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"You’re eager because you’ve been bad this week and because you know you deserve what I’m going to do to you, don’t you?"

Valentina


His Secret Futa Mistress


Cole looks over his shoulder as he rounds the corner, stepping off the avenue. He's two subway stops from the investment bank he works at and that's still close enough him to run into one of the other bankers on the street. They cannot know where he is going, what he is doing. They can't even suspect he's up to something, which is exactly what they would think if they saw him buzzing his way up to the narrow apartment building with its shabby facade that was a far cry–both in distance and design–from his own luxury apartment purchased with Wall Street winnings.
Life on the Street is brutal. It's kill or be killed and any sign of being anything other than a shrewd, merciless operator who doesn't take shit from anyone is a sure fire way to find yourself at the bottom of the pecking order. And with where Cole is going, he's taking a hell of a lot more than shit.
He’s buzzed into the apartment’s tight lobby and starts up the stairs to the third floor. Each landing has just two apartments behind charmless metal doors. His destination is apartment #3S. The big, suited man rings the bell.
A minute later the door opens into the dimly-lit space, soaked with erotic neon lighting. Cole steps inside.
“On your knees,” a feminine voice says after she's closed the door.
Cole drops to his knees. He hears the familiar jingle of metal as the woman–yes, he thinks of her that way, even with what she has between her legs–undoes the buckle of the leather collar and wraps it around his neck, fastening it so tightly he can feel it when he swallows. His pulse races. This has become their ritual, the way she ensures he knows that his place in here is different than at his bank, on the Street, or anywhere else in the whole wide world.
Her name is Valentina and she is one of the 0.1% of the population known as a futa. Born female with male genitalia, futas have become a cultural lightning rod, hated by some and defended by others. In Cole’s world of misogyny and testosterone, there is clear consensus: Futas are freaks and defending them makes you a whiny hyper-liberal; having anything to do them with sexually, makes you less than a man, a “sissy faggot cocksucker” as Cole’s own boss would say. But for what Cole comes to Valentina for, there’s not even a string of obscenities to describe, though he is certain his career would go kaput if anyone ever found out.
“Clothes off,” Valentina says.
Cole sheds his freshly-polished shoes, his suit jacket, his slacks, his tie and dress shirt, all the way down to his Calvin Kleins. He takes those off too while Valentina stands in front of him in her pouched white mesh thong and long-sleeved, mock neck latex crop top. When Cole lifts his head he’s looking right at her bulge in the white mesh, able to smell that particular futa musk of hers radiating off it, like tobacco and patchouli. He knows what’s expected of him. He gives her a kiss through mesh and then she pats him on the head before shoving him down to his hands and knees.
Valentina grabs his collar and makes him crawl alongside her deeper towards the padded bondage chair. Technically, this space would be called a dungeon but Valentina is no dominatrix or “mistress”; at best, she fancies herself a provider, someone clients male and female both can see to explore and fulfill their most perverse fantasies. In Cole’s case, she is akin to a secret kinky girlfriend he has on the side, albeit one he pays stacks of cash and takes orders from. Valentina points at the bondage chair and Cole clambers up onto it, not doing much to veil his excitement.
“Someone’s eager today,” croons Valentina as she wraps the nylon restraints across Cole’s legs, belly, and chest. She extends his arms, turning them palm up, and then goes to the shelves on the wall to retrieve two used condoms filled with heavy loads, setting one in each of Cole’s hands. Without warning, she gives Cole’s face a hard slap, following it up with a shotgun spray of spit. “You’re eager because you’ve been bad this week and because you know you deserve what I’m going to do to you, don’t you?”
Cole nodded. “Yes,” he says, feeling the spit on his cheeks and lips. “I–”
“Save it for your priest,” interrupts Valentina. “You’re not here to be saved. You’re here to repent.”
Valentina plucks one of the condoms out of Cole’s hand and dangles it in front of him, slapping it against Cole’s mouth and nose. He can smell her musk, hyperconcentrated and tinged with sweat and, of course, semen.
“I made this one for you this morning after edging myself for almost an hour,” says Valentina. “Open.”
Cole parts his lips and Valentina turns the condom over, dumping its gooey, thick contents onto his tongue. It’s salty and bitter.
“Don’t swallow,” warns Valentina, hanging the condom off his ear and picking up the second. “This one’s from the date I had last night. She was so tight I could barely hold it in.” Valentina deposits the cum from the second condom in Cole’s mouth, and now there’s so much futa cum that it’s threatening to spill out the corners of his mouth. She hangs the second condom off Cole’s other ear and he can feel both of them dripping the last remnants onto his bare shoulders. “I wonder what your banker buddies would think if they knew you came here to guzzle futa spunk. Do you think they’d be more disgusted or shocked?”
With his mouth full, there’s no way for Cole to answer, but he knows he’s expected to try: “Difhfustahd.”
Valentina nods. “Yes, probably,” she says. Her fingers graze his cock, teasing it half-hard until Cole is moaning with the cum filling his mouth. “You can swallow now.”
Cole downs the salty seed, though no amount of swallowing can wash the taste out of his mouth. He can't help but cough and sputter at how bitter it is and can feel it slide down his throat and into his belly. Valentina snatches up a bottle of lube, squirting a gratuitous amount into her palm. She gets down in one knee and reaches under the chair, rubbing the lube against Cole’s ass, fingers slipping up to rub it down his crack and on his asshole, making sure he's nice and slathered up. When she's satisfied, she cleans her hands off in the corner sink and with cuffs Cole's wrists to the bondage chair. She reaches down for the oversized crank on the side of the chair.
“I hope you've been practicing,” says Valentina, speaking of the anal trainer set she made him buy a month ago. “No easy mode today.”
The crank clicks with each turn, ratcheting up the plug under Cole's ass. He can't see it, but it's big and black and bulbous and though Cole has played around with the anal trainer toys, he's far from “practiced”. She sits on his thighs, unsheathing her cock from its mesh thong and rubbing it against Cole's as she turns the crank slowly. It pushes along his cheeks and then is poking at his rear, making Cole squirm in the chair even as Valentina strokes them both in her hand, savoring the contorted look on Cole's face.
“Open up that asshole,” she tells him. “It's opening up for me one way or the other, so you might as well cooperate…”
Click, click, click. The head of the plug stretches Cole’s tight hole without mercy, mastering him while Valentina looks on with amusement.
“You ate my spunk, now you're going to take my plug before I breed your ass,” says Valentina. Click. Click. “Open. Open.”
Cole lets out a shuddering breath as the plug doesn't so much stretch him now as it invades his ass. He tenses up–completely the wrong thing to do–and Valentina, seeing the tightness in his body, turns the crank some more, teaching Cole that there is no escape. Click. Click. Click.
“Ugggh! I… I can't do it, I can't take anymore…!” cries Cole.
“You can and you will,” announces Valentina. Click. Click. “Surrender. Submit.”
Without any choice but to let his ass be torn open or to try his damnedest to take the plug, Cole bears down embarrassingly, like he's on the toilet, and feels the plug slide in easier. It fills him, inch after girthy inch, and his humiliation makes his cheeks glow pink with shame. Click. Click. Click. The plug pushes deeper, butting up against his prostate, and he shakes with how stuffed he feels, that pushing, filling sensation making his cock uncomfortably swollen. Valentina lets go of it and gives the crank one last turn to ensure the plug is nice and snug in Cole's ass. She stands up and walks around behind Cole so she can speak into his ear while she grazes her nails across his nipples.
“I’m going to breed you,” she promises him. “I'm going to pin you down and fuck you in the ass from behind and, when I'm done with you, I'm going to fill your ass with futa spunk. I'm going to make you keep it inside you too with a plug that you'll have to wear home. You'll have me in you the whole way, seeping into you, becoming part of you, just like the cum you swallowed like an obedient little bitch is becoming part of you right now.”
She switches ears, letting her hard cock lightly knock against him as she does.
“Haven't you noticed how much more willing you've become? How the more of my seed I give you, the more you'll take? Maybe those rumors are true, who knows–maybe futa cum is addictive. Maybe you're an addict now. Maybe you don't even realize it. If I deprived you, what might you do? Get down on your knees and beg? Find some futa online and promise her that all you need is a teensy eensy taste of her ‘milk’?”
Valentina struts around and around Cole, her steps slow and gait exaggerated to show off her long legs, pert curves, and–of course–her deliciously taboo bulge. Cole's eyes are locked on her as she enters and exits his vision. He throbs for her despite the deep discomfort of the plug up his ass. He's fucked more than his fair sure, but it's only ever been with Valentina that he wants to be the one who is fucked. It's not a thought Cole allows himself to entertain during the day, when he's busy staring at spreadsheets and making calls to clients, but at moments like this, when he's rock hard and horny, it's all he can think about: Sucking futa cock, taking futa cock, worshiping futa cock like it's divine and holy.
With her heart-shaped ass right in front of Cole, she walks to the wall that's covered with gags and hoods. She selects an obscene one–a ring gag with big, pink silicone lips that are positively bimbo in style. Valentina twirls the gag as she returns to Cole with it before wrapping it around his head, forcing his mouth open and replacing his lips with the bimbofied ones. Her finger dips in his mouth, deep enough to force his gag reflex, and with the spit she traces the fake lips around and around.
“Such a pretty mouth, such a… useful orifice. It can lick and suck and as you just so obediently demonstrated, swallow.” She puts two fingers in his mouth and runs them around his tongue and sides of his mouth, feeling how soft and wet he is. “I’ve enjoyed filling it. Watching your little Finance fuckboy face sucking my cock while you’re on your knees, doing whatever I tell you to do: faster, slower, lick my balls, my taint. You wear your fancy suits and work your high power job, but you’ve shown me who you really are, where you know you really belong.”
Valentina goes to the crank, but she doesn’t continue to turn it nor wind it back; instead, she presses a hard plastic button at the center of its axle, unclipping the plug from the crank arm. She undoes Cole’s cuffs and nylon restraints and has him stand. He can feel the oversized plug wobbling about inside him as he does and its size makes it hard for Cole to even stand up straight. Hooking a finger under his leather collar, she leads him over to an adjustable metal stand, its center shaft fitted with wrist and ankle cuffs. Valentina guides Cole’s hands and feet into these, before sliding his cock and balls between the vise-like device at the top of the haft. She tightens the metal eye bolts, bringing the sturdy metal rods of the vise together to hold Cole in place by his most sensitive parts. It is, in effect, a pillory, one he has to stand straight to be in and that allows Valentina easy access to him.
She steps in front of the pillory and gets down on her knees, opening her mouth wide for Cole. “Come and get it,” she says, licking her lips. She blows on his cock teasingly. “Or maybe I’m the only one who likes a mouth around their cock…”
The pillory is made of heavy steel, but Cole tries to thrust into Valentina’s mouth anyway. She keeps her lips just out of reach, allowing him to hump and bump the metal stand in frustration while Valentina extends out her tongue as if she’s about to lick his swollen, leaking head.
“Pleaf!” he whines. “Pleaf cahm clahsah!”
“You sound like an idiot,” Valentina says with a snorting chuckle. She ducks her head away from Cole’s hard-on and draws her tongue along his balls. He sighs ludicrously through his bimbo gag at how warm and velvety her tongue feels on his skin.
But that’s all she gives him. She stands back up, turning her attention to her self-described “Wall of Pain” that features an assortment of canes and crops and whips and floggers and all other manner of implements, from the merely to jarring to the downright nasty. Though Cole has never witnessed it, she has had these very items used on her by the right clientele and knows exactly what each and every one of them feels like. It’s how she knows how pain is more than just a tool to punish or motivate, but a unique sensation all on its own, one that may seem singular on the surface but which has layers of hidden pleasure and total surrender lurking below.
Valentina selects a silicone paddle with the words “FUCK TOY” etched in reverse lettering into one side. She stalks back to Cole, the paddle at her side the etched words hidden. “I don’t want to hear a single sound out of you,” she tells him in a hissing whisper. “You’re going to take your punishment like a man or else I’m going to deepthroat you like a little bitch.”
Sucking a cock was one thing, Cole knows, but deepthroating one was something else–besides the raw discomfort of it, the feeling of fighting back a gag reflex and not being able to breathe at the same time was simply brutal, like being waterboarded by cock. Valentina has done this to him once before and it was the only time he ever needed to “tap out” from their play together and that time he wasn’t even wearing a gag which allowed him the freedom to do so. The idea of being completely at her mercy sends a chill through him.
The silicone paddle strikes his ass. Cole jumps against the metal pillory, letting out a heavy breath but no sound. He steels himself for another blow, this one in the exact same spot, making it even more painful than the first. Valentina strikes him again and again, and just when Cole thinks he’s about to break, she steps around to the other side to tenderize his other ass cheek with the paddle. Whack! Whack! Whack! Cole’s toes curl and his fists ball up while Valentina gives him a few moments to recover from the aftershocks of the stinging silicone. She tickles the underside of his shaft, amused at how it surges at the feel of her fingers.
“Plug in your ass, cock and balls in a vise, spanked and gagged… and you’re still excited,” she says, stroking him with a single, teasing finger. “Maybe you are a little bitch. Maybe I ought to get you a doggy tag for your collar that says that: ‘Valentina’s Little Bitch’.” Her eyes flick up to his. “How’s that sound?”
Cole says nothing–under the guise of not making a sound, but because he doesn’t dare say how deeply appealing it is to her. But she can read his expression all the same. Her hand grazes across his belly and chest, feeling the musculature underneath. She squeezes his arms, his thighs, like she’s picking out oranges at the grocery store, and then strokes his face while she looks deep into his eyes, taking a step towards the metal pillory so Cole’s cock slips between her legs to rest along the underside of her resheathed cock and balls in their white mesh thong. She’s pleasantly warm.
Valentina reaches the paddle behind Cole, lining it up for another round of spanking. In the mirror she can see the lettering taking shape and moves the paddle to the other side. Whack! Whack! Whack! Cole's entire body is shaking by the last strike and sweat has begun to rolling down his back and brow. Valentina throws the paddle aside and then, stepping away from Cole so she can get her phone to take a picture of his ass. She shows it to him. Along with the lettering, he can see the base of the big black plug wedged between his reddened cheeks, the sight as startling as it is degradingly arousing.
“Hope you don't have to get changed in any locker rooms this week,” Valentina says dismissively. Gently, she slaps Cole's cock, watching it bounce back and forth. “I'm also not sure we need this either today. Get it soft or I'll do it for you.”
Valentina waits and when it's clear Cole has no control of his cock–especially not with Valentina in front of him dressed as she is and the plug shoved right up against his ass–she starts tightening the eye bolts of the pillory some more, squeezing harder and harder on Cole until he's writhing in standing pain. He winces and bites back a groan. His cock flags and Valentina gives a teacher’s nod, approving and smug and know-it-all.
“That’s right, there you go,” she says, smirking. “That’s better. Now, what to do with it…”
Her words have a question to them but Valentina’s already got the answer: A white satin drawstring pouch that she slips over Cole’s now-flaccid cock and aching balls. She cinches it shut, tying the loose ends together so that the string will not give, and loosens the eyebolts to give him a modicum of relief. There’s no hidden trick to the pouch–no nubby plastic spikes or itchy powder or anything like that, just tauntingly soft fabric with absolutely no give to it, a satin prison as confining as it is humiliatingly dainty. She undoes his wrist and ankle cuffs, freeing Cole completely. There’s a thuddy whap! as she gives him a barehanded spank on the ass.
“Hands and knees,” she commands.
Cole falls to all fours and Valentina clips a chain leash to his collar. She walks him to the far end of the apartment-turned-fetish-lair, making him pass by tall standing mirrors so he can see himself crawling next to her with “FUCK TOY” on one cheek and the bimbo lips covering his own. The plug bobs in his ass with his crawling, constantly reminding Cole of its existence, and his cock strains in the satin pouch while up above he can spy Valetina’s bulge freely bouncing with her slow, authoritative steps. They go around the room twice, Cole crawling as fast as he can to keep up with her as she picks up her pace, and then stops in front of the mirrors, yanking the leash to force Cole’s head up. He looks at her in the mirror, red-faced and panting; Valentina takes a stance behind him, legs splayed and bulge resting on the top of Cole’s head.
“I want you to take a hard, long look at yourself,” Valentina says. “Who is the real you? Which is the costume–your suit and tie or your collar?”
Cole stares himself in the eye. Though he can’t tell anyone else in the world this, he knows he’s more comfortable all trussed up, even with his ass stuffed and on fire. He thinks about the life he would live, if only he were allowed to–he’d be one of those futa fetishists, for sure, what even those far less bigoted than his Finance buddies might call a “futard”. Of course, there’d be no way he’d have his job or his money that way and would instead be outcast into one of the softer, worse-paying fields, like media or fashion. And even then, his family and friends would never let him live it down. They’d constantly question what he was doing, slowly ostracize him, and talk nonstop behind his back about what a freak he is.
No, Cole is trapped this way, only getting to live out who he really wants to be for a few hours a week.
Valentina leaves him there and gets her clutch, taking out a tube of the dark maroon lipstick she’s wearing. She applies a fresh coat in the mirror, sealing her lips to make sure it’s even, and crouches down to write on Cole’s chest. He watches as the message unfolds:
“I… like… futa… cock… but… am… too… big… a… PUSSY… to… admit… it.”
She pushes him down onto his hands and grasps the base of the plug, wiggling it back and forth as she slowly wrenches it out of him, staring at him in the mirror–and making him stare at himself–as he makes a clenched, squinting face. He lets out a gasping groan as it comes out of him with humiliating exposure, as if he was just forced to relieve himself in front of Valentina. She discards the plug in a bin and gets down on her knees behind Cole, gathering up his chain leash so she can hold him tight. Her cock has no trouble at all sliding into his open ass and she pushes herself all the way; Cole notices then that Valentina’s set up her phone next to them and in the mirror he can see the perfect selfie shot it has of her big cock and balls pressed up against him.
The breeding starts slow, with Valentina enjoying sliding in and out of Cole’s asshole, pulling all the way back until her head is just about to pop out of him before sinking back in. He watches the scene in miniature in the mirror, on her phone, and he’s morbidly curious over how easily she’s able to ride him, his eyes dancing between her disappearing girth and her heavily hanging, smooth balls. His own genitals swing back and forth in their satin sack and that aides the illusion that Valentina isn’t fucking a tight asshole but an eager pussy, one that easily accepts her futa cock. He lowers his head with a moan and Valentina yanks it back up so he’s made to watch his fucking in the mirror.
“What a slut,” hisses Valentina, still riding slow but harder now, her hips thumping against Cole with each thrust. “You like taking this cock, don’t you?”
Cole nods in the mirror, the bimbo lips making him look ridiculous. Valentina pushes him down and he collapses to the ground with her body pinning him to the carpet. He can still see the view from behind in her phone, only now it’s her length disappearing between his cheeks and then reappearing, Cole’s cock straining to get hard as it’s trapped between him and the floor. Valentina groans in pleasure. Her hips roll with a gyrating swell and by the look on her face in the mirror, Cole can tell she’s enjoying herself, something that makes Cole enjoy the feeling of being fucked even more. He claws at the carpet as she drills in deep and stays there, squirming her hips against him.
Valentina plants her hands down on either side of Cole’s pinned body and stares at him hungrily in the mirror as her thrusting speeds up. Whenever he breaks his line of sight with her, she pulls his head back by his hair, and at one point undoes his bimbo gag, tossing it aside.
“Beg for it, bitch!” she says.
“Fuck me,” he gasps. “Fuck me harder!”
“Daddy! Call me Daddy!” snarls Valentina.
“Fuck me harder, Daddy!’
Valentina gives Cole what he’s asked for, pounding his ass with abandon. Her body smacks against his so hard it pushes the breath out of him and Cole feels his cock leaking more and more precum that’s pushed out by Valentina thumping nonstop on his prostate. His vision blurs but he keeps looking at Valentina anyway, only able to see the fuzzy silhouette of her as her body heaves up and down, ass like a jackhammer.
“Fffffucckk… fuck, fuck, fffucckk…” moans Cole, his mind nothing but babbling thoughts.
His vision clears and he sees his flushed visage with Valentina behind him. He thrusting slows, but remains punishingly hard, Valentina making a game out of driving into Cole with enough force to get him to burble out a grunt or a gasp.
“Tell me how much you love this,” she says.
“I… I love this, Daddy,” says Cole, struggling to get the words out because of how true they feel. “I love getting fucked by you…”
Valentina pats him on the head condescendingly. She continues her measured fucking, moving with each pull out so that Cole can see the base of her shaft in the mirror, glistening with sweat and lube and other wetness. Then, having given him enough of a show, she returns to focus on her own pleasure, picking up her pace and reducing Cole to a squirming, babbling mess beneath her.
“I’m getting close,” she warns him a few minutes later; she’s flushed too now, sweat beading her forehead. “Ask nicely for me to cum in your ass.”
Through Cole’s straining grunts, he manages: “Please… Daddy… cum in… cum in my ass…”
Valentina smirks and redoubles her efforts, climbing the mountain of her ecstasy with wild, desperate pumps. Cole knows this desperation and knows she’s about to blow a moment before she does. She lets out a terrifyingly loud groan and buries her cock deep in him, pumping out the seed from her heavy sack, and he feels it fill him with urgent warmth. It’s an unreal feeling, a thick and hot enema that makes me feel small and emasculated. Valentina gives a few more pumps to milk herself dry and then collapses on top of Cole while she’s still deep in his ass, her breath hot and panting in his ear.
“Don’t worry,” she says to him in a husky whisper. “I know who you really are… and I know you’ll always come back because men like you can never get enough of what they crave.”
They stay that way for a few minutes before Valentina lifts herself off Cole. Her cock hangs wet and dripping as she follows up on her promise to plug Cole back up with her spunk still inside him, using a thankfully smaller plug to seal up his ass. She wipes herself down and pulls Cole back to his feet with the leash; in the mirror, he sees how her lipstick message had been smeared across his chest, still legible but somehow making him look even more like the “FUCK TOY” she’s labeled him as.
“Okay, time to get dressed,” Valentina tells him.
He blinks at her. He always gets to cum before they’re done, it’s always just a matter of how involved Valentina will be. Anticipating his confusion, Valentina grins at him in the mirror.
“You’ll have to wait until you’re home to jerk off this time,” she says. “And you’re going to do it like this: With my plug in, you’re going to watch the video I send you–the video of me breeding your ass–and you’re going to record yourself masturbating. It should be on the floor or a plate or whatever smooth surface you’ve got because, when you’re done you’re going to lick it all up, in full view of the camera. Then you’re going to send me the video–or else can forget about ever coming back here again.”
Cole swallows, feeling the collar extra tight on his throat. Sending a recording of himself doing something so… intimate and identifiable sends a nervous jitter through him. It’s his personal phone, so he’s not worried about that, and he’s not worried about Valentina per se, but it will still be pretty undeniable evidence of what he’s into.
“Is there a problem?” Valentina asks sharply.
Cole shakes his head. “No, I understand.”
Valentina slaps his ass, making him jump. “Good. Get to it. You have an hour.”
Cole has to race to get dressed, handing Valentina her tribute envelope after she’s removed his leather collar. He thanks her for her time and scurries out of the narrow apartment building, still in the satin pouch and with the plug up his ass that wiggles about with each rushed step. He grabs a cab to not risk the trains, cursing at the traffic across town, and gets the video he’s to watch from Valentina while he’s still in transit, unafraid to watch it even with the sound off in case somehow the cabbie notices. Back at his place, he hurries up to his place, setting up his phone and sending the video to his laptop, aware that he’s only got 25 minutes left by then to do as she says. It takes him 10 of that just to get his phone set right to record himself and while he watches the clip of Valentina breeding him from behind, he jerks himself off, having set an unused serving platter underneath himself to catch the fallout.
Never one to cum quickly, Cole is worried he won’t have enough time, but he surprises himself by reaching the edge and stroking himself right over it in what feels like record time for him, no more than three or four minutes. He splatters his load onto the tray, the loaner plug squeezed between his cheeks, and then while he’s still heady and feeling the weight of submission, he licks the serving tray clean, hoping his phone is tilted down enough for him to be in frame. It’s bitter and cough-inducing with none of the sultry musk of Valentina’s spunk, but he makes sure to get every last drop, even showing the tray to his phone when he’s done in case there’s any doubt. He sends her the video with six minutes to spare.
There’s no response. He panics, wondering if he’s sent it to the wrong number, and double, triple, quadruple checks he’s not made a mistake. He hasn’t, but Cole is still all nerves, terrified to even respond to any other text he’s getting for fear of that video somehow magically jumping into the message and outing him.
Valentina doesn’t text him back for nearly two hours. When she does, it’s with a video of her jerking off, into a condom which she has labeled with a Sharpie and which reads: “Finance fuckboy’s dinner.” She takes her sweet time cumming, positioned for the camera so that Cole can see the vibrating toy up her ass and her hand wrapped around her balls, milking herself to a bigger and bigger load. He watches with excitement and anxiety, as if she can see him through the phone screen, and starts to play with himself again before he gets her next text.
No touching yourself, it reads. You only get to watch.
And watch Cole does. Over and over until his cock is hard and his balls are blue and he’s left restless and eager to see Valentina again. It’s going to be a dreadfully long week, not just of sexual denial but of denying who he really is while he plays make believe with the other suit and tie douchebags who revel in being nothing more than tribal monkeys that hate on everyone who isn’t them.
But Cole’s release will come. And, when it does, it will be fucking glorious.
THE END
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Thanks for reading! I hope you enjoyed the story. Want another story, 100% FREE? I'll make you a deal: if you sign up for my newsletter today, I'll send you an exclusive download link to my Tease & Denial Femdom Erotica Chastity Checkup! It's the story of a boyfriend put in his place by his domineering girlfriend--at the dinner table in front of her college bestie! It's filled with delicious humiliation and nasty surprises.
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This 6,400-word ebook is no longer available anywhere on Amazon, so sign up today and grab your exclusive free copy! I promise your information won't be shared with anyone else and that I'll keep you in the know on my new releases, special offers, and calls for advance readers.

—————————————

https://mlpaige.link/mailinglist


—————————————

All you've got to do is click the link and follow the instructions.

Thanks again!

Stay kinky,

~ Michelle Lucia
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For another futa adventure...
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Get it on Amazon

—————————————

Life at this resort is hard. Hollywood exec John Allen needs a vacation. But when he books the exclusive Sphinx Mirage on a whim, he won't realize until he gets there that it caters to a special clientele: dickgirls, gorgeous women born with intimidatingly large male genitalia. Not ready to go home, John will stay—and find himself the target of the dickgirls' flirtations. Will he be able to resist their suggestive come-ons? Or will he give into his curiosity and see what being with a dickgirl is really like...
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For sultry futa wish fulfillment...

[image: Interview with the Futa Domme]

Get it on Amazon

—————————————

Hard women have the softest spots. When kink reporter Spencer Smith lands an exclusive interview with the so-called “Futa Domme” Mistress Hela, he thinks he's about to make it big. But as his conversation with her becomes a game of psychological cat and mouse, he questions if he's got what it takes to talk to the notorious domme without losing himself–and starts to think that maybe losing himself is exactly what he wants. But no matter how this interview ends, one of them is going to be left feeling hard-up… and then some.

—————————————

For playful role reversal and sexual exploration...

[image: Gender Swap with His Best Friend]

Get it on Amazon

—————————————

Friendship is about give and take. When best friends Kady and Jacob receive a long-awaited package of supposed “magic beans” they bought online, they’ll discover it isn’t what it seems when they ingest them and experience a body-changing gender swap between their legs. Not only that, this swap also sends Kady’s libido through the roof, giving Jacob the chance to finally act on his secret crush for her. To do so though, he’ll have to let Kady be in charge–and will have to learn just how insatiable she can be with the right “equipment”...

—————————————

M.L. Paige's full catalog can be found on Amazon
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