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I have to leave him!


Sometimes you have to leave a relationship no matter how much it hurts to do so. My life had become nothing like what I had dreamed about when I was younger, and I could attribute most of the problems to my husband, Tom. He was a nice guy at first, but his true self came out later on in our marriage when he got complacent. I could tell that he was starting to take our love for granted, and he began to neglect me as he went deeper into his own world where he gambled and drank his money away. I was tolerant at first, and I tried my best to show him that he could have a wonderful time with his wife, without all of the vice, but my efforts were useless, and resulted in nothing more than arguments that seemed to get even more loud than the last one. I had to do something; it was time for a change.

I was careful at first. I was afraid to just walk out on him with nowhere to go, so I devised a plan, a plan that would have shocked those around me. I wanted to try women for a change. Nobody that I was close to had any clue that over time I had secretly been interested in women. I just saw them as more beautiful overall, and I knew that there were obvious work arounds for the lack of manhood. Tom didn’t know it, but I had been speaking to a beautiful woman that lived nearby named Natalie. She was a beautiful woman with gorgeous blue eyes and dark hair that seemed to go on for miles. I couldn’t help but feel that she was more beautiful than me, and I could sense that she felt the same, but she continued to talk to me anyways. She seemed to enjoy being in the dominant role, and it was a positive, in her eyes, that she would be my first woman. She seemed like the right person to take care of me for my first lesbian experience.

“Just leave the house and come over here!” Natalie texted me on a night when I was having another argument with Tom.

“I know it’s the right thing to do. I’m just scared to do something so crazy.” I replied knowing that what she was suggesting was the true thing to do for my happiness.

We went back and forth for a while, and with Tom shouting about some nonsense, I got the courage to pack a bag and leave the house. I was not going to put up with him for another minute! Especially when I had a beautiful woman waiting for me with open arms and promises of a good time. I needed some fun, and Tom had not given me any in a very long time.

“Where do you think you’re going Tammy?” Tom said when he saw me stuffing a few odds and ends into a bag.

“I’m going to a friends house.” I said choosing to withhold the truth in case it didn’t work out the way that it appeared it would, “I can’t put up with your fighting! It hurts! It really hurts!” I was on the edge, and I could have cried, but I fought against my emotions.

“I’m on my way sexy lady!” I texted Natalie when I shut the car door behind me.

I turned on my favorite music and blasted the volume. I did not care if anybody was disturbed in the neighborhood. I figured they would get over it, but I needed a way to release some of my anger and frustration so that I would not take it out on the woman that was accepting me with open arms. Making a good impression with Natalie was more important to me than the thoughts or feelings of the neighbors that I very easily could leave behind if things worked out with my new girlfriend. I could sense a personal liberation brewing, and I felt like a freedom fighter that was doing all that she could to find true, and honest love.

The drive to her home was one of the most meditative things that I had done for myself in a long time. The feeling of freedom, and the excitement of meeting a new partner made me feel like I was actually alive. It was a feeling that had, over time, become lost but I was beginning to find it again, and with that I realized I was also on a journey to find myself. After all, I was meeting with a woman for romantic purposes. It wasn’t just to sit down and have a chat over a hot cup of tea, but instead a situation in which I would be out of my comfort zone, and things would be done that normal women would never even think of. I was going to submit to this beautiful woman, and let her have her way with me. I just couldn’t wait to touch her, and hear her voice, and kiss her lips for the first time.

Her street told me right away that she had a bit of money. My car was so out of place in this neighborhood, and I drove a mid level sedan that got a lot of compliments from people. These people, however, had stupid amounts of money to burn, and their houses looked like palaces from my perspective. Natalie and I never really discussed financial things, so I had no idea that she had this level of wealth, and when she told me her address I never even thought to look it up on the computer to see where it was. This was the first time that I was confronted with the idea that she had the type of money to give me a great life, and if she was going to be the dominant partner it was likely that she would not even want me to work. I could be her housewife; that was no problem for a woman like me!

Natalie must have seen me pull in from her window, because she came outside to greet me. She was dressed casually, as I would expect, but her beauty was still obvious. The first thing I noticed was how large her ass and breasts were, yet her waist was so thin. She was built like fashion models, and part of me wondered if that was her occupation. Maybe that was how she afforded to live in this upscale neighborhood. I felt weird coming straight out and asking her about it, so I decided that I would be very subtle and patient to extract that information from her without appearing overly interested in her financial position even though I found myself very interested in it.

“Did you have a hard time finding the place?” She asked as I got out of the car.

“No,” I answered unsure of what else to say. I was distracted with her beautiful body. “How are you?” I managed to get out so that my pause didn’t come off as creepy.

“I’m doing so much better now that I can finally see you!” She was cheerful and smiley as she came over and hugged me tight.

Her embrace made me feel safe. It was a level of safety that no man had given me, and I wondered how she was able to do this without trying to do it. Her body was warm, and her feelings seemed genuine. Unlike my husband, she wasn’t faking affection for the purpose of getting laid; it was refreshing to deal with a woman that understood how women feel and operate. She gently grabbed my hand and led me into her home. I felt like I was getting the red carpet laid out for me to walk on as I entered her palace. Her hospitality was unmatched, and I thought to myself that I had to figure out a way to make this relationship work out. I knew that she would be able to make me extremely happy.

“Do you need to talk about the asshole sweetheart?” She said sitting me down in her kitchen and giving me something to drink.

“To be honest Natalie,” I sighed, “he is the last thing I want to worry about right now. I’ve been talking to you so long, and I’m finally here. I just want tonight to be about us.” I gave her my cute face and she smiled back at me.

I was scanning her place for evidence of how she came into all of this money, but I wasn’t able to find anything that gave me evidence. I did, however, see pictures of her in various locations in Europe and Asia, and it made me wonder about her lifestyle and if she wanted to bring me along for the ride.

“I have a confession to make,” she said while smiling, “I can see your curiosity in your eyes.” She paused to read my face, “right now you’re wondering “how the hell does she afford all of this?” Am I right?” She asked.

“Y-yeah,” I was shocked that she was able to so easily read me. She only made me wonder more about who she was.

“The short answer is this,” Natalie set her drink down on the table and came around so that she was able to touch me softly, “I’m a professional dominatrix. I have clients all over the world, most of which are men. I hope that is something you can live with.”

I smiled and started to chuckle. She was living a fantasy life, and making tons of cash in the process. Ironically, I didn’t feel jealous at all, and instead I found myself interested in experiencing what it was that she did for a living. Her dominant attitude made sense now, but it was more interesting now that I knew that she enjoyed being in charge in the bedroom. I couldn’t stop thinking about all of the dirty things that she could to me, and I found my pussy starting to get a little wet from just thinking about it.

“There’s something else that I need to tell you,” Natalie seemed a bit more nervous about tell me what she was about to say.

“What is it?” I asked hoping that it wasn’t something that was too much for me to handle.
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A pleasant surprise


Her eyes were locked on mine and I could feel something in the air, I could just feel that she was about to slap me with some truth, and the anticipation was doing a number on me. She looked comfortable as she stared at me in silence, but I could also sense some concern from her. She smiled at me and put her hand on my hand, and slowly she started to move it towards her crotch. I didn’t do anything about it, but I was certainly confused and unsure as to what the purpose was, but then I felt it. It was big, and it was like nothing I ever felt or expected from such a beautiful, sweet, lovely woman.

“Do you feel it?” She asked with her eyes still fixed on mine. I could feel her reading me, and I did my best to not do anything that would offend her.

“Y-yes,” I said shyly, “is that what I think it is?” I wasn’t quite comfortable to start groping and squeezing to confirm suspicions so I waited for her to answer me, or to show me what it really was.

She moved my hand away and started to slowly pull down her pants. Underneath, she had on a black g-string, and the lump was obvious. My heart was racing as she started to pull down her underwear, and my eyes were stuck on the lump that was about to expose itself to me. I zoned out for what felt like a minute, but was probably three or four seconds, as I looked at what was the most beautiful, large, perfect cock I had ever seen. It made Tom’s look useless, and she wasn’t even erect. Natalie grabbed my hand, and placed it on her warm cock. I pet it, and looked at it, and determined that it was in fact real.

“I am a futa,” she said as I stroked her cock, “that’s part of the reason I’ve been so successful as a dominatrix. Believe it or not, men fantasize about a woman like me all of the time, and their willing to do practically anything for me, but,” she paused, “I prefer women as partners.”

Surprisingly I didn’t get turned off by what she was telling me. It was somehow reassuring for some reason, and I suspected it was because I still loved to be fucked by men. Natalie, in that moment, represented a perfect partner to me. She had all of the compassionate and loving traits of a female, but she had a large cock that could fill me and satiate my desires, and the fact that she was and loved to be a dominatrix only added points in her favor. I licked my lips, and I didn’t even realize that I was stroking her futa-cock in a way that was bringing her pleasure. It started to stir, and I continued to play with it in the hopes of seeing it in all of its glory.

“You don’t mind it?” She asked.

“No, I love it,” I decided to prove my love for it by sliding off my seat and getting down on my knees in front of her.

I licked my lips and started to plant soft, wet kisses on her semi-hard futa-cock, and I felt like I was playing a game. Every loving kiss I gave it added points to the score, and if I kissed enough I would be given the wonderful opportunity to see it in its largest form. My kisses meant something, but soon I found myself licking her cock as it grew. It tasted clean and wonderful, and her moans only encouraged me to worship her even more. I did not care how many men knelt before her like this, because I was doing it in this moment. That was all that mattered to me, and the only worship she was receiving was from me, and I also felt like I was getting back at Tom for being such a jerk. Little did he know I was on my knees and orally pleasuring another person, and that person was more beautiful than him and also had a larger cock.

With my lips parted, I stuffed the crown of her futa-cock inside of my mouth, but I hovered around the tip gently sucking and flicking my tongue underneath. She moaned and soon she had her hand on my head, gripping my hair firmly, and she slowly pressed me down on her cock. I was willing to take the challenge of getting her cock in as deep as was physically possible, so I pushed everything out of my mind and focused only on the wonderful futa-cock that was in my mouth.

“Such a good cock sucker,” she said as she looked down on me, “do you like my futa-cock?”

“Mhmm,” I said causing vibrations to shoot into her cock which made her cock jerk quickly inside of my mouth.

“That feels nice,” she giggled for a moment before going back to moaning as I started to go up and down on her massive cock.

It was the first time in a long time that I felt like an actual woman. Sucking dick was not my favorite thing to do as far as foreplay was concerned, but this experienced showed me that it just had to be the right kind of dick that was attached to a special type of person. I was taking pride in what I was doing, and it made me feel so feminine and loved to know that the woman I was submitting to was worthy of my gesture. I slurped as she grabbed my head and controlled the rate in which I was sucking. Eventually, it turned into her fucking my mouth the same that one would fuck a pussy, and I never felt better despite the obvious humiliation of being used as a fuck hole.

“That’s right,” she said with her teeth mashing together in her mouth, “who’s a good bitch? Huh? Yes, you are!” She was entering and exiting my mouth with great speed and dominance.

I allowed her to do as she pleased, and I could feel her futa-cock jerking inside of my mouth. I wasn’t sure if she had the ability to shoot hot come into my mouth, but then I quickly realized that she would when her pre-come entered my mouth. It slowly dripped down my throat as she continued to fuck my face.

“I’m going to come!” She warned me as she changed her strokes to become more slow.

Her cock was grinding on my tongue, and the friction was creating a magical reaction, and her hot come filled my mouth. It surprised me in its quantity, and it tasted better than Tom’s. I knew that I would be able to swallow her liquid gold easily, and I was grateful for the opportunity to show my love for her futa-cock in this way.

“Look at you!” She said as she removed her futa-cock from my mouth, “you love it! You really fucking love it, don’t you?”

I opened my mouth to let her see her come inside of my mouth as I flicked my tongue around. I closed my lips and made a kiss face as I swallowed her load, and then I opened my mouth again to show her that it was gone.

“I really do love it,” I said as I licked my lips to get the stuff that had dripped out during her orgasm, “you’re so fucking sexy.” I confessed as I remained on my knees.

Everything about us just seemed right, and I couldn’t wait to feel her inside of my pussy. I was okay with showing off my skills and love for her futa-cock, but eventually I would have to feel it inside of me. The power of her load would surely make me come again after her size stimulated me to the point of orgasm. She could do anything that she wanted with me, and I almost wanted to do things to upset her so that she would feel the need to punish me for being a bad girlfriend. I truly was ready to submit my body to this magnificent woman!
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Please fill me up mistress!


After I sucked her cock she suggested that we take a shower together. I planned to do everything I could to get her horny again, so that she would give me her big cock. The shower, I felt, was the perfect place to try and build attraction and it would allow for her to see me naked for the first time. So I had no problems taking her hand and allowing her to lead me upstairs to the master bathroom which would put us in close proximity to the bedroom.

“Wow,” I said when I saw the size of the shower, “this is as big as my room back home.” I was in awe with the place. She had multiple shower heads, “you could fit a football team in here!”

Natalie didn’t seem to think much of what she had, but it certainly was amazing to me. What was even more incredible was that such a beautiful goddess was interested in me the way that she was. When I got naked, I could not help but feel subconscious about my body as I stood next to her. Everything about her was superior to me, yet she seemed to think that I was beautiful, and she complimented me on my body. What I thought was ugly pale skin, she saw as flawless perfection, and she was rubbing my body with her strong hands as she looked deeply into my eyes.

“I like it hot,” she said with a smile, “I hope your pretty skin doesn’t mind.” She turned on the shower, and she was not exaggerating about the heat level that she preferred.

“I don’t mind,” I said knowing that I was telling a tiny white lie. I became stoic as I walked under the hot stream of water so that I could adjust my body to the temperature.

It only took a few seconds for my body to get used to the heat level, and I pulled her in close to me, and grabbed a bottle of liquid bath soap, and began covering her perfect body with soap. Using my own body, I spread the soap around much to her enjoyment. I felt like I was giving her a soapy massage, and in a way I was, and I enjoyed feeling like I was her little soap bitch that was her to please her. She was my goddess.

“M-mistress,” I said to test how she would react to me addressing her in this way, “i-is it okay if I call you that?”

She bit down on her lip and gave me a look as if I had done everything right. I could sense that she loved the power, and she appreciated my ability and willingness to acknowledge her as superior, and to submit to her as if I was owned by her. I was happy to hear her tell me that it was okay, and even more pleased when she ordered me to get on my knees.

“Clean my ass,” she ordered as she adjusted the shower head to rinse the soap from her and my body, “you’re going to use your tongue bitch!”

Her desire for me to lick her ass was a revelation. Never had I considered licking someones butt before, but with her I didn’t take any issue with it at all. I got down on my knees, and she turned around, pressing her perfect ass to my face. I inhaled her scent before spreading her cheeks apart with my hands and sniffing again once access was granted. She smelled of pure heaven, and I needed to confirm if she tasted equally as divine. With a firm tongue, I tasted her asshole and was pleased with the results. One more thing was checked off on the list of sexual acts that I had committed, but this one, I felt, would be a reoccurring act so long as she was the goddess that requested it from me.

Her hand found its way to the back of my head, and she stuck her butt out while getting on her tiptoes. I had full access to everything, and I took a risk and inserted my tongue into her hole. She gasped, and giggled as I began to slowly fuck her ass with my tongue. The hot water was coming down from her body and onto my face, and I felt like I was being used up like the little bitch she saw me as. Being on my knees with my face in her butt was all that I needed to realize to understand my position in this relationship, and it was a position I was proud to have. It was something that I almost wanted to brag about, if I could only find someone that would listen to me.

“I’m ready now,” she said as she turned around. My face naturally tried to stay in between her butt cheeks, “I’m going to ruin that pussy for anyone that ever comes after me!”

Her futa-cock was as hard as a rock, and it was pointed right at me. I turned around and got on all fours, presenting her with my pussy and my ass. She could have taken either hole at this point as I was dripping from the excitement her ass caused me, but she chose the hole that I secretly wanted more. Her cock was rubbing on the outside of my wet pussy lips, and I moaned as I waited for her to penetrate me. Slowly, she stuck the crown of her wonderful futa-cock inside of me, and she held it there for a moment as my body adjusted to her size. She pressed it in halfway, and stopped again. My walls clung around her staff, and I moaned, and began to beg.

“Fuck me mistress!” I cried out, feeling an enormous level of lust for her, “give it to me as hard as you can! I need your cock!”

“Shut up bitch!” She said both seriously and jokingly as she slapped my ass hard with her hand, “put your head back!”

I tilted my head back, and she grabbed my hair and pulled me back further as she continued to impale me with her massive cock. She reached depths that had been uncharted by many men before her, and yet it was easy for her, and took zero effort. I was breathing so fast, and so shallow that she laughed at me as she knew that she was the boss and that she could tell me to do anything and I would have no option but to obey her. I needed her to pump me full of her hot come, so that I could enter the state of mind that I so desperately craved. I needed to continue being her little bitch!

She rocked in and out of me effortlessly while causing me to scream in pleasure. Her cock was doing things that seemed impossible, yet it wasn’t because it was happening. I came several times before she even let out the slightest moan, but when she did she increased the rate of her thrashing and I found myself getting ready for an explosive orgasm. Her cock was practically vibrating inside of my pussy, and she continued to stretch my walls, though they hugged her cock as tight as they could. Natalie continued to hold my hair and spank me while calling me several names that I would have never allowed Tom to call me, but that was because his cock was tiny in comparison. She had earned my respect, she was my mistress, and I had given her permission to do anything.

Her come shot into my like a high powered hose, and her semen splashed around my insides causing me to come. Our liquids merged together, and danced with one another as she finally released her hold on my hair and squeezed my butt with both of her hands. She remained deep inside of me for a moment before eventually pulling out. The feeling of her cock leaving my pussy was just as pleasurable as when it first entered, and I immediately fell to my tummy and laid on the floor as the water beat down hard on my back. Her come was dripping out of me, and I looked over my shoulder to see her standing high above me with a powerful, smug look on her face.

“You can leave that deadbeat husband of yours,” she said confidently, “you’re going to be my bitch now!”

“Yes mistress,” I said.

It was the happiest moment in my life.
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