said as I licked my lips. “I want to worship it.” I bit down on my lip as I started to breathe heavily.

“Do it,” she said. Anne took a few steps in my direction and her cock was rubbing against my face. I closed my eyes and inhaled through my nose as I felt the warmth of her body. She ran her fingers through my hair and finally I began to kiss her soft cock.

It started to react to my kisses by the fourth or fifth one. Slowly, it grew in length and width, and it felt as if it could grow forever. I lifted it and began kissing underneath her futa-cock as I worked my way up to the pulsing crown. My lips were at the very tip, and I looked at her as I opened my mouth and tasted her for the first time. She closed her eyes and pushed my head down on her futa-cock. I did everything that I could to get as much of her inside of my mouth. She got half of it inside of me, and then she opened her eyes and looked at me.

“Clothes. Off. Now.” She said as she slowly pulled her futa-cock from my mouth. She used her hand to move her cock and gently slap me across the face with it. Its firmness was much more than anything I could I ever achieve.

Anne stroked her cock as I got out of my clothes. She was looking at me and studying my body as I revealed myself to her. She looked down at my hard cock and smirked.

“It’s smaller than mine,” she said as she stepped towards me. She put her foot on my cock and lightly played with it. “And it’s hard too. Is that all that you’ve got.”

“Yes goddess,” I said as her foot teased my pulsing erection.

“No wonder you’re willing to serve me,” she said, “a little cock like that could never make a woman happy.”

The fact that she was criticizing my manhood only aided in my desire to worship her. She was absolutely right about my inability to pleasure a woman effectively. It was one of the many reasons that I had trained myself to be good at giving oral, and to use my tongue in places that the average man would never consider. It was my way of working around the system, and through the years I had learned to turn insults directed towards my size into fuel for erections. She laughed as my cock started to get even more interested after she insulted it.

“Your cock isn’t going to do much for me,” she said as she turned around. Her ass gently grazed against my nose. “Your tongue will have to make up for it.”

“Yes goddess,” I said, “I would love to lick your ass. It’s beautiful.”

“Good answer,” she said as she started to walk backwards towards my face.

Once her ass made contact with my face she continued to push backwards until I started to let my body lay down on the floor. She continued pressing her ass against my face until I was on my back and then she sat down on my face as if it was her personal throne. I was so happy that I got to experience what it was like to be her chair, and I no longer felt jealousy towards the passenger seat of my car.

Anne used her hands to spread her ass apart, and I slipped my tongue between her thick, strong cheeks and tasted her asshole for the very first time. It was the most delicious ass that I had ever had the pleasure of pleasing and she added more weight so that it could go deeper inside of her hole.

“Yeah, that’s right!” Anne said as she started to bounce up and down on my face, “you’re nothing but a fucking ass licker!”

My cock twitched on its own. I was tempted to reach down and begin to stroke my cock, but I did not want to suffer any consequences from my goddess. She was very firm, and I could tell that if I did anything without permission she would scold me in the best case scenario. I had no intentions of trying to end the session, and I wished that I could have kept my tongue inside of her ass forever.

As I lived my fantasy out I could not help but think of a scenario where she brought me to Brazil to serve her full time. I imagined my body being restrained with my head serving as a place for her to sit as she worked on her business. I could see her colleagues coming into her office and noticing that she had an American man to use as a stool, and I could only hope to hear the things they would say about it after they dealt with her. She would surely come across as a ruthless business woman if it was known that she used a man as a chair.

She used my face for what felt like hours. I did my best to keep up with her rhythm as she bounced up and down on my face, and I fought through the fatigue. My tongue began to feel nothing, and my face was being covered with my own saliva. She moaned as she continued to ride my face.

“Do you think you can handle my futa-cock inside of you?” She asked as she leaned forward to give me a chance to speak.

“Yes goddess,” I answered. Slowly she began to stand, and when she turned around I was confronted with the largest cock that I had ever seen in my life.

“Are you sure about that now?” She asked as she turned slightly to the side to show off the huge length of her futa-cock.

“Yes,” I swallowed some of the built up saliva in my mouth as I looked in awe at the masterpiece before me. “Yes goddess, I’m ready.”
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Bottom for a futa


Iremained on my back as she dropped to her knees between my legs. With a gap between her body and mine, her futa-cock formed a bridge that rested on my body. I closed my eyes for a brief second and got my head into the zone for what was to come.

“Just tell me if it’s too much,” she said as she started to use her own saliva to lubricate her cock.

“Yes goddess,” I said in a whisper, “I’m ready for it.”

Her futa-cock was pressed into my ass and she slowly allowed my ass to adjust to her girth. She gasped when the crown entered inside, and I moaned from the pleasure. My cock twitched again without even being touched and she wrapped her fingers around it, and squeezed hard. I let out sounds that I had never made before as she looked me in the eyes and pressed her cock deeper inside of my ass. The only thing that could have made the experience more enjoyable was if she was somehow able to sit on my face at the same time.

Anne started to fuck me slowly with her hand firmly wrapped around my cock. She progressively made her thrusts harder and faster, but at a rate that I could handle. She was clearly experienced at breaking in a new man, and I reached behind me to hold on to the leg of a chair tightly as I tried to maintain my dignity. I knew that I was making faces that made me look pathetic, but it never seemed to phase her. She was reading me, watching me, and adjusting to what I could handle. Eventually, she came to the conclusion that I was ready for her full thrashing.

“Such a tiny dick,” she said as she let go of it, “that’s why you’re getting fucked!” Her hips were slamming against mine, and she pushed my ankles towards my head.

She was inside of me deeply, and I looked down to see that the majority of her futa-cock was still outside of my ass. I didn’t seem possible for her to get the entire thing in, and she was aware of it. Anne was fucking me harder and faster than anything that I had ever been able to do. If I was pumping my cock inside of her with the same speed I would have came within seconds.

“Do you think you’re a man?” She asked as she reached over and squeezed my face with the same hand she used to hold my cock, “huh! You think a real man gets fucked in the ass?”

“No goddess!” I called out as her words heightened the sensitivity. Her belly was brushing against the underside of my cock as she leaned over.

“Open your fucking mouth!” She ordered. She allowed her spit to trickle out of her mouth as soon as I obeyed. I swallowed every drop of it, and it served as another reminder of who was in charge. “Do you like that?” She asked.

“Yes goddess!” I said, “thank you so much!”

“You’re fucking pathetic,” she said as she started to fuck me with hate in her eyes. I knew that she liked me, but as her futa-cock pummeled my ass it felt as if she had become a different person.

She was the only woman in my life that had the natural ability to dominate. Everything about her was worthy of worship, and her attitude as she fucked me made me love her futa-cock even more. I wanted her to punish me. The feeling of shame that I felt as she spit in my mouth and fucked me as if I was nothing was something that I would forever remember. The need for her cock inside of my ass was very real, and I begged her as she slammed into me to go harder and faster.

“Are you sure?” She said. She took her hand from my face and repositioned herself so that she had the most amount of leverage.

Her cock was pulled almost entirely out of my ass with only the crown staying inside and she slammed it hard inside of my ass and repeated the process several times. It felt like her cock was growing in size and getting harder as it pressed against the walls of my ass. My cock was twitching, and it started to shoot come all over my chest and belly without even being touched. She laughed as she continued to fuck me mercilessly, and I felt her futa-cock twitch inside of my ass.

“Good job,” she said as I let out my pleasure in vocal form. My come was dripping down the sides of my body.

She started to moan, and her cock turned into a vibrating stone as it shot her hot come inside of my ass. I yelled her name as my ass was constricting rapidly around her cock. Anne’s eyes rolled into the back of her skull as she emptied herself inside of me.

“Holy fuck!” I said as I started to focus on my breathing. “Wow.” I said plainly as she stopped thrusting her cock in and out of my ass.

Anne kept her futa-cock inside of me for a minute as it continued to shoot out the last few drops of her come. When she pulled it out of my ass there was a clear personality shift. Her tone was soft and sweet like it had been inside of the mall, and she leaned down and kissed me gently on the lips.

“Are you okay Ron?” She asked as she smiled at me sweetly.

“Yes goddess,” I answered. I lifted my head from the floor and pecked her on the lips. She did not turn my kiss into a situation where she felt the need to punish me, and that made me feel good about her as a potential long term partner.

She helped me off of the floor and led me into the shower. I grabbed a washcloth and after putting a huge gob of liquid soap on it, I cleaned every square inch of her perfect body. It was such a powerful bonding moment, and it displayed my desire to serve her. She acted as if my desire to please her in that way was normal and expected.

“I’ll feel so bad when you have to leave,” I said as I cleaned the spaces between her toes.

“Aww,” she said as she put her hand out for me to take. She helped me to my feet and then she pulled me in tightly to her body. The soap was spreading all over my chest. “You can always come down to Brazil and live with me.”

“Really?” I asked. “Are you sure?”

“Sure,” she took the washcloth from my hand and started to clean me. “As long as you really are committed to serve me.”

“I am,” I said, “I want to worship you as my goddess everyday.” It felt like the opportunity of a lifetime to get out of the terrible job I had and to live with a beautiful woman that understood who I was as a person.

“Good,” she said. “You’ll have to start making arrangements quickly.” She continued to spread soap all over my body.

It was in that moment that I was glad that I never did much with my life. If I had owned a home, or a lot of things then it would take me a long time to be able to get rid of them. As she washed my body I realized that all I had to do was pack a few bags, throw out most of my unnecessary items, and sell my car. There was only three months left on the lease to my apartment, so I knew I could just pay it down and leave the key for the landlord.

“I’ll do it!” I said proudly. I felt a rush of excitement from the prospects of starting a new life, with a new woman. Everything that I ever wanted in life was happening, and it was all because I was willing to talk to Anne. It could have been anyone, but I was the lucky one that got to serve her.

“Good,” she said, “now bend over!” She started to laugh and I noticed that her futa-cock was growing.

“Yes goddess,” I said as I turned around and presented her with my ass.

My fantasy had become my life in the blink of an eye!
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