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Playing the field


For most of my life I had done the traditional thing and tried to find long term relationships with men. None of my relationships seemed to work, and I started to wonder if it was because of me. Other women that I knew seemed to find guys relatively easily, and they seemed happy. I couldn’t tell if they were just pretending to be happy, or if their lives were actually great. That’s the thing about social media, everyone looks like they’re living the celebrity high life.

After weeks of deep thought I concluded that I needed to start thinking outside of the box. My plan was to try something different, and in my case that would be women. I didn’t know how to go about meeting them, so I changed my dating profile to “interested in women.” Doing so made my heart race. The idea of being chatted up by women was a new experience to me, and I didn’t know how it all worked. I put a special notation in my profile that I had never tried women before, and that this would be my first time. This would hopefully only attract a certain type of woman that was interested in a woman like me, or patient enough to understand that this was all new to me.

I wasn’t sure if I was attracted to women or not. I found them beautiful, but I never tried to do anything with them in the bedroom. I figured I would be open and honest about everything. I didn’t want anyone to think that I was a time waster. Being honest was my strategy to weed out a lot of bad actors. If people were genuinely interested in me they would be willing to take it slow and be understanding of my situation. As I played around with the app, I considered showing interest in every woman that came up, but I decided against it. I wasn’t interested in the butch type women. Not that I have anything against them, I just found myself naturally uninterested in them, so I only showed interest in traditionally beautiful women that came up on my screen.

The other thing I did was not message anybody first. This was all new to me, and I didn’t have a clue about the rules of the game. When I was actively seeking out a male partner I would just make my profile visible, and my inbox would be flooded with messages. I decided to take the same approach with women, and much to my surprise my inbox was being filled up by beautiful women. I kind of felt bad for men because it just showed how easy finding prospects were for women, even if you were looking for other women.

Out of all of the women that were messaging me, one stood out. She was beautiful, feminine, tall, and she had the body of a model. Her name was Jenna, and there was a certain mystique surrounding her. She was confident, but not in the butch way. Her personality was unique, and she seemed gentle and understanding of my limits.

“I’ve never been with a woman before.” I told her.

“I understand. We can go as fast or as slow as you would like. We can meet sometime this week for a chat.” She answered.

I agreed to meet her in a local coffee shop. She lived thirty or forty minutes away, and she agreed to come to my home turf for a meeting so that I felt comfortable. Some of the women blocked me just because I didn’t live close enough to them. Jenna was much more understanding, and it made me feel as if she was taking our potential relationship more seriously.

“I’m not looking for a hookup.” I told her.

“Good. I’m looking for an actual relationship. A lot of these women on this app seem to only want short flings. I can’t hook up with somebody that I have no emotional investment in.”

She was saying all right things, but I still realized that it was possible she was still trying to trick me or something. Anytime you meet somebody from the internet you are taking a risk, and it was my goal to mitigate that risk to the best of my ability. Something about her seemed honest though. There was no reason for me to believe she was up to no good, I didn’t think she was trying to hide anything.

I wore my cutest outfit on the day we were meeting at the local coffee shop. I felt huge amounts of anxiety and I nearly backed out at the last minute, but I pushed myself out the door. I had to at least meet the woman and see how I felt about it. I wasn’t sure if she felt nervous, or if she had done this many times before. There were too many unknowns for me to have a meltdown, and that’s what I told myself as I got in the car on my way to our date.

She was waiting for me outside of the coffee shop. I was impressed that she got there first, because I was actually early to begin with. It was a good first impression to have for one another, and it implied that neither of us were trying to play any games. I was exhausted from games, and that was part of the reason I wanted to at least give females an honest try in the hopes that there would be less of them.

“Tina?” She said when I approached her, “wow, you look even more pretty in person!”

“Oh come on now,” I was beginning to blush, “nice to meet you Jenna.”

She put her arms out for a hug. Due to her being taller than me, my face was level with her chest and I felt her large breasts against my cheek. She was warm, and her hug was gentle and firm. Nothing about her was intimidating at all, and I found myself naturally wanting to follow her lead.

We ordered our drinks and I offered to pay for our drinks, but she rejected the idea. It was a strange dynamic. At least with a man, I kind of felt like it was expected for him to pay, but with a woman I wasn’t sure of the proper ettiquette. That’s why I tried to pay for both, but her desire to take care of me made me think that she considered herself in the dominant role. I wasn’t even sure if such a dynamic existed between two women like us. It was all new and confusing, but also exciting to explore uncharted territory.

“Tell me about yourself.” I said.

“What do you want to know?” Jenna asked.

“I want to know what you don’t tell most people,” I took a sip of my drink, “I think people usually talk about boring topics during first dates. Let’s skip all of that, and get down to the juicy stuff.”

I was trying to set myself apart from all of her other women. She seemed open to talk about anything, and it was worth a try. It was a bit out of character for me to be so bold, because I would be expected to talk about similar stuff. She was, however, asked first so I could gauge her willingness to be open to respond accordingly.

“I have a cock.” She said plainly but not too loudly as to make anybody look over to see what the hell was going on.

“Funny.” I said realizing that she was poking fun at me, “maybe I sound dumb. Okay, what do you do for a living?”

“I’m a receptionist.” She answered, “I work for one of the big wigs for a major corporation. It’s a pretty boring job, but it pays the bills. What about you?”

“I’m in between jobs. I went through a lot over the past six months, and I finally couldn’t take it anymore. I had a tiny bit of savings, so I decided to take a much needed sabbatical.”

“I see.” She sipped her coffee, “so you’re on a path of self discovery. That’s why you’re looking for female companionship.”

“Maybe.” I wasn’t sure if she had me figured out or not. “You’re not entirely wrong.”

“I’ve met women like you before. They have a bad experience with their husband or boyfriend, so they think the grass is greener. Sometimes it is, sometimes it is not.” She seemed to know what she was talking about.

“I don’t know what to say. Maybe you’re right.” I was losing a bit of confidence. “I hope you don’t think I’m wasting your time.”

“I don’t. These are things I came into this knowing, and I just wanted to sit down and have a chat with you. Nothing more, nothing less. Do you feel comfortable?”

“I don’t feel uncomfortable.” I said not really answering her question.

She was an interesting woman. Nothing I said seemed to shock her, and she was willing to talk about any topic. She didn’t try to bombard me with sexual innuendos like a lot of men did. There were obvious traits I seemed to prefer, and though I felt like I was chatting with a friend, I could sense some sexual tension. I just didn’t know where it was coming from exactly.

“So, you brushed this off when I said it earlier, but I’ll say it again.” She looked me right in the eyes and her face looked serious, “I have a cock.”

“Prove it!” I was laughing, “what a crazy thing to talk about on the first date!”

Jenna pulled out her phone and started looking for something. I tried to get a view of what she was looking at, but wasn’t able to see anything because of the sun glaring down on the screen. She found something, and she held her phone out for me to see.

“How did you do that?” I said looking at a photo of her bottom half with a comically large cock, “do you do some graphic design on the side?”

This woman’s need to convince me of her having a dick was probably the only red flag. I didn’t get the joke, or why she would try to lie about something like that. Not knowing what to do, I just looked at her with an obvious look that was saying, “what the fuck?”

“Come over here,” Jenna tapped the seat next to her a couple of times, “trust me.”

I didn’t have a reason not to trust her. She was being nice about everything and it was only this weird thing about her having a cock that was alarming. I smiled and played along with her little joke. I got up and took the seat next to her.

“Give me you hand.” She offered her palm to me under the table.

Without any hesitation I gave her my hand, and she slowly moved it towards her crotch. I looked around to see if anybody in the coffee shop had caught on to our antics, but it looked like we were practically invisible. She placed my hand on her legs, and with her hand now on top of mine, she slowly and gently slid it towards her crotch. There was a lump!

“What is that?” I asked, “it can’t be. Come on, really?”

“I told you. That picture is real.” She moved my hand away, and grabbed my drink from the other side of the table, and set it down in front of me. “Is that a dealbreaker Tina?”

I thought about it long and hard. I didn’t know what to say or do, so I grabbed my drink and took a long drink. Normally I didn’t pound my coffee, but this situation made me finish the rest of what I had in one gulp.

“I don’t know what to think.” I said, “your a woman?”

“Yes.” She turned towards me and I could tell she was getting serious, “I am a woman. What you just touched was my futa-cock.”

“Futa-cock?” I asked confused with the new vocabulary being introduced to my life.

“Yes, I can show it to you some other time. If you want.” She finished her coffee, and stood up. “Sleep on it, okay? I understand this is mind blowing, and it probably doesn’t make any sense to you. I want you to go home and think about what you just felt, and text me when you’re ready to talk.”

“Okay.” I said going along with what she was telling me.

“Don’t get antsy and text me right away. I want you to really think about this.” She stood up and grabbed her purse, “we’ll see where we stand after you’ve given it some thought.”

I followed her out of the coffee shop. The fact that she had a “futa-cock” didn’t turn me off, but it did confuse the hell out of me. Taking her advice, I didn’t talk about it anymore. She gave me a hug before we went our separate ways, and I couldn’t help but try to see if I could feel her bulge. It was all that I could focus on now knowing that it existed.

“I’ll text you tomorrow.” I said as she started walking the other direction, “have a good rest of your day!”
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Something about Jenna


Jenna was right to tell me to go home and think about it. After everything was laid on the table, I realized I had a whole entire range of emotions about the whole thing. She had a dick! It wasn’t something I was expecting, and it made me wonder if my body could sense it beforehand, and that led to us initially having that first spark of attraction towards one another. If that was the case then it would mean my body craved dick, but it wanted it in a pretty female package. It really was something I had to think about. My whole world view had essentially been toppled by a single woman with a cock.

I pulled out my phone to look at the dating app we used to communicate. I wasn’t looking for another woman to talk to, but I wanted to see Jenna’s picture. She was beautiful.

“Can you send me that photo you showed me today?” I sent to her via the app.

It seemed like a risk asking for a nude this early on, but she did offer to show it to me first. The only possible problem would be the fact that I would have access to the file itself, and maybe she wasn’t ready to trust me in that way yet.

A few minutes later the notification for the app alerted me, and it was a photo from Jenna. She didn’t say anything else.

“Thank you.” I said replying to her photo message.

“No problem ;p”

I saved the image to my phone and just looked at it. My eyes had a hard time moving from the site of her massive futa-cock. I never saw anything like it, nor had I ever been with a man that could stack up against her in terms of size. The idea of her having a dick larger than most of the male populations was astonishing.

Her body was so slim, yet her cock was thick. I felt my pussy becoming thirsty to have it inside of me. Texting her back and telling her of my thirst was not an option even though it was what I wanted. She had given me clear instructions to sleep on the thought of it, and I didn’t want to disobey her. As I looked at her cock it reminded me of how safe I felt in the coffee shop with her. She neutralized any of the social anxiety I had felt from meeting somebody over the internet. She was naturally filling the role of protector, and I wondered if it was because, on a subconscious level, I could sense that she had a cock between her legs.

I found my hand unable to resist rubbing the outside of my pants. The sight of her cock made me feel ready. My eyes were fixated on her futa-cock while I applied more pressure on my crotch. My panties were soaking up my wetness, and I was moaning loudly as I continued to work my clit. I set the phone down for a second, but only so that I could pull my pants down. My pussy was lusting for more of an intimate touch, one that I could not currently get from Jenna, but one that my hand would be willing to give. I let out a loud moan when my finger made contact with my clit, and I began to rub it with increasing speed. My mouth was unable to stay closed as I filled my empty room with sounds of my pleasure, and I thought about how it would make Jenna feel if she had known that I was masturbating because of the picture that she sent me.

With one hand down the front of my panties, and the other hand hold the phone close to my face I managed to come powerfully on my own. I was left breathless, and it made me wonder if the real thing would be even more intense. It had been such a long time since I had had such an explosive orgasm, and the thought of her massive cock filling my walls had even more appeal than flicking my clit while sitting alone in my home. I wouldn’t be able to find out until at least tomorrow when I would text Jenna. I didn’t need to think too much more about it. I wanted her futa-cock more than any other cock I in the world.

Thankfully I lived alone. This allowed me to comfortably melt into the chair after I came, and not have to worry about anybody walking in and catching me in my post orgasm bliss. I felt like I was on top of the world, but I wanted to feel as if I was below Jenna. Everything about Jenna filled me with the urge to submit to her. Most men didn’t seem worthy of my worship and submission, but this woman possessed all of the traits to be deserving of seeing my vulnerable side. I found that I wouldn’t be spending the night thinking about whether or not I could handle the idea of a woman having a cock, but instead thinking about all of the deprived things I wanted to try in the bedroom with her. She could do anything to me, and I would be happy to comply.

“I have to be honest about what I want.” I said to myself as I finally pulled my wet fingers from my crotch, “I have to tell her that I want to be dominated.”

I already felt like this sabbatical was working. Never in my life had I felt comfortable telling anybody about my true desire to submit, but I with a simple photo and a coffee date I was ready to offer this woman full reign over my body. It was proof that I had made the right decision by exploring the female section of the dating app, and it further cemented the validity of taking time to myself. I truly felt as if I was starting to understand who I was as a person, and it was obvious that elements of my sexuality had been repressed for far too long.

I was finally able to get up from the chair and into the bathroom to take a steaming hot shower. Feeling the hot water shoot into my back relaxed me as my thoughts naturally thought of creative things to do with Jenna in the bedroom. I wondered if she was thinking along the same lines. Hell, I didn’t even know if she liked to use her futa-cock. It was entirely possible that what I wanted wouldn’t coincide with what she wanted, but I was leaning towards it working out because of how I interpreted her. Her mannerisms, her voice, everything about her told me that she was the type of woman to be in charge.

Having taken a shower and feeling relaxed, I decided to turn in early. My dreams would likely be filled with images of her massive futa-cock and I considered sleeping on a towel to keep my wetness from soiling my bed sheets. It was a struggle, but I managed to finally go to sleep. I just let my thoughts run through my mind until my brain gave my body permission to go to sleep.
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I need you


The following morning I immediately checked my phone when I woke up hoping that Jenna had took it upon herself to message me. She did not, and I didn’t care if it made me look clingy or desperate to message her right away.

“I need you.” I sent to her.

I purposefully made it both forward and vague. She would know exactly what it meant, but there would be a tiny bit of doubt in her mind about the exact meaning. Surely she knew it was sexual in nature, but she didn’t know about my kinky plans.

As much as I wanted to see her reply as soon as she sent it, I took it upon myself to distract myself for a bit. I hopped in the shower and got ready for the day as I would any other, but I definitely wanted to be good to go incase she was trying to meet up earlier in the day. She told me she worked in an office, so it seemed likely she wouldn’t be working on the weekend. It was implied that we would see each other today, but I didn’t know exactly what time that would be.

When I finished with my usual morning routine I found myself gunning straight for my phone to check my messages.

“Send me your address and I can come over in an hour. I’m with a client right now.”

“A client?” I said out loud to myself, “I thought she was a receptionist in an office. Why would she be with a client on a Saturday morning?”

I replied to her with my address and a couple of flirty emojis, but I didn’t mention my thoughts about her seeing a client on the weekend. I figured I could get to the bottom of it when she eventually came over. For now, I just focussed on making sure that my home was presentable for when she arrived. I didn’t want her to think I was a dirty slob or anything bad like that.

“I’m here.” She messaged me three hours later.

I rushed to the front door to let her in. I hadn’t been this excited over having a house guest in years.

Her outfit was confusing, but erotic. She wore, what appeared to be, a skin tight leather dress with matching gloves. Her heels made her several inches taller than me, and her makeup was very dark as well. She looked like a gothic dominatrix, and made me wonder why she chose that look to come over to my house.

“Jenna! Hey! Come on in.” I let her inside and shut the door behind her, “can I get you anything to drink?” I asked.

“No, I’m okay for now.” She stepped deeper into my home and the sound of her heels clacking against the hardwood floor filled the room, “nice place you have?”

We sat down and got some of the small talk out of the way. I liked that she would participate in it, but she methodically pushed the conversation into a deeper direction.

“What did you decide on?” She asked directly.

“Oh, umm,” I suddenly felt nervous, “I want to try and see where this can go.”

“Really? That’s good.” She moved closer to me on the couch, “aren’t you going to ask me about my outfit and the client?”

“I was wondering, but I was afraid that you would think that I was being nosey.” I began to blush.

“Do you want to know?”

“Yes.”

“I work two jobs. During the week, I work as a receptionist. During the weekends,” she paused for a moment and looked deeply into my eyes, “I’m a dominatrix. It’s how I earn extra money.”

My heart began to pound when she said that she was a dominatrix. For one, it was exactly the type of sexual relationship I was seeking with her, but it also meant that she was actively engaging in sexual scenarios with other people.

“Do you like the job?’ I asked, “I mean the dominatrix one.”

“Yes. I love it. The only issue is all of my clients are men. I don’t particularly care for men, but I do what pays. Is that an issue for you?”

“I don’t know how I would feel if and when I start developing true feelings for you, but I have to be honest about something.” I took a slow and deep breath before confessing my desires, “is there any way you would do the same for me as you do with your clients?”

“You want to be a submissive?” She asked.

“Yes, oh my god.” I felt a great sense of shame, “is that too much to ask? Is that weird?”

She brushed her hand across my face and smiled at me sweetly. Tilting her head, she continued to run her leather covered hand through my hair, and I began to calm down.

“No Tina. It’s not weird.” She leaned in and softly kissed me on the forehead, “I have to warn you though, I’m a mean bitch.”

The wetness returned to my pants. The thought of her being absolutely sadistic was turning me on, and I wanted to get into details, but I held off and took the wait and see approach. Maybe she would offer me more information without me having to voluntarily expose myself.

“I like to humiliate my clients,” she stood up and was looking down at me, “I have them do such embarrassing things.”

“Yeah,” I was sure that she could see that I was getting turned on, “like what?” I asked.

“Kiss my feet.” She said.

“So you have a lot of clients with foot fetishes?”

“Kiss my feet Tina!” Her voice was fierce.

She threw me off guard. Jenna had answered my question and gave me a command at the same time. I licked my lips and slowly slipped my body onto the floor. With my hands and knees on the ground, I bent down and kissed the tops of her feet. It was the first time in my life that I went anywhere near someone’s feet with my mouth.

Nervously, I continued to peck at the top of her toes while she lightly laughed. I looked up at her for a moment, and she bit her look as she looked into my soul. She knew what I was about simply by looking at me. Her foot leaned back and exposed the bottom of her black heel.

“Lick it clean.” She ordered, “I don’t want to see a single bit of dirt!”

It was one thing to kiss a woman’s feet, but another thing entirely to lick the bottom of a shoe. It was the most degrading thing I had ever done in my life up until this point, but I obeyed her command. I didn’t want to turn her off, and I felt like I was having my limits tested.

Luckily, her shoes were not completely disgusting. It appeared as if the act of licking her shoes was more symbolic than a literal form of cleaning. She wanted me to feel comfortable with complete submission, even if the task was not something that directly fulfilled my needs. She inserted the heel into my mouth and I wrapped my lips around it. I sucked it, and when she pulled it out it looked like her shoes had just been polished. She had me do the same exact thing for her other shoe before we moved on to something else.

“Not bad,” she said as she examined her heels closely, “you’re a natural at this.”

Her praise made me feel good about myself. Even though it was such a demeaning task, I found myself actually prideful of how good a job I did.

She walked away from me while I remained on the floor. I couldn’t help but put my chin lower to the ground to try and get a look up her dress. I wondered if she was wearing panties or not, and if I could see her massive futa-cock.

“Crawl to me bitch.” She stopped walking and put her hand on her hips while looking back at me.

I crawled on all fours towards her and when I made it to her she instructed me to kiss her ass. I kissed her ass, and she turned her hips to signal for me to kiss the other cheek. She walked towards the steps, and did the same thing.

“Come on bitch, let’s go!” She smacked her ass.

This time I crawled to her much faster, and without being told, I kissed each of her butt cheeks so that she would continue walking. It was obvious that she was leading me to my bedroom.

She walked up the steps and I crawled behind her. I could see her bare ass from my angle, and I considered slipping my face under her dress for a taste. It was hard not to give in to the temptation of doing so, but I managed to remain strong and wait patiently for her commands. The last thing I was trying to do was provoke her. I craved the punishment, but I could sense that if I stepped over the line I could possibly regret what she would have in store for me.

Jenna found my bedroom without needing assistance, and she turned the lights on. She laughed and made fun of me for how immature my room’s decor was. For some reason I took comfort in having a bright pink room.

“Take your clothes off.” She said when I entered the room.

I wasn’t sure if she was giving me permission to stand while doing it, so I sat flat on my ass as I removed my clothing. Her smile told me that she saw that I recognized the option to stand, and decided to play it safe by staying on the floor.

“Very good bitch,” she walked around my room and looked at everything that I owned, “it is a good thing to know that you are afraid.”

Completely naked, I got on my knees and put my hands to my sides. My chin naturally dug into my chest and I looked up at her with my eyes as she slowly approached me. Her gloved hand came straight for my tit, and she was gentle for a moment, but then she squeezed it hard. I let out a gasp from the pain, and fought against my body’s instinct to pull her hand away. She gradually let go of my breast as her fingers began tickling my nipple.

“Do you know what a safeword is?’ She asked with my nipple between her fingers. I nodded my head to let her know that I was aware. “Very good. Your safeword is pickles.”

Before I could begin laughing at the absurdity of the word she chose she pinched and twisted my nipples hard. I let out a scream, but I refrained from using the word so soon. It felt like a test, and I was unsure of where my limits were. Being a dominatrix, I trusted in her ability to understand how hard to go, and how fast. She was obviously an expert.

Jenna knelt down so that we were face to face. While she continued to pinch my nipple she leaned in for a kiss. It was soft at first, but then she bit down on my lower lip. She bit me hard and pulled while her other hand pinched the other nipple. With a vice grip on my tits, I called out in pain as soon as she released my lips. Jenna began pulling upwards on my nipples while pushing me backwards. My body naturally just followed her movements, and I found myself laying on my back with sore nipples.

She released her grip on my tits, but only so that she could move up closer to my face. Her crotch was nearly in view before she stopped moving closer. She pulled the dress off over her head and tossed it to the side. Her breasts were contained by a tight, black bra, and my eyes wandered down towards her crotch. Her cock was bare, and it appeared to be halfway hard. I licked my lips at the thought of being able to help it transform into the massive member from the photo.

“Can I kiss it?” I asked with my eyes glued to her futa-cock.

“You don’t get to ask for anything,” she grabbed a chunk of my hair and pulled on it, “this is your warning. The next time you ask you will be punished.”

“I’m sorry,” I said feeling as if she was going to slap me across the face.

“I’m sorry MISTRESS!” She swung her hand quickly through the air and connect with my cheek. Tears started to form in my eyes, “get it right!”

“I’m sorry Mistress!” I corrected myself while wiping the tears from my eyes. “It won’t happen again Mistress.”

“Aww,” she leaned forward and put her face close to mine. “How did you know how to turn me on?”

Her answer confused me until she started licking my face. She was absorbing my salty tears with her tongue, and I could feel her futa-cock pressing against my stomach. It was growing in size, and it seemed to be because she had been cruel enough to make me shed a few tears. The thought of her getting off on such cruelty made my pussy wet, and I found my hand sliding down my body to touch it.

Jenna sat up and walked with her knees until her crotch was straddling my face. She swung her legs out at an angle so that she could be flat on her feet as she pressed herself onto my face.

“Lick my ass bitch!” She put the weight of her ass on my mouth, “put your tongue inside.”

At first, I was nervous about licking her asshole. I stuck my tongue out about a quarter of the way and tasted her ass. It was clean, and after doing it a few times I got used to the idea. I found myself sticking my tongue all the way out and licking the outside of her ass as I mentally prepared myself for it going inside of her. A minute of tasting it gave me the courage to press it inside of her ass, and she moaned as a result. I continued to touch myself as her moans increased in both frequency and volume. I was getting off on her getting off.

With my tongue in her ass, she began to bounce up and down on my face in short bursts. It was like my face was fucking her ass with a tiny cock, but the act increased her arousal. I could see her futa-cock growing in strength, and she began to stroke it from time to time. I imagined her shoving it deep into my throat and gagging me with it, but I resisted those urges and focused on licking her ass as she had instructed.

Her howls continued and she began to pull her ass away from my face. She was biting her lip and she angled her cock towards my face. All signs were pointing to it being thrusted into my mouth, and me getting what I was desperately craving.

“Open.” She said as the crown of her cock gently pressed between my lips.

I had no reason to be coy. My mouth opened and I began to take her cock as she pressed it slowly inside of me. I swirled my tongue around the tip while keeping my eyes locked onto hers. It felt good to know that she could see me in my vulnerable state.

“That’s it.” She said as she started to fuck my mouth at a faster rate, “you’re doing a good job.”

Her praise was addictive. As her cock thrusted in and out of me, I thought of a life where I found value only in receiving praise from Jenna. Her opinion of me was starting to become one of the most important things to me.

“Alright, here comes the real test,” she jammed her entire cock into my mouth, “oh god!”

Saliva began dripping out of my mouth. I wasn’t able to speak, and any attempt I made turned into me gargling her cock. The sounds that came from me only increased her desire to humiliate me with her futa-cock. Now that she knew that I could take her entire cock, she began pulling it out almost all of the way before shoving it back down my throat. Jenna was treating my mouth the same way a pussy is treated, and she was the only person in the world that I would allow to do this to me.

Her futa-cock was pulsing. With each contraction I could get a better idea of how it would feel to have her cock inside of my pussy. She would likely ruin my pussy for anyone else when she inevitably decided to let me have it.

“I’m going to come.” She said, “I’m going to fill you up!”

The thought of her pumping her warm futa-come into my mouth made me play with myself even more. I wanted to time it so that we orgasmed simultaneously, and it seemed likely to happen from the way her cock was contracting inside of me as she jammed it down my throat. As I began to make myself come, I couldn’t help but moan muffled sounds onto her cock which vibrated it enough to remove the seal. Her thick and hot come began to shoot into the back of my mouth, and it clung to the back of my throat before it slowly began to drip into my belly.

“Oh fuck!” She said pulling her futa-cock from my mouth, “let’s see how you look with some new makeup!”

I didn’t know that her futa-cock was capable of producing more come, but it was obviously able to as her come splashed on my face. I closed my eyes, and allowed her to create an artistic masterpiece on my face. My moans were no longer stifled by her thick cock, and they filled the room as I continued to play with my clit. I never thought that I would come from giving a blow job, but then again, I never thought I would meet a woman with a cock larger than the average man.
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Punish my pussy


After I had swallowed her load and cleaned off my face, we cuddled naked on the bed. She became much more kind and sweet, and I was unsure of whether the same rules were in play, so I considered to address her as mistress. She didn’t correct me, so I realized that it was probably going to be a thing if we were to enter a long term relationship. I didn’t mind at all.

“So that’s what your clients get to do with you?” I asked feeling a bit concerned.

“No, no, no,” she started to laugh, “I don’t even let those fucks touch my bare skin. Mostly, it’s foot stuff but I always wear a sock or have a shoe on, and I do a lot of stuff with whips as well.”

“You promise?” I asked.

“Aww, that is sweet.” She leaned in for a kiss, “I promise. With the guys it is strictly business.”

It was such a relief to know that if I were to enter an exclusive relationship with her, that I wouldn’t have to share intimate moments with other people. She told me that her clients didn’t even know she had a massive futa-cock.

“Your kidding!” I said finding this to be an interesting detail, “oh my god! What do you think they would do if they found out?”

“They’d probably want to suck it, or for me to fuck them up the ass.” She was laughing, “I don’t tell them because it doesn’t matter. I’m a woman, and they want to be dominated by a woman.”

“I see, I see.” I began running my hand around her naked body, “I bet you a lot of them would get angry.”

“They can get angry if they want. I’ve done things to them that I’m sure their wife’s would be interested in finding out.” She continued to laugh, “I’m not worried one bit about them. I’m more interested in finding a woman to be in a relationship with.”

“I think I feel the same way.” I began to blush, “I’ve never let myself go like that. With you I just feel like I can turn my brain off and follow your every step. It just feels natural.”

“Good. That’s critical to us actually working out as a couple.” She pushed my shoulder down and pinned me to the bed as she got on top to kiss me, “I hope you didn’t think I forgot about that tiny little pussy of yours.”

“Your cock is ready to go already?” I asked feeling impressed that she was raring to fuck again, “Don’t you need an hour or two to recharge?”

“Aww, honey.” She caressed my face gently with her gloved hand, “my futa-cock isn’t like your puny little ex boyfriends.”

She slipped her tongue into my mouth and sparred with mine. She was winning the battle, and even though I tried to be dominant with my tongue I was outmatched by a mile. She found my wrists with her hands and pinned them to the bed behind my head. Jenna bit down on my lip until I couldn’t take it any longer. She released it and laughed as she directed her attention to my tits.

Her tongue teased my nipples, and right when I thought I was getting what I wanted, she bit down on my nipple. Something was built inside of her to drive her towards causing pain to my nipples, but I couldn’t say that I didn’t like it. It hurt initially, but over time I grew accustomed to her sadistic nature.

“I hope you’re flexible.” She said as she moved away from my chest. “If not, you will be.”

I had no idea what she was going to do. She released my wrists and grabbed me by my ankles. Using her full strength, she pushed my legs until my toes were touching the bed behind me.

“Hold them down.” She said.

I held my legs in place with my arms. Jenna then grabbed my arms and pulled them down towards the bed. She had me hold my legs so that she could pin my arms and legs at the same time. It was a new experienced being stretched in this fashion and my heart fluttered in anticipation for what was to come.

I watched as she gathered saliva in her mouth. She spit what she collected onto my pussy and it dripped all over, and filled my crevices. Her cock began rubbing against my pussy, spreading around her saliva as she inched forward on her knees so that she could penetrate me.

“Punish my pussy mistress!” I called out knowing that I was taking a risk by telling her what to do, but happy that I remembered to address her as mistress.

Her reaction was not what I expected. She simply slid her cock inside of me and began to thrust, but then I realized what I had done. She was not going slowly to allow me to get used to her size, and instead was pumping into me with her full strength right off the bat. It hurt at first, but my pussy remained strong as it endured her punishment.

“How’s it feel bitch?” She asked as her eyes scanned my body.

“It feels wonderful,” I called out in joy, “thank you so much mistress! Thank you!”

I genuinely was thankful that she was giving me her cock. It had felt like an eternity since my hole was filled, and it was one of the reasons I was a bit apprehensive about finding a suitable woman to date. The fact that I got lucky in finding a beautiful, futa dominatrix with a massive cock was surely a sign from the heavens. I embraced what the world gave me, and I embraced the feeling of her massive futa-cock as it rearranged my insides.

Her thrusts were filled with power and she was hitting spots that were unknown up until this point in my life. The combination of having my legs pinned behind my head with the size of her futa-cock made it feel like I was going through a sexual revolution of sorts. Other than saying “pickle,” there was nothing I could do to stop her from pummeling deep inside of me, but I had no desire to make her stop. I wanted to be ravished, and it was obvious that she was trying to do more than that.

“What’s my name bitch?” She asked as her hips crashed against me.

“Umm,” I was trying to buy time. I didn’t know what the right answer was at first, “Mistress Jenna.”

She didn’t slap me across the face, so I assumed that my answer was correct. She did, however, continue to work her cock deep inside of me making me feel pleasure that I never thought possible. Since she had me pinned, and was using her hands to keep me positioned, I allowed my body to go limp. It was the only natural thing for me to do, and my eyes rolled into the back of my head while I continued to call out her name.

Hearing her name must have triggered her cock. I could feel it pushing against my walls, and I knew that she was close to coming inside of me. I wanted to be filled up with her come, and I wanted to keep it inside of me. It had been in my mouth, but even then I suspected that it belonged inside of my pussy.

Jenna pulled her cock from my pussy before she began to come. She let go of my legs and allowed me to rest them on the bed. I wondered if she was going to finish in my face, but before I could confirm that, she was pulling my body so that I would land on my stomach. Naturally, I stuck my ass in the air and closed my eyes as I waited to see which hole she would choose. Images of her sitting on my face and making me lick her ass entered my mind, and I found my ass contracting from them. I had seen the pleasure my tongue had given her ass, and I became curious what her massive futa-cock could do for my ass.

I heard her clear her throat and then the feeling of her spit dripping down the center of my ass. Shivers shot down my back as I nervously prepared myself to be fucked in the ass for the first time.

“Be careful,” I said quietly, “it’s my first time.”

“Don’t worry sweetheart. I’ll take good care of you.”

She slapped my ass hard with her palm. I almost began to laugh at the irony of being spanked after hearing such kind words.

Spanking became the new normal for my ass. Jenna seemed to enjoy watching me squirm, and listening to me cry out in pain. Her hands were firmly planted on my cheeks and she spread them apart as she rubbed her cock around the outside of my ass. I found myself tightening and loosening my ass in response to it, and she timed her entrance during one of the times that I had relaxed my asshole.

“Fuck me!” I said wanting to provoke her to just do it already, “fuck my tight little ass bitch!”

Her hand came down on my ass swiftly with no mercy. I cried out as the sound of her spank filled the room. She shoved her cock inside of my ass, and the pain from receiving a cock in the ass for the first time was far worse than the feeling of any slap on the ass she could offer.

“Oh fuck!” I called out as her pumping increased, “fuck, fuck fuck!”

“Shut up bitch!” She screamed as she smacked my ass and proved my theory wrong about her ability to punish me more with her spanking.

My body took over and my mind was no longer in control. The natural response was to grow as submissive as possible while my ass was plundered by her magnificent futa-cock. As my asshole adjusted to having a cock inside of it, I moved my hand between my legs and began to play with my clit again. The stimulation hitting two different spots was a pleasant mix that produced moans that she likely was not prepared to hear.

Jenna grabbed my arms and put them behind my back. I was no longer able to touch my pussy, and it felt like the most cruel thing that she could do, but I realized why she did almost immediately. Her futa-cock slowly came out of my ass and started pressing against my pussy. It entered me and put me on the fast track to an orgasm. The cool breeze tickled my open ass as she worked her cock inside of me.

“Do you want me to fill you with my come?” She asked while she maintained her rhythm.

“Yes mistress. I want your come inside of me! Please!” I begged like the little bitch that I was.

Her cock began to pulse, and it throbbed uncontrollably before unleashing her seed inside of me. The feeling of her come splashing around my pussy heightened my sensitivity and my legs began to shake.

“Mistress Jenna, Mistress Jenna.” I called out to her, “thank you so m-much!” I was unable to hold in my need to call her name. She had given me an orgasm that made me reconsider my entire life.

I laid flat on my stomach when she removed her futa-cock. By the bedside I had tissues, and I asked her to grab me a handful so that I could soak up her come and prevent it from staining my sheets. Jenna handed them to me, and stood by the edge of the bed.

“You can kiss my cock now.” She had an evil grin on her face.

“Really?” I was laughing as I used the tissues to absorb her come, “NOW you want me to kiss your dick?”

With a grin and a smile, I leaned towards her cock and planted several kisses as it died down from having just released her seed. The fact that she remembered my request to kiss her cock, and was now finally giving me permission to kiss it after it entered my ass was proof of her twisted mind.

“You’re so mean.” I joked.

“I know,” she put her hand on the top of my head, “and you’re my little bitch.”

“Thank you mistress,” I said before kissing her cock for the final time.
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I think I want to be in a relationship with you


Jenna and I showered together. It was one of the highlights of the night, and I tried to impress her with the service that I could provide her. Carefully, I lathered up my hands with soap and massaged her futa-cock. I cleaned every square inch of it while looking her in the eyes with a big smile on my face. She surprise me with her willingness to take care of me. She spun me around, and rubbed soap into my back with her strong hands. It was my first time being so carefully cleaned by another being, and it made me wonder why it took this long to share such a sweet moment with another human. It seemed like a fundamental human right to have a showering partner that helped clean the hard to reach parts.

Once we were dried off, we went back into the bedroom to get dressed. I loved looking at her naked body, but seeing her back in her leather dress was a welcome sight. She picked up her heels and we went downstairs together.

“Let’s have a drink.” I suggested, “I have a bottle of wine that I’ve just been dying to open up.”

“That is exactly what I need.” She said when we reached the bottom of the steps, “red or white?’

“Pinot noir. My favorite.” I said as I went into the kitchen to fetch the bottle and a wine opener.

“Me too.” She said with a huge smile, “here let me get that for you.” She put her hand out for me to hand her the corkscrew and the bottle.

The fact that she took the initiative to open the bottle of wine impressed me. It made me feel like this was not just a one sided relationship where she would rough me up in the bedroom and leave, but she would act as a loving partner. She was doing a really good job at showing how things could be if we decided to go steady with one another.

“There she blows!” She said when the cork popped out of the bottle, “do you want a lot, or a ton?”

“We may as well finish the whole thing. I don’t like to keep wine for a long time after it has been opened.” I said handing her my glass, “fill her up!”

She poured the wine into the glass and I was surprised when she didn’t stop at the halfway point. I didn’t fight it; it seemed like something I deserved after having my three holes filled by her futa-cock.”

“So what do you think now?” She asked.

I took a huge gulp of wine while I thought about my answer. She seemed open to me being honest about my true feelings.

“If you’re looking for one, I’d like to be in a relationship. I know we basically just met, but I felt things tonight that I’m not sure I could live without.”

“I feel the same.” She topped off her wine with a bit more, “I’ve never met such a willing sub, and it might sound hard to believe, but that’s a bit of a dealbreaker for me. I don’t get on well with women that try to take control.” She took a sip of her wine, “but sex aside, I think our personalities match up pretty well.”

We talked about all of the things we like about one another. It confirmed to me my suspicions that I might get along better with a woman that was open to discuss her thoughts and feelings openly. Unlike some of my ex boyfriends, Jenna was interested in how I felt about nearly everything, and if we disagreed about something it seemed like she would try to find a way for the two of us to bridge the gap. She was showing me all of the traits that I value in a partner from an emotional standpoint. In addition, she was clearly capable of giving me the best sex that I had ever had. I was sure that if things didn’t work out between the two of us I would have to find a way to get with another futa. Men were practically worthless to me at this point after having a taste of greener pastures.

“Do you want to spend the night?” I asked, “Do you take clients on Sundays?”

“I don’t have any scheduled tomorrow, but I do take them if they ask in advance.” She sipped more wine, “I can stay over. You sure you’re not getting sick of me?”

“How on Earth could I get sick of you?” I nudged her arm playfully, “I can’t have any bad thoughts about my mistress.”

“That’s right.” She turned to the side as if she was ignoring me.

“Oh, come on.” I started to laugh, “that’s how you’re going to play this. Mistress hard to get!”

“Watch it bitch.” She said coldly as she turned her body even further away.

“Aww, did I make my mistress angry?” I stood up and put my hands on her shoulders, “how about a massage? Would that make my mistress happy?”

“Go for it.” She crossed her leg and continued to sip her wine.

We spent the rest of the evening in good spirits. A lot of it was due to the bottle of wine that was eventually turned into a hollow glass bottle. She was really fun when she had a buzz on, and we spent some time watching a show that we both liked. I enjoyed the dynamic that happened during us watching the show. She put her feet up on my lap and playfully demanded a foot massage. I didn’t mind giving it to her, but I loved how she just took whatever she felt she deserved. She was truly confident and powerful, and I had never experienced that before in my life with a partner.

The foot massage was essentially a long, drawn out form of foreplay. I could see that her breathing was changing towards the end of the show, and her toes were curling even though my hands were getting tired from rubbing her feet with all of my strength.

“You want to go upstairs?” She asked when the credits rolled.

“Yes mistress,” I winked at her, “let’s see how tough you really are!”

Her eyes told me to watch my mouth. I should have learned by now that by taunting Jenna I was only setting myself to be punished in new, and cruel ways. It was a balancing act, because I loved the punishments that she dished out even if they hurt or initially disgusted me. I wanted my boundaries to be pushed, and she was the perfect woman to do it.

She grabbed my hair and pulled me so that I was bent over the arm of the couch. It became clear that she was going to take my pussy without giving me any type of warm up. It was the meanest, most sexy thing to happen. I was being rewarded with her cock, but denied of my desire to worship her body.

“Punishing me by not punishing me?” I said, “clever.”

“You can try to game the system all you want, but I’ll always be seven or eight steps ahead of you. I know when a sub is acting out for attention.”

She ripped my pants down around my waist and jammed her hard futa-cock into my pussy. She pumped as hard, and as fast as she could until she came. There was no reason for her to care about my pleasure, and instead she was using my hole for what it was, a hole.

“Come on, keep going. Please.” I begged.

“No.” She stood up and went into the kitchen, “do you have anymore wine?”

With come dripping out of my pussy, I walked into the kitchen unsatisfied. I wanted to come, but she had denied me of the privilege.

“I was saving this for a special occasion, but if you promise to make me come we can drink it.” I held out my most prized bottle of wine, “promise?”

“I promise,” she said walking towards me. She kissed me on the forehead before taking the bottle from my hands.
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