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Part I


Bowing to My Futa Friend: Futa on Female



Freya’s dominant passion


Iwas feeling goosebumps all over my naked body as Freya crawled up and kissed my body. She was so beautiful, her hair jet black and straight, her eyes more blue than the ocean itself, and I was biting down on my lip in anticipation for her lips to meet mine for the very first time.

“You’re so beautiful,” she said as her lips grazed my navel and slowly worked their way up towards my breasts. “I’ve waited so long for this moment.” She was purposely whispering near my body so that her breath would massage my body.

Freya was my best friend and she hid her secret from me. I had no idea that she was a futa, and that she carried a tool larger than any man that I had ever been with. She had promised me that she would give me a night that I would not be able to forget, and I was already believing her.

“Suck on them!” I begged as she began teasing my breasts. Her lips seemed to go everywhere but my nipples and they were standing fully erect, waiting for her tongue to taste them.

“Shh!” She said, “Relax.” She began licking my areola and right as I thought she was going to taste my nipples, she switched to the other breast.

“You’re teasing me!” I said, “you’re so mean!” I was arching my back and dealing with the fact that my pussy was getting wetter by the second.

She said nothing and right as I had given up on the idea of her tongue attending to my nipples, I felt her clamp down on it with her teeth. I let out a cry and looked down to see her smiling with my nipple between her teeth.

“Oh, fuck!” I cried out as she looked deeply into my eyes.

It was a feeling that I had never experienced before. Freya knew exactly how to get a woman to the edge of the cliff and how to dangle you until you were practically begging. She knew what she was doing and she let go of my nipple and lunged towards my mouth.

Freya kissed me on the lips gently as if to request access to my mouth. It wasn’t necessary for her to ask anything from me. I was ready to fully submit my body, my mind to her and I wanted to be used up and ravished. I had yet to see her cock, but I could feel it as it tried to break free from her jeans.

“I want your futa-cock,” I said in between kisses.

“Be careful what you wish for!” She replied as she shoved her tongue deep into my mouth and began dominating my tongue. It felt like I was losing a war inside of my mouth, but I gladly surrendered to her dominance.

Freya transitioned from kissing me to climb further up my body in the blink of an eye. Within seconds, she was seated right on my face, her bulge gently resting on the top of my nose, her eyes looking down on me with a curious undertone.

“Just how far are you willing to go for me?” She asked.

“I’ll do anything,” my voice was muffled and the hot air from my mouth bounced off of her jeans and covered my face.

“Anything?” She asked, a wicked smile came across her face.

“Yes!” I said as I curled my toes. I was truly willing to do anything that she wanted. The thought of being humiliated by her even crossed my mind.

I watched Freya stand up, her bare feet on either side of my head. She closed her eyes briefly as she began unbuttoning her jeans. I was focussed on her body intensely, just waiting for the big reveal.

“Funny,” Freya said as she balanced herself on one leg to remove her jeans. “You never seemed interested in me before, but suddenly you’re willing to do anything.” She smirked as she began slowly pulling down her underwear.

“I didn’t know,” I said softly, my eyes fixed on her pelvis. She knew I was waiting and she chose to take even longer.

“I ought to punish you,” she said. Her underwear was pulled down slightly, a half an inch more and I could finally see her futa-cock.

“You can,” I said, “I deserve it!” I was breathing hard and willing to subject myself to anything for her amusement.

“Very well, Marissa.” She said as if she didn’t care. “As you wish.” Her laugh was purposefully designed to let me know that I was responsible for what was to come.

My knees were shaking. My heart was pounding. I watched her turn around slowly, her beautiful butt facing me. She pulled down her underwear and cupped her futa-cock to intentionally rob me of the view.

“Have you licked an ass before?” She asked. I was sure she knew the answer. She had heard me talk about my sex life in great detail even though she rarely mentioned her own.

“N-no,” I answered truthfully. “I’ll do it!”

“Don’t act as if it’s that bad!” She laughed as she began squatting down towards my face. “To a pathetic little tramp like you,” she paused, her ass only a foot away from my face, “it should be a delight. In fact, I’d prefer it if you thanked me!”

I was going to thank her but she thrust downwards. My face was engulfed by her bubble butt and my open mouth immediately could taste her. The thought of licking a man’s ass never even entered my mind, but with her, I was weirdly turned on. It tasted marvelous, her skin perfectly clean and hairless, and I could feel her claiming dominion over my body. Licking her asshole was symbolic of my position when compared to her. I was to submit, to obey, to do as she pleased and give her the pleasure that she required.

“Don’t be afraid to get in there!” She said as she bounced lightly up and down on my face. Her asshole was pointed directly at my mouth, my tongue sticking half way out. It was clear that she wanted me to fully extend it.

I went for it and stuck my tongue out further. I managed to time it right as she came back down with her butt, and my tongue went inside. The sound she made caused me to feel tingly, and I longed for more. Pleasing her made me feel good, and it had never been that way with me before.

Men were often too rough or too submissive for my tastes. I would often fantasize about having my arms bound behind my back while an alpha male pummeled me from behind, but I could never find a man worthy of holding such power over me. It’s hard to be vulnerable, to submit to another being, but with Freya, I felt one-hundred percent safe. She knew me, and I knew her. It was a bond that had been carefully constructed over the better part of a decade.

The crazy thing was how long she and I had been friends while I remained ignorant to two huge details. I didn’t know she was a futa, and I was amazed at how she was able to hide her cock. When I saw her in her underwear, the bulge looked impossible to hide, yet I never even considered it. Furthermore, I had no idea that she was into women. I never saw her date anyone, and she had a way of keeping the conversation on my love life instead of hers.

“I’ve waited a long time for this,” she said, “I’ve shot down so many chances to have sex. I’ve always wanted it to be with you.”

I couldn’t even respond. She was making me feel so good about myself and I never once experienced such a level of importance, yet it was combined with me licking her asshole. She was clever in how she played with my mind. It was like a game of hot and cold and the concept of warm didn’t exist despite feeling both ways simultaneously.

“How does it taste?” She asked, this time she leaned forward and gave me enough space and time to respond.

“It tastes,” I said, “amazing.” I wasn’t lying and I was fully prepared to be designated as a lifelong butt licker, so long as it was Freya’s ass that I could enjoy.

“How does it smell?” She asked, pressing her butt harder on my face.

My nose went straight between her cheeks and on her hole. I inhaled her heavenly scent as much as I could. Endorphins rushed into my brain and I experienced a sensation similar to winning a huge competition in front of thousands of fans.

“It smells so good!” I praised when she leaned forward, “I could smell it forever!”

“Interesting,” she said as she thrust her ass back down. She suddenly became more rough as she began to grind up and down on my face. Her asshole was rubbing against every part of my face as if she was rubbing her scent into my face. “Do you want to worship me?” She asked as she looked over her left shoulder.

“Y-yes,” I said as our eyes met, “I want to worship you.” I paused as I tried to find the words, “like a god! No! Like a goddess!” Hearing that word triggered a smile and I knew that I had chosen the proper word. I felt so good and she seemed to want to take us to another level.

“Very well,” she said as she began to stand. “Prove it to me!” I watched as she slowly turned around, her futa-cock finally came into view. It was the most glorious thing I had ever seen, and it made all men appear weak in my eyes.

“Oh my,” I said, “that, that’s incredible!” My eyes glazed over as I looked at it. She smiled and stood over me, fully aware of her special gift.

“Worship me!” She said. It was clear that looking at her was not nearly enough.


Submitting to my futa goddess


The way things came about was unconventional. I had gone over Freya’s house to just hang out and talk about life. I had just gotten out of a short relationship which was really nothing more than a fling. Hooking up and going out on dates was easy for me, but none of them ever seemed interested in sticking around. Freya was always there to pick me up and talk to me forever if I needed it, but this time she confessed her true desires.

“I’ve always wanted to be with you,” she said, “I’m sorry for bringing this up to you, but it needs to be said.” She was nothing like she was as I licked her ass or as she stood over me. Freya looked afraid that she was going to throw a strong friendship away because of her feelings.

I was silent at first. I didn’t know how to respond. I told her that I loved her too, but I wasn’t sure that we were compatible.

“I don’t mean to sound, uhh, superficial,” I said, “but I enjoy, you know, a cock.” It felt so stupid to take it to that level, but I had to be honest. “If you were a man,” I said, “I could see us being together forever.”

That’s when the real truth came out. She wasn’t a man, and she didn’t have a man’s body, but she had a crucial element. She informed me of what she really was and I didn’t believe her until she requested that I gently rub the outside of her jeans. She had a cock, and it felt much larger than what I was used to.

“I’ll give it a try,” I said after we discussed it. Both of us knew we were essentially playing a game of Russian roulette with our friendship, but it was obvious that we either had to try it out or essentially break up as friends. She couldn’t continue just being my friend and I would always have to pretend as if she wasn’t physically attracted to me. I knew that everything was forever different.

“Thank you for having an open mind,” she said as she began slowly removing my clothes. The whole experience was new and exciting, and the embarrassment of her seeing me naked didn’t seem to exist.

All of that, and there I was looking up at her. I confessed that I desired to worship her as a goddess and she wore a smile that was powerful enough to make me beg for more. I wanted to put her futa-cock inside of my mouth and prove to her that I could pleasure her for years to come, and as I went for her cock, she put her hand on my forehead.

“Worship me,” she said, “isn’t that what you want to do?” She was playing a game, and it was turning me on.

Freya walked to the center of the room, and I remained on the bed. I wasn’t sure what I should do.

“H-how?” I asked.

“Come here!” She snapped her fingers and pointed at the floor. Her cock was fully erect and I wondered if she just wanted me to be on my knees while I sucked her off.

Quickly, I rolled off the bed and got down on my knees. I lunged again for her cock and she repeated her denial by blocking me with her hands. Unsure of what to do, I bowed to her as if I was worshiping an actual god in some strange church in the middle of nowhere. She seemed pleased with my decision and praised me for my obedience.

“That’s where you belong!” She said, “at my feet, with your head to the ground. Do you agree?”

“Yes!” I answered. I just wanted the green light, so that I could taste her futa-cock. I had been craving it since I first touched it, and after seeing it, I knew that it was going to produce a delicious batch of come.

“Kiss my feet!” She said.

I lifted my head up slightly to see her wiggling her tiny toes. They were painted red and the light was shining on them. There was one guy that I hooked up with that was a self-proclaimed foot fetishist. I was weirded out at first, however, I did enjoy the sensation after I allowed him to suck on my toes. It felt good, but I couldn’t respect him as a man, and I wondered how Freya was going to view me having just licked her asshole and now her feet.

I was awarded with a giggle when I first kissed the top of her foot. She said nothing, but she wiggled her foot around to communicate her desire for more. I began kissing her foot repeatedly, never stopping, and the sound of her laughing at me made my pussy leak wetness down my thigh.

“Do you know in some cultures, the feet are considered the most disrespectful part of the body to come in contact with a person’s face?” She put her foot under my chin and lifted it so that I was looking at her.

“Yes,” I said as I remembered images on the news of protesters hitting a picture that had a dictator’s face on it with their shoes. It seemed silly to me at the time, but they explained that it was a massive insult in their culture.

“And you’re willingly worshiping mine,” she said, “what does that make you?”

“It makes you my goddess,” I answered, my eyes gladly took in the sight of her futa-cock. Somehow it had grown even larger.

Things had moved so fast between us. Some would question why it was going down the path it was, but it was only making me feel better about it. Never had I trusted another person to ridicule and own me like Freya was, and I couldn’t wait for her to deliver another command.

Freya lifted her foot and pressed it to my face. She pushed, and I leaned back as she continued to push. I realized that she was trying to get me on my back, and I made it easier for her to claim me in the position that she wanted. Standing over me with a cocky grin, she blocked my eyes with her foot as she gently stepped on my face.

“Aww,” she said, her foot firmly covering my face, “look at you! You look like your pussy is going to explode!”

“It is!” I said, “I need you so badly right now!” My lips struggled to move against her foot but I managed to get the words out.

Freya removed her foot from my face and I smiled up at her. I don’t know why I enjoyed it so much, but I did and I couldn’t pretend anymore. She unlocked something inside of me, something that had been there all along, but I was unwilling to display that side of me to anyone. She snapped her fingers and pointed at her futa-cock.

“Get me hard,” she said.

“Wh-what?” I asked, “you’re hard right now!”

“Oh?” She laughed even harder than she did when I was being humiliated, “you poor thing. No wonder you’ve been unhappy for so long.”

I got up fast and looked at her beautiful cock. When my lips touched it, I realized that she was telling me the truth. I was looking at a woman with a cock that was only slightly interested and I felt nervous about the full size of it. I licked my lips and opened them as she grabbed my head with both hands. Slowly, she filled my mouth with the crown of her cock and as my tongue flicked against it, I could feel it become stronger.

“That’s right,” she said, “you haven’t seen anything yet!”

She pushed her cock in deeper and gagged for a moment. She pulled back and looked down at me as if to make sure that I was okay. I lunged forward this time, determined to impress her with my dedication. I took as much of her futa-cock as I could and I allowed her to use my face like it was a hungry pussy.

“I was here all along!” She yelled as she thrust in and out of my mouth, “all this time, waiting for you to see the light! And finally,” she paused, “you’re mine. You’re really mine!” She was breathing hard and her eyes looked like a fighter that had just won. She pulled her cock from my mouth and began rubbing it on my face. She was biting down on her own lip and it looked like she was getting rid of her pent up aggression.

“You were,” I said when she finally stopped, “all this time, I was lost. But now I’m here, and I’m prepared to dedicate everything to your happiness!” My heart was fluttering, my pussy aching, and my goddess was looking powerful and pleased. “I need you to fuck me!”

This time I was sure that she was fully aroused. The way in which she breathed was a clear sign. She looked ravenous.

“This is your last chance,” she said, “if you don’t back out now, I guarantee you’ll never find pleasure with a man for the rest of your life.”

“I know,” I said, “I think I’ve already reached that point.” I bowed to my goddess and kissed her feet to further prove my loyalty. I needed her to feel comfortable going at me with all of her might, because I was desperate to feel her come inside of me.

“Get on the bed,” she said. She walked over to the bed and pointed at where she wanted me. With great haste, I obeyed her command and gladly presented her with both my ass and pussy.

“Thank you goddess,” I said as I closed my eyes. She spanked my ass in lieu of saying “you’re welcome.”


Understanding what pleasure really feels like


My time with Freya had already been so different, but she still managed to show more dominance. Without any hesitation, she grabbed my hair and pulled me backwards while rubbing her cock on my ass. She reached around and grabbed my chin, squeezing my face roughly, and causing me shiver with lust. I was waiting for her. I needed her to enter me and I didn’t care about anything but her in that moment.

“Do you love me?” She asked as her strong futa-cock found its way between my legs. My lips were trying to grab it, but she was the one in control.

“Yes,” I said, “I love you.” It was fast and irrational from some points of view, but it felt right to say.

“I love you, too,” she said, “I always have, and I always will!” She shoved her cock inside of me and released her grip on my face. Freya made me feel like a prized possession that she cared for dearly.

My face fell to the bed when she let go of my hair, and she began pumping me with all of her might. My walls tried to trap her cock and keep it still, but she was far too strong. I was far too turned on to be able to control her cock like I used to with other men. I had never felt so wet in my life, and I wasn’t sure what exactly she had done that made me feel that way. Her ass was delicious, her feet smelled divine, but her smile was wicked and it made me gasp whenever I thought about how she looked down on me.

“I’m going to come inside of you,” she said. Most men wore condoms or pulled out at the last second, but Freya was ready to fully commit.

“Yes!” I cried out, “I want it so bad!” She knew how to use her words in the same way that I would use a vibrator when I was home alone. She understood me and what I wanted, what I needed, and she was a gracious goddess to provide me with my deepest and darkest desires.

My eyes were closed and for a moment I thought about the implications of entering a master and sub relationship with my best friend. I couldn’t imagine having to explain everything to those around me and in our social circles. It worried me slightly, but it in the end I knew it didn’t matter. If my goddess demanded that I bow to her in the middle of the mall, I would obey and do as she pleased just so that I could get wet from the smile that I would inevitably see on her face.

Freya was occasionally smacking my ass, trying to get a response. It never hurt, even though I knew it actually did. The pain felt good. I was craving more, and I tried to find a way to anger her enough so that I could feel her ultimate wrath.

“Is that all you’ve got!?” I asked as I grit my teeth. “You can’t spank me any harder than that, huh?”

She only replied with laughter. My face was pushed hard into the bed and she lifted one of her legs on the bed. Freya began shoving her cock in at a slight angle, and it produced a sensation even more powerful than the one I had grown accustomed to. She didn’t reward me for speaking out against her. Instead, she chose to change my words into intelligible moans of joy and her laughter was aimed at how pathetic I was for wanting to be spanked by another woman.

“Your cock is small!” I said, hoping to get a response. It worked.

“Is that so?” She said. Her voice was calm and collected. I wasn’t sure if I had made a mistake or not. The room was silent and I had no other option but to go all in.

“Yeah!” I said. I felt corny for the way I spoke. It just made me look like a fool. Clearly, Freya had a few tricks up her sleeve.

“Very well,” she pulled her cock from my pussy and I felt saliva landing between my ass. “Maybe you’re just not tight enough.” She knew that I was, but I was being punished for trying to manipulate her instead of just asking for more spanks.

The same cock that had filled my pussy was now rubbing saliva all over the entrance to my asshole. Not once in my life had I allowed a man to put it in my ass, but I was ready for it to happen this time. Slowly, she pressed her cock inside. I whinged and grabbed the bed sheets hard. She pulled out and waited for me to relax, and then she stuck it inside even deeper.

“You’ve got a mouth on you,” she said. “But don’t worry, I’m still going to come inside of you, just in a different place now.”

Her punishment seemed just. I howled as she started pick up the rhythm of her fucking, and before I knew it, I was experiencing a pleasure far greater than when it was inside my pussy. I felt like a fuck toy for her. My only goal in life was to make her come and the price of being successful was giving her my ass.

“You’re awfully quiet now,” she said with a sinister giggle. “I think you’re starting to really understand!”

“Yes, goddess!” I cried out, “do as you want! I fucking deserve it!” Her thrusting only got harder and any other words I wanted to say were useless. The only sounds I could produce was a pathetic sounding moan while my body was vibrating like a washing machine.

Eventually, my body just stopped doing anything. All that I could do was lay there and endure her pounding as I cried out in joy. My knees were shaking and I fell flat on the bed, but her cock remained inside of me. I couldn’t control my voice, or the sounds I made as my pussy gushed from multiple orgasms. She knew exactly what was happening, and as if she could control her cock with her mind, she seemingly gave it permission to shoot hot come deep inside of my ass.

“Yeah,” she said, her cock expanding inside of my ass and filling me up like a car at a gas station, “you’re mine. You are definitely mine!” She giggled and somehow managed to conceal her moans, but I could tell that her breathing had changed.

“Oh my god!” I said, out of breath with my eyes closed. “You are fucking amazing!”

“I know,” she laughed as she removed her futa-cock from my ass. It felt weird to not having anything inside of it. “But you’re not finished.” I was sure that she would cease being interested in humiliating me once she emptied herself inside of me, but Freya was obviously different in how she approached being a deity.

“What do you mean?” I asked as I turned on my side to see her standing near me.

“Clean me,” she said. The idea of cleaning her cock felt more like a reward for being obedient than a punishment.

I watched as she presented me with her semi-hard cock. I wasn’t sure if she got physical pleasure out of the act, or if she was testing me further. She had just used that same cock to pummel my pussy and ass, and I could see her come clinging to her shaft and crown as she held it inches from my mouth. I swallowed the saliva in my mouth and then opened it, waiting for her to feed me her glorious member.

“You’re almost too good at this,” she said as I sucked her cock clean. “And to think we wasted all of that time pretending not to love one another.”

She was right. I didn’t know that I loved her like that, and I was angry at myself and her for not discovering what we had done sooner. It felt right to be obedient to a beautiful woman like her, and to allow myself to be used up and humiliated. I looked up at her and continued to worship her filthy cock until she pulled it away.

“Thank you,” I said, “I’ve never felt so good in my life.”

“I know,” she said in a cocky tone, “you were lost this whole time.”

I reached around and touched my ass. I felt itchy for some reason, and I laughed when I realized why. Her come had slowly began to drip out of me and I showed her my hand.

“There’s so much,” I said as I brought it to my lips. I looked her straight in the eyes as I opened my mouth. I licked the come out of my hand and she watched me, her breasts bouncing up and down from her heavy breathing. “I want it in my pussy next time,” I said, “I promise I’ll be good.”

Freya laughed and sat down beside me. I didn’t need her to directly address what I had just said, and I happily allowed her to wrap her arms around my naked body. Having such a powerful woman as my goddess was the real gain. The sex was wonderful, however, I really needed a person in my life that was honest and sincere with me while also willing to push my boundaries. So long I had lived in fear of failure and consequences, but with Freya, I felt like I could climb mountains and jump from airplanes.

“Come on,” she said after cuddling for several minutes, “let’s go get you cleaned up.”

“Okay!” I said as she grabbed my hand. The two of us ran into the shower and I got the feeling that we were going to live happily together forever.


Part II


Futa Landlord: Futa on Female



The rent is due!


“Wait, what day is it?” I said to myself as I walked towards the coffee maker.

The entire country was on lockdown and my employment as a waitress was not considered an essential job. After I got the coffee maker ready, I looked at the date on my phone and instantly my heart sank.

“The first!” I blurted out even though I lived alone. “How the hell am I going to make this month’s rent?”

When I was a waitress, I used to think that I was really smart. I received a ton of tips and they were almost always in cash. I never reported my official earnings to the government, thus I never had a very large tax bill. It was a beautiful system I had until I got laid off and had no other option but to collect unemployment. Unfortunately for me, I only received a fraction of the income that the government knew about, and it was barely enough for me to eat, let alone pay the rent on my comfy suburban apartment.

Even when I was working, I had a terrible habit of being late on the rent. It wasn’t because I was broke, it was just that I would forget to deposit cash into the bank so that I could write my landlord a check. Veronica, the owner of my apartment, was getting fed up with me always being late and had threatened to begin the eviction process if I did it again.

“Okay,” I said as I filled my coffee mug up. I left an inch at the top so that I could add my favorite peppermint creamer and a dash of cane sugar. “What do I do? Let’s be logical.”

The first thing I did was check my bank balance on my phone. I already knew there wasn’t enough, but I had to know if I was even close to being able to pay it.

“Eighty-four dollars! Fuck!” My rent was $800 a month, and I never even came close to earning that much in a single day, let alone while everyone was staying at home and not working.

It felt like the world was caving in on me. I didn’t know what to do. The eviction process wasn’t something that would just happen overnight, however, having that on my rental history would make it extraordinarily hard to rent the sort of places I preferred living in.

“Maybe I can sell my stuff,” I thought, “are the pawn shops open-” My train of thought was cut off by the sound of my buzzer. “Fuck! Really!”

I knew it was her. I knew it was her without even asking who it was on the intercom. Ever since I had become a habitual late payer, Veronica always stopped by my apartment to see what the deal was.

“Give me a minute please.” I said over the intercom. I buzzed her inside the apartment building. I always wondered why she buzzed instead of using her key and knocking.

I had to put on a pair of sweatpants and a tank top. The thing with Veronica was she always looked at me in a weird way. I wasn’t exactly sure why, but my leading theory was that she was a lesbian.

“Hmm,” I thought as I looked at myself in the mirror. “Maybe I can try turning on the charm. It works for men in the restaurant, why wouldn’t it work on a lesbian?”

I took off the pants I initially chose and opted for a much tighter pair that showed off my ass. I put on an old tank top when I was a size smaller, and my breasts looked like they were going to burst out of my shirt. It was my only shot, a hail Mary, my one shot to stay in Veronica’s good graces.

“Hi!” I said as I opened the door. She was standing right outside with a clipboard in her hand. She was writing something down, and she waited until she was finished before addressing me.

“Gwen. Hello.” She said seriously. Her demeanor was pure business, and she dressed the part. “May I come in?”

“Sure!” I stepped to the side and held out my hand as if to welcome her. “Please excuse the mess, I just woke up.”

“How are things?” She asked, “did you manage to get another job?”

“Do you want some coffee?” I was desperate to change the subject even though her facial expression told me that it was going to be ineffective.

“Sure,” she said much to my surprise. “Black.”

I had to hold back my laughter. Of course such a serious, business minded professional would drink the most bitter and boring coffee. I never understood it. There were so many wonderful flavors and sweet sugary goodness to be had.

I poured her cup and she took a seat at the kitchen table. She nodded her head and smiled at me as I placed the mug in front of her. I stopped myself from taking the seat opposite her as the table would hide my figure wrapped in tight clothing.

“Oops!” I said as I intentionally knocked a stack of mail off the table. I turned my back to her and bent over to pick it up.

“Mmm,” she said softly. I turned back and I saw her eyes studying my butt. “This coffee is fantastic.” She said with a sly wink.

“I’m in!” I thought to myself. “So, what brings you by?”

“The rent,” she said quickly. The mood shifted away from checking out my butt and back to business. “Do you have my check?”

“Listen, umm, about that. I, uhh,” I sat down and put my hands over my face. I sobbed, and though it was mostly an act, there was a hint of truth behind the facade.

“Again,” she said, “really? Do you think I’m going to just let you live on my property for free?” Through the cracks of my fingers I could see her angry eyes.

“What if,” I looked up at her after wiping my eyes, “there was another way to pay you?” I began to shake. I felt like I was gambling my bus money home on a scratch off lottery ticket.

“Interesting,” she said after taking a sip from her mug. She slammed it down on the table and stood up. “And what exactly does that mean.”

“Well, uhh,” I began to shake as she walked behind me and put her hands on my shoulders. “Y-you know. An-anything you want!” I blurted out. It was obvious that she was interested, but it was one thing to say that I was up for anything, and another thing to actually do it.

“You’re very beautiful,” she said as she lowered her head over my shoulder.

I could smell her perfume and the warmth of her cheek against mine made me breath heavy. The idea of having sex with a woman had never really been seriously entertained by me. I figured, at the time, that she was as good as any. Though a bit older than I, Veronica was objectively attractive. Her wavy blonde hair and cherry lipstick looked good on her.

“You want me to fuck you?” She asked.

“Fuck me?” I thought to myself, “how can she fuck me? Maybe a dildo?” I took a deep breath and answered the only way that I knew how. “Does it mean I’m okay on this month’s rent?”

“Hmm,” Veronica smacked her lips, “it depends, really. Are you going to say yes to my question?”

“Yes,” I said. There was no turning back. I was going to have my first lesbian experience, and it was with my landlord, Veronica. “I want you to fuck me!” I turned towards her and stared deeply into her eyes. “I’ll do anything for you.”

“Excellent,” she said with a smirk. “Show me your bedroom.”

“Okay,” I said as I stood up.

“Hold on,” she said, “I can’t allow a delinquent tenant to speak to me in such a manner. How about, ‘yes, Mistress Veronica.’ I think that’s more appropriate given the situation.”

“Y-yes, Mis-mistress Veronica.” I felt chills down my spine. The only time I heard people talking like that was when a friend showed me a femdom porn video. “Is she a dominatrix?” I thought to myself as I led us to my humble bedroom.


Whoa! What?


“Couldn’t you keep the place a bit more clean?” Veronica walked by and stood in the center of my bedroom with her back to me.

“Oh, umm, sorry?” If she wasn’t my landlord I would have told her off. It wasn’t that bad, and her “precious investment” wasn’t at any risk.

I could see her unbuttoning her blouse. Not sure of what to do, I closed the door behind me and waited patiently for instruction. She seemed to be the one that was going to take charge, and besides, I had no idea how to have sex with a woman.

“She’ll want me to lick it,” I thought to myself. “That’s the only thing that makes sense.” I didn’t own any dildos or strap-ons, and she didn’t even have a purse with her. There was no way she was going to request anything else out of me.

“I think you’ll be quite surprised,” she said as if she were able to read my thoughts.

I heard the sound of her pants unzipping followed by the sound of them falling to the floor. She wore black panties that were tight enough to form a slight wedgie. I took a deep breath as she pulled them down, exposing her bare ass to me. I could tell right away that she took care of herself and was someone that went into tanning salons.

“Why don’t I hear clothes coming off?” She asked as she put her hands on her hips.

“Oh, sorry.” I began fumbling with my shirt. “Mistress Veronica!” I quickly added much to her delight.

“On your knees. Crawl to me.” She ran her fingers through her long blonde hair as she kept her back to me.

I swallowed my pride and obeyed her command, dropping to all fours, only wearing my bra and panties as I crawled to the feet of my landlord. With every foot I crawled my anxiety increased. At any point I could get up and leave, and deal with the fact that I couldn’t make the rent, but I wanted to settle it this way. As nervous as I was, I couldn’t help but feel aroused by someone taking such a dominant position in the bedroom.

“Kiss. My. Ass.” She said while laughing. “And don’t stop, not until I tell you to.”

For a brief second, I debated whether or not to reply to her, but it seemed safer to simply do as I was told. Never in my life had my lips gone anywhere near a person’s ass. In fact, I was usually the one that got their butt kissed.

“Oh my,” she said as she slowly swayed back and forth. Her butt was rubbing against my face, and she knew that it was a humiliating thing to do. “I never thought that I’d have one of my tenants kissing my butt!”

I felt so low as I kissed my landlord’s ass from my position on the floor, yet I couldn’t deny my attraction for her. There was something about being humiliated that was turning me on, but I couldn’t quite figure out if it was because she was a woman or if it was because she had a higher status as my landlord.

“I have a confession to make,” she said as she reached around and pushed my face away from her perky ass. “I’m not what you think I am.”

I went silent. She was talking in such an obscure way that it would be impossible to guess what she was talking about. I heard her sigh deeply followed by a menacing laugh.

“I’m a futa,” she said as she turned around.

“Whoa!” I said as my jaw dropped, “what?”

Veronica had turned around to face me. Between her legs was not the pussy I imagined, but a massive cock. I had never seen such a dick that large before, and it only looked like it was half erect.

“Is that a-” Veronica cut me off.

“Yes it is,” she said, “now kiss it, Worship it.” She bit down on her lip and took a step towards me. I could feel the warmth of her crotch on my face.

“Yes, Mistress Veronica.” My chest was pounding. I realized the type of sex we were going to have and my pussy began to gush with excitement.

“I promise you that my futa-cock is going to rock your world,” she spoke with nothing but pure confidence, and I believed her one-hundred percent.

The tip of her cock slid past my lips and rested on my tongue. I applied every blow job trick in the book that I had learned over the years. Initially, I found it easy to take her size in my mouth, but that quickly changed when it suddenly ballooned in size.

“Big, huh?” She said as she looked down at me. “Do the best you can.”

It was impossible for me to answer her question, so instead I opened my mouth wider as I pushed towards the base of her futa-cock. She gasped as she looked straight into my eyes. I sensed that I was doing a good job when she smiled at me.

There was a moment when I began to wonder how it was even possible for Veronica to have a cock. Right as the thought crept into my mind, she began to thrust in and out of my mouth. She held my face still as she used my mouth like a fuck hole. Over time, I began to adjust to her size and it almost felt like I had been sucking her futa-cock for weeks.

“On your feet!” She demanded as she grabbed my hair and pulled me up. Her cock was dripping with my saliva as it poked my belly. “You need to be punished,” she said as she reached around and undid my bra. I put my arms at my side and let it fall to the floor. “Panties. Off. Now.”

“How is she going to punish me?” I thought as I stepped out of my underwear. Her eyes were fixed on my tits as they began to harden. It was almost like she was touching me with her eyes.

Veronica sat down on my bed and put her hand out. Saying nothing, I grabbed her hand and let out a surprised squeak as she pulled me over her lap without warning. My body began to shake as I felt her nails gently scratching my back and slowly heading towards my ass. She stopped once her hand was on my ass and I shivered with anticipation.

“Why didn’t you pay your rent?” She asked.

“Uhh, umm, because I don’t have any money?” She smacked my ass hard once I finished answering. “Oh, uhh, because I lost my job!” I tried again, but was once again met with her hard spank. “Mistress Veronica?” I added in the hopes of that being the solution.

“You’re irresponsible,” she said as her hand came down on my ass. “You’ve always been. It’s about time you’ve received some discipline!” She was relentless as she spanked me, and with every cry of pain, I began to crave her futa-cock more and more.

Some of the guys in my past tried to spank me over the years, but I never allowed it. For some strange reason it felt more natural to be bent over Veronica’s knee. She deserved my respect and submission. Though she was a woman, she represented the true meaning of the word “alpha.”

“Are you going to pay your rent on time next month?” She asked with her hand raised high above her head.

“Yes, Mistress Veronica!” I cried out. I shut my eyes when I realized that I was going to take a smack to the ass regardless of my answer. “Fuck!” I shouted, “I need your cock!”

“As you wish,” she said calmly. “I intend to get my money’s worth!”


Never the same


“Iknow you’ve already agreed to this,” she said as she stood by the side of the bed, “but I have a feeling that you’ll regret this.”

“Huh? Why?” To me it was a win-win. I’d get forgiveness on my rent payment and pummeled by the biggest cock I had ever seen.

“Men won’t ever do it for you,” she said with arrogance. “Once you feel my futa-cock inside of you, you’ll only want more.”

“Try me,” I said in a seductive tone. My challenge made her eyes twinkle before she grabbed me and threw me down on all fours.

Veronica wasted zero time shutting me up. In an instant, she had hooked her arms around my thighs and slammed herself inside of me. My body went into shock as I absorbed the pleasure from her diamond-hard futa-cock. The idea of something so hard filling my inner walls seemed impossible, but I couldn’t argue with the reality I was living.

My pussy took on a life of its own, aggressively clamping down and fighting against her massive size, but she continued to push deeper. She broke through my attempts at clenching it and proceeded to fuck me hard and fast.

“You’re very tight,” she said as she switched from hard and fast to slow and long, “but not for much longer!” She laughed as if to taunt me, but I knew she wasn’t bluffing.

“Holy fuck!” I yelled out, unable to control the volume of my voice. “It feels so good!”

She had only been inside of me for a couple of minutes and I could already tell that I was going to cum. The feeling of her humongous futa-cock brought feelings of both pain and pleasure. It was a cocktail of sensation that I never knew existed, and I was instantly hooked. “I want your cum inside of me!”

I always made my previous partners either wear a condom or pull out when we had sex, but Veronica’s cock was too good to disrespect like that. She deserved to shoot her hot cum inside of me, in fact, I was ready to beg for it if she refused.

Veronica’s futa-cock began to rumble inside of me. It felt like it had transformed into a vibrator. I scrunched my feet and grabbed the bedsheets roughly as I begged for her semen.

“You fuckin’ love my cock!” She growled as she grabbed my ankles and pulled up.

“Yes! Yes! YES!” I said into the bedsheets. She was holding me like a wheelbarrow and fucking me like a toy.

Veronica stopped fucking me, and without warning, she pulled her long cock out of me. My mouth opened wide at the sudden emptiness I felt inside.

“If you want my cum so bad, you’re going to have to earn it.” She grabbed my left shoulder and began to turn me on my back.

“I’ll do whatever it takes,” I said truthfully. I didn’t matter what she wanted to do with me; I’d do anything.

“Good,” she began crawling up my body, her futa-cock smeared my face with my cum, “then lick my asshole!”

Veronica planted her feet above my head and angled her ass towards my face. She maintained direct eye contact with me as she shoved her spread-open ass in my face. Her asshole had the slightest bit of sweat covering the exterior. My tongue made quick work of it, effectively cleaning her. She laughed as she looked down at me. Veronica knew that I was pathetic and desperate, not only to pay my rent, but to have her cum inside of me.

“Oh, come on!” She said, “don’t be shy now. I want you to really get in there. Lick it like you mean it. Lick it like you NEED my cum!” Her smirk made me feel so weak, yet I obeyed her orders and began licking her asshole like a hungry fiend.

The fact that I started to get even hotter from the taste of her butt surprised me. Aside from when she had me kiss her ass, I never had my mouth anywhere near someone’s backside. She grunted and groaned as she slowly pulled on her futa-cock.

Veronica didn’t say anything as she lifted herself from my face. I watched silently as she stepped back and got down on her knees between my legs. She lifted my legs and continued to push until my toes were above my head.

“You’re such a good butt licker,” she said in a cocky tone as she stuffed my pussy with her futa-cock. “I think you’ve earned my cum!”

I was unable to speak as her cock filled me. When she was sitting on my face, my pussy had tried to repair itself only for her to stretch it once more. My legs and arms shook uncontrollably as she began smashing my hole with all of her power. The sound of her hips crashing into mine echoed in my bedroom. Luckily, my landlord was in on the noise so any complaint would be unheard.

“Shh,” she said calmly as her cock began to burst.

She put her hand over my mouth as she closed her eyes and pumped hot cum into my pussy. I let my body do what was natural as I began to tremble. I could feel her cock twitching inside of me like a bell ringing. My wetness mixed with her cum and became one as the two of us climaxed at the same time.

“You almost got evicted,” she joked as she leaned down to kiss me on the lips. I felt warm and fuzzy as she put her lips on mine.

I was thankful that she accepted my pussy as payment for the rent because it felt as if she were the one doing me a favor. The way her futa-cock made me feel was enough for me to immediately begin planning my excuse for being late on the following month’s rent.

“T-thank you, Mistress Veronica.” I said softly. She appeared less set on humiliating me and more interested in cuddling.

“You’re welcome,” she said as she slowly pulled her cock from my pussy. “Wh-what are you doing?” She asked.

When she pulled her cock out of me, I had planted my feet into the bed and pushed up. My hand covered my pussy in an effort to keep her cum inside of me. I wanted her semen to marinade in my pussy.

“I want it,” I said while licking my lips.

“You’re bad,” she said as she stood up, “very, very bad.” She walked towards her clothes as I kept my eyes on the ass that used me as a chair. “I take it you’re going to be late next month as well.” I was shocked, it felt like an open invitation.

“Y-yes, Mistress Veronica.” I said with hope as she put her clothes on.

“Good,” she said, “I look forward to it.”

“You were wrong,” I said with my finger on my lips. “You know that right?”

“Wrong about what?” She put her hands on her hips, her futa-cock no longer visible.

“I don’t regret it,” I smiled at her with a wink. She didn’t have to say anything back for me to know that the following month was going to be even more intense.

“Make sure you clean up this mess for next time,” she said as she walked towards the door, “I hate filth.”

“Yes, Mistress Veronica.” I said as I grabbed my breast, “but if it’s dirty will you punish me again?”

She turned back and paused. I could see the gears in her brain working as she thought of a clever retort. “How about this: I won’t punish you if this room is dirty next month.” She smirked at me, knowing that she won, and left.

“Touché,” I said as I let my body go limp, “touché.”


Part III


Surprised by My Best Friend: Futa on Female



How it began


“Oh, come on Natalie.” My dear friend Shawna said, “it’s going to be alright. There’s no need to think about him too much.”

“I know,” I said as tears slowly dripped down my face. “I just, I just don’t know what I’m going to do. I hate being alone!”

Shawna was consoling me and holding my head in her lap. I felt so safe and comfortable around her. None of my other friends picked up my phone calls when I needed them, but Shawna was always there.

“You’re just going to have to forget about him,” she said, “you and both know what he’s really about.” She was right. My ex was a serial cheater and it didn’t matter what I did. I could never stop him. “You saw some of the women he was with,” she said, “he doesn’t even care about how they look. He just can’t control his little cock.”

“Well,” I started to laugh even with the new tears finding their way out of my eye balls, “he doesn’t have a little cock.”

“Oh really?” Shawna asked as she gently rubbed my upper back, “how big is it?”

“I don’t know,” I said, laughing again. It was funny to me that we were talking about his cock. “Seven inches, maybe?”

“Seven?” She said, “I guess it’s not super small,” she paused, “but trust me when I tell you, that’s a little one.” I had no idea why she was so hung up on such a small detail. It wasn’t like her to fixate on something so trivial during one of the times that I needed her emotional support.

“Oh yeah?” I asked. I sat up and I felt the sadness begin to disappear. “How would you know? I’ve never seen you with any man!”

“You’re right,” she said, “I don’t date men, and you know this.”

“Then how do you know about big or small dicks?” I said, feeling like I was winning our stupid debate. “Maybe if you look up images on the internet you’ll see some porn star’s cock, but you know that isn’t practical to expect from regular guys you meet in real life. Seven inches is a VERY good size!”

“I mean, I guess,” she said with a mysterious smile. “I’m just saying, he has a little cock. That’s just my opinion.”

“Oh man,” I said, “I am so jealous of you.” I was trying to change the subject. “You like women and you seem happy. I wish I could like women.”

“Why can’t you?” Shawna asked. There was a level of interest that appeared in her pupils that I didn’t notice before.

“Well,” I said. “For starters, not having a dick is probably the smallest size for a dick!” I broke out into laughter, but she remained calm and interested.

“What about strap-ons?” She asked, “you can get them in any size or width. Hell, you can get ones that vibrate. You’ll never get that out of a man’s cock.”

“It’s not the same!” I protested, “I want a real cock. A warm one. I want to feel come shoot inside of me!”

“So,” she said, “if a woman could somehow do that for you, you would consider her?”

“Yeah,” I said, realizing that we were talking about ridiculous hypotheticals, “sure. When I find that woman, I’ll lock her down.” I was laughing but Shawna had nothing but seriousness written across her face.

“Natalie,” she said as she started to stand up. She was looking at me with powerful eyes and her silence was making me nervous. Her slow and hard breathing made her breasts push out as she looked down at me.

“Yes?” I answered, “what is it Shawna?” I knew something was going to happen, but I was clueless as to what.

“I have to tell you something,” she said, “rather,” she paused and I watched her hands slowly begin to pull down her blue jeans. “I need to show you something.”

She maintained eye contact as she pulled down her pants. I was frozen, unsure of what to say or do, but my eyes were fixed on her crotch. Then I saw it. Once her pants and underwear came down, Shawna’s big secret was revealed to me. She had a cock and I started to understand why she thought my ex was small in her mind.

“W-what?” I asked, feeling confused. “What? What?” My eyes never left her cock, but she continued to stare right into mine.

“Yes,” she said, “now you know the truth.”

After seconds of being exposed to her cock, I found myself looking slowly up to her face. Her beautiful wavy, blonde hair was tied up at the top but long enough to go all the way down to her ass. Shawna was always a woman that I looked up to in terms of beauty. The way she dressed and the shape of her body was something I always envied.

“You’re fucking with me,” I said. “There is no way that thing is real!” It was simply impossible for her to have hidden such a massive thing from me for so long. “We’ve been in the locker room showers before!” I said, but then I thought about it for a second. The expression on my face was the equivalent to saying, “oh wait, I’m wrong.”

“I’m not joking,” she said, stepping out of the bottom of her jeans. Shawna was still wearing a shirt, but naked from the waist down. She, for some reason, kept her tan high-heels on. “Do you want to touch it?” She asked.

“Uhh,” I said as I rubbed my eyes and pinched myself, “o-okay.” I was reluctant but I had to know if she was playing some sort of elaborate prank on me.

She walked towards me slowly, her heels making a sound on the hardwood with every step. Her cock was right there and I poked it with a single index finger. It was warm but I wasn’t convinced, so I cradled her cock and balls.

“See,” she said as she let out a deep sigh. I kept my hands on her until it started to grow.

“Whoa!” I said, “this is real.” My hands were in my lap but I was leaning forward to look at it. She smiled down on me as she proudly stood before me with her beautiful cock.

“So,” she said, “you just got done telling me that if you found a woman with something like this,” she slid her hand down to her cock and began to pump it slowly, “you would lock her down.”

“Uhh, yeah. I said that.” My heart was pumping and my tongue was swirling around my mouth to let me know it wanted to taste it.

I don’t know how Shawna managed to keep such a secret from me. She explained to me that she was a futa, a term I had never heard before, and went on to tell me about how she had always dreamed of a day where her and I could become intimate. I wasn’t sure if I should have been angry because she had hidden such a thing from me, but I valued her immensely. She was literally the only person that was consistently there for me, and the fact that I was not repulsed by her naked body told me that I should go for it. I felt nervous and shy, but I summoned the courage to ask her a question that was, in my mind, absolutely crazy.

“Can I su-suck it?” I asked, I was ashamed until I saw the smile on her face. She comforted me with only a simple look. She made me feel like I could forget about my ex and give all of my love and energy to her instead.

“You can,” she said as she gently ran her fingers through my hair, “but there’s just one thing.”

“W-what is it?” I asked. I was willing to do anything to feel her passion.

“I expect you to submit to me,” Shawna said, her voice sounding a bit dark. “I only accept women that obey and worship me.”

“Worship you?” I asked, “what do you mean by that?” It sounded bizarre but it made my pussy feel wet. I never had anyone talk like that to me before.

“Yes,” she said, “you heard me right. I want you to worship me as your goddess. I expect you to bow and pray to me. If you accept me as your deity,” she paused and pushed my face up with her finger, “you will feel things that you never could imagine.”

“A-alright,” I said as I felt a cool shiver go down my spine, “I’ll do it.”

Shawna paused her dominant tone for a moment and explained to me the concept of a safe word. She had me pick out a word to use in the event that I needed her to stop. She was business like during the whole conversation, but it was like foreplay to me. The idea that she was going to do things that might lead me to feel some sort of pain was a huge turn on.

“Strawberry,” I said when she asked me to choose a safe word.

“Strawberry it is,” Shawna said as she pulled her top off. The only thing she had on was a bra that barely contained her breasts and the high heels that made her even more tower like compared to my much smaller size. “How many men have you slept with?” She asked.

“I, uhh, I don’t know,” I said, “why is that important?”

“Answer the question,” her words made me jump. I knew I needed to correct my behavior to satisfy my goddess.

“Fifteen,” I answered.

“Very well,” she walked off for a moment, leaving me confused. She returned holding a leather paddle and I jumped when she cracked it against the palm of her hand. “Fifteen lashes,” she said, “is what it’s going to take for you to repent.”

“Repent?” I thought to myself. “She’s going to punish me for sleeping with men?”

“Bend over the arm of the couch,” she said, “or do you no longer want to worship me as your goddess?” She had asked a question but she already knew the answer. She smirked at me arrogantly as I assumed the position. I even pulled down my pants to expose my pale ass.


I love to be spanked


“Now,” she said as she gently rubbed circles around my bare bottom with the cold leather paddle, “I want you to start at the very beginning. Who was the first man that you had sex with?”

“Bryan,” I said, “It was in my second year of college.” She whacked my ass hard with the paddle and I let out a cry.

“Who followed Bryan?” She asked, the paddle held a foot away from my soft ass.

“Luke,” I answered, “he was on the football team.” This time I knew it was coming and I closed my eyes as I endured the punishment.

“The third?” She asked as she ran her fingers through my hair. I felt goosebumps begin to form all over my body and I could tell that my ass was going to be bright red by the time we got to my most recent ex.

“Joey,” I said, “I hooked up with him at a party.” She timed her spank a little bit differently. Just as I opened my eyes, wondering if she was still there, I felt the leather paddle sting my ass.

I could hear cruel laughter as she started to tug on my pants and underwear. I lifted my knees from the couch so that she could take them off. I was ordered to remove my shirt, but keep my bra on.

“And the fourth guy?” She asked as she ran the paddle slowly up my body. I don’t know why, but I loved being spanked by her. It felt so natural to punished for sleeping with so many guys when such a wonderful goddess was there the whole time.

“Steven,” I answered, “we dated for three months until I found out about him cheating on me.” The spank I received for Steven was especially hard. It felt like I was being punished for not being good enough to maintain a man’s full attention.

“And?” She asked. I could feel that she was starting to pick up the pace of the questioning.

One after another, I named each man that I had ever had sex with and gave her a brief description. She paddled my ass all the way until I got to the most recent ex, and for him, I received several hard spanks that made me shake and moan. I had no idea that being spanked was such a powerful feeling. It made me feel alive, and I loved knowing that there was a beautiful woman watching me as I cried out in pain. It was humiliating, yet it made me feel closer to my goddess as she had me spill out my secrets. Every swing of the paddle carried meaning and my pussy was craving more and more. I almost wished I had lied about the number and told her something ridiculous just so that she would spank me for several hours.

“All of those men,” she said, “and I was here the entire time, waiting for you to finally understand.”

I said nothing as she threw the paddle to the floor. She circled around the couch and her futa-cock was inches from my face. It was fully erect and much larger than anything I had ever seen. I wanted to kiss it, or suck on it to show her how much I respected her, but she wasn’t done teasing me.

“So,” she said, “do you want to suck it?”

“Yes,” I answered as I looked at her beautiful cock, “please!”

“I’m not convinced that you’re ready to worship me,” she said as she backed off enough to make it so I couldn’t lunge towards her cock.

“What can I do?” I asked, hoping to get an answer. I was willing to do whatever it took to prove myself as her loyal follower.

“Lay down on the floor,” she said.

I quickly obeyed her and got down on my back right next to the couch. Shawna stepped over my body and planted her firm butt down on the cushion. Her high heels were resting on my stomach, but one of them slowly began to crawl towards my face. It all happened in slow motion. Shawna looked deeply into my eyes as her foot approached my lips, and she had no need to explain her expectations.

“Yes, very good.” She said as I began to kiss the bottom of her shoe. I felt so pathetic kissing her shoes, but I loved the feeling of being seen in such a low position. “And the heel?”

She tested me and I passed with flying colors. Slowly, she pushed the heel of her shoe into my mouth and I began to suck it like a skinny cock. She laughed and dug the other heel into my stomach, causing me to let out a moan. I felt like I was being used for her entertainment, like she considered receiving oral sex to be her giving me a reward. She was nothing like any of the fifteen men that I named and repented for. She was something very different, an enigma, a true goddess worthy of my praise. When she crossed her legs and looked into my eyes, I felt so much love and compassion despite the humiliation, and when I felt her bare foot being pressed to my face, I felt rewarded to finally taste her naked feet.

“Yes,” she said, “lick my feet. Show me that you’re willing to worship all of me!”

“As you wish,” I said as she wiggled her toes on my tongue. It felt so right to be under her precious feet. It made me really feel like I was treating her as my personal goddess.

Shawna began to show signs of sexual arousal. Her cock had somehow grown even more and she was arching her back as she enjoyed the feeling of my tongue on her pretty, little toes. Never had I imagined myself to be willing to lick feet, but it felt like the right thing to do for Shawna. Just seeing her happiness made me happy, and I was convinced that I was showing her how worthy I was to worship her.

“Thank you,” I said, almost out of breath when she removed her foot from my mouth, “thank you so much!”

“You’re welcome,” she said as she inspected my eyes for the truth. I knew I was speaking on behalf of my heart and I could sense that Shawna picked up on it. “Come here,” she said with her finger pointed at her erect cock.

It looked like a skyscraper and I eagerly got on my knees and looked at it in amazement. She nodded her head and I began to kiss from the bottom of her shaft all the way up to the crown of it. I loved seeing her face as she moaned and licked her lips as I tried to make each subsequent kiss more powerful. I put just the tip of her futa-cock in my mouth and began to rapidly flick my tongue on the underside. She moaned and put her hands on my head.

“Can you take it all?” She asked with a sinister smile. I nodded my head in agreement with the crown still between my lips.

Shawna used both of her hands to gently push me down towards the base of her shaft. I had never even attempted to do such a thing with any man before, and their cocks were nothing like hers. Still, I pressed on and did everything I could to try and impress her. I wanted to be praised by my goddess for being a worthy cock sucker.

“Very good,” she said when we reached the halfway point. “But let’s not continue.” She surprised me but I knew why she said what she said. Her cock had reached the back of my throat and it was simply impossible for any human to consume the whole thing.

As carefully as she pushed me down, she began to pull away. I did everything in my power to make her feel good, and I felt her cock convulse inside of my mouth. She seemed pleased by my efforts, but I was made aware of her true desire.

“I don’t want to finish in your mouth,” she said, “I want to share the pleasure with you.”

“Okay,” I said as I tried to control my excitement. My pussy was begging me to be filled. My eyes had processed the image of a beautiful cock and sent a transmission into my brain which then alerted my pussy of the potential feeling it could have. Hearing her desire to fuck me was music to my ears.

Shawna stood up and I remained on my knees. She said nothing to me as I kept myself close to her body. I wanted to lick and kiss every square inch of her.

“Let’s go upstairs,” she said as she took a step away from me. Her ass was right in front of my face and I had a sudden urge to taste it. “Go ahead,” she said, “kiss my ass.”

I leaned forward and planted a juicy kiss on her right ass cheek. She giggled and took another step.

“Kiss it,” she said, “for every step I take, I expect to feel your lips on my butt.”

“Yes, goddess,” I said. I felt a huge rush after referring to her as goddess. I leaned forward and planted another kiss, and then another as she took another step.

Being dominated and humiliated by my best friend was oddly exactly what I needed. The break up wasn’t on my mind, nor the sadness. With Shawna, I only needed to obey her every command and do whatever I could to show appreciation for her dominance. I loved being put in such a low position. I loved knowing that the person doing it was somebody that I trusted with my life.


I’ll worship Shawna for the rest of my life


Kissing her ass one step at a time made the whole process of getting to her room a project. She seemed to take small steps just to delay the satisfaction I was anticipating while also rewarding me by giving me more time to be intimate with her butt. Every kiss made me feel like I was doing all I could to worship her, yet I was on the verge of begging to be ravished by her futa-cock. I had seen it and felt it inside of my mouth. I already knew that it was capable of making me feel things that I had never experienced before.

“Are you okay?” She asked as she started on the steps, “can you continue?”

“Yes, goddess,” I said as I put my knees on the wooden steps. It hurt a little, but my need to kiss her ass was much stronger than temporary discomfort.

“Good,” she said, “I’ve always imagined you this way.” She continued climbing the steps one at a time, refusing to move until my lips touched her flawless butt. “I think this is why you’ve struggled to find happiness in all of your relationships.”

“I agree,” I said, “I don’t know how or why, but you’ve opened my eyes.”

“Interesting,” she said, “I wonder where we would be if I had made my move sooner.” She seemed to get lost in her thoughts, but I still had a task at hand. We moved up the steps slowly while I focussed on nothing but making sure my lips kissed her ass.

We reached the top of the stairs and made our way down the short hallway into the master bedroom. Not only did she always impress me with her beauty and style, but her lifestyle had always seemed impossible for me to achieve. I would have been willing to be her full time ass kisser just for the chance to move into her home and enjoy the luxury that she could provide.

Shawna turned around, her futa-cock slapping me across the face unexpectedly. She broke out into laughter as she sat down on the edge of the bed.

“Stand up,” she said. She watched me carefully as I stood up. Even though I stood taller than her, I felt so weak in comparison. “Wow,” she said as she ran her fingers between my legs. She could feel how wet I was, and I gasped when she stuck her fingers in her mouth to taste my flavor.

She pulled me towards her body and I realized that she wanted me to get on top. Carefully, I wrapped my legs around her as she gently sat me down on her futa-cock. It felt like warm steel being thrusted into my hole, and I wanted to weep as she slowly impaled me with it. She put her hand on the back of my head and shoved my face into her breasts. I kissed them and licked them to take my mind off of the initial pain of having such a large cock inside of me.

“Are you okay?” She whispered into my ear.

“Yes,” I said as she laid down.

I was on top of her and fully in control, but I did not feel dominant. It was impossible to feel dominant around her. She watched me slowly go up and down on her cock, and I found myself limiting the penetration to only half of her cock. She allowed me to ride her for several minutes until I saw something change in her eyes. She had allowed me to tease her for so long, but she needed to fuck me with the whole thing.

“Remember the safe word,” she said as she started to take control.

She grabbed me by the hair and pushed my body off of her. I landed on my stomach, and I felt my knees being moved as she worked herself into position. She pulled on my hair and spanked my ass as the crown of her cock re-entered me. This time, however, she wasn’t going to allow me to get away with only taking half of her might.

“Oh my god!” I yelled as she rammed her cock into me. It initially felt like I was having my insides punched, but as she did it over and over again I began to adjust. I went from being in pain to feeling like I was on the path of fulfillment as she pummeled her futa-cock in and out of me.

“Do you still think seven inches is big?” She asked as she made my eyes roll into the back of my skull.

“No!” I yelled, “fuck!” I was breathing hard and heavy as her hips crashed into my already sore ass. It felt like I was being spanked again even though her hands were busy pinning me down.

Shawna ceased speaking to me. I couldn’t see her face, but I knew that she was focusing on extracting as much pleasure out of me as humanly possible. My pussy was being used up and her futa-cock was full of rage. Years of looking at me with feelings were finally being unleashed on me. I almost felt like I needed to apologize for not making myself available to her sooner, yet I figured that was why she punished me with the paddle for every cock I took that was not hers.

As she continued pumping her cock inside of me, I started to notice that her cock was pulsing. The sounds she made were loud and increasing with every thrust. She pushed my head down and pinned my cheek to the mattress as she kept her cock deep inside of me. Suddenly, I saw her foot being lifted over my body and coming straight to my face. In an instant, she was stepping on the side of my head and she started to thrust again. The position made her go much slower, but she made sure I felt every inch of her cock.

“There it is,” she said quietly as her futa-cock began emptying itself inside of me. I had never felt a load shoot into me as hard before.

“Oh fuck!” I cried out. She put more pressure on my face with her feet as I continued to cry out in joy. “Thank you!” I yelled at the top of my lungs.

My legs were shaking and my body was starting to limp. She held my hips up while keeping my head pinned down. Every drop of her come was shot into my pussy and it felt like I was receiving a gift from my goddess. I was almost certain that I wouldn’t be able to walk when she was ready to pull out.

Other than the sound of our heavy breathing, the two of us were silent. She began to relax the amount of pressure she was putting on my face, and I thanked her by kissing her feet. She laughed as she pulled them away from me, and I gasped for the final time when she pulled her cock out. I laid down, pressing my thighs together. My pussy was full of her come and I wanted it to stay inside of me.

“So,” Shawna said, “do you have any regrets?” She laid down right beside me and smiled at me gently.

“No,” I answered, “I don’t think I can go back.”

“What do you mean?” It felt like she was talking to me as a friend again. It was like she knew when to end the fantasy and reassure me that she cared deeply for me as a person.

“I can’t see myself ever dating a man again,” I wasn’t surprised by my own words. The feelings that I had just experienced were addictive and impossible to have based on my previous experience.

“I see,” she said, “so you want to actually worship me?” She laughed but it almost felt like she was making fun of herself too.

“Yeah,” I admitted. “I’ve never felt so alive.” I paused as I realized something, “but I know you have other women.”

“No,” she said, “the only person I have in my life right now is you.”

“Seriously?” I asked.

“Yes,” she put her face close to mine and sweetly kissed me on the lips. “I wouldn’t lie to you.”

I believed her and I felt so loved and appreciated as she wrapped her arms and legs around me. She cuddled me and rubbed my back as I kissed her chest.

“Can I ask you a question?” I asked. She grabbed my hand and helped me sit up on the bed. I put my hand over my pussy to catch her come as it slowly started to drip out of me and the two of us shared a laugh. “How did you know I would like it like that?” I paused and thought for a moment, “like, how did you know I wouldn’t mind you being so, uhh, cruel?”

“I just had a feeling that you would,” she held my hand and helped me into the bathroom. “Do you want something different?”

“No,” I answered quickly. She laughed at my response.

“Then don’t think so much!” She joked as she turned on the shower, “just embrace your desires and be thankful that I allow you to worship me.” She got back into character and laughed at my smile.

“I am thankful!” I said, “I just have a lot of different emotions right now, but I do know that I’ve never felt anything like that before.”

Together, Shawna and I took turns rubbing soap on one another. She would act sweet and kind and occasionally remind me of the commitment I made to her. My only real regret was not learning about myself sooner. It was like I had wasted so much of my life by not being with her.


Also by Amelia Wrath


Dominant Futa Mega Bundle: 16 Short Stories

1. Hotwife and FUTA: MFF Femdom Cuckold

2. FUTA Dominatrix: Femdom Love

3. Sissified by the FUTA: Futa on Male

4. Leaving My Husband for a FUTA: I Had No Idea She Had One

5. FUTA Chastity Keyholder: Futa on Top

6. Femdom Wife and FUTA: Cuckold Humiliation

7. FUTA Surprise!: Futa on Female

8. FUTA in Thailand: Futa on Male

9. The FUTA's Sissy: Futa on Male

10. The FUTA Wife: Femdom Chastity

11. FUTA Goddess Candy: Futa on Male

12. Foreign FUTA Goddess: Futa on Male

13: Femdom FUTA Wife: Cuckold MMF

14. The FUTA Bar: Futa on Female

15. FUTA Best Friend: Futa on Female
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