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A husband that doesn’t care


It wasn’t a good thing to come home to. My husband, Gerald, was drinking again, but this time he had put back a few more drinks than he normally did. It got old. I hated working all day only to come home to a good for nothing, deadbeat husband that sat around and drank my money away.

Gerald wasn’t always like this. Ever since he lost his job, he was lost and depression hit him harder than most. He tried to get another job, but nobody was interested in him. He was a redundancy at his previous employer, and his skills had fallen behind over years of thinking that everything would be okay. Nothing turned out okay for him.

I stood with him, however hard it was. Working two jobs for a short while just to make sure that the mortgage was paid, and coming home and doing all the cleaning while he “looked for a new job.” He was out late, and I thought that he was networking or something, but it turned out that he was down at the bar getting blitzed beyond repair.

“Are you really drinking? Fucking again!” I said when I came in the door with a handful of groceries.

“Shut up! Don’t tell me nothing about nothing!” He was slurring and using double negatives like the outdated prick that he was.

“You’re a pathetic man! WEAK! Get a job you limped dick bastard!” I was furious and I slammed the bags on the table and went up to the bedroom.

I couldn’t take another day of his treatment. It would be one thing if he was a nice guy that was down on his luck, but instead he was a mean, angry, bitter old man that had nothing to offer the world, and I was getting sick of enabling his habit. I had to leave him. I just didn’t know how to escape after fifteen years of monogamy.

Everything my girlfriends that were still single led me to believe that the dating game had completely changed. Men didn’t approach you like they used to in the old days, instead everybody used apps. Fucking apps! How was I supposed to navigate the cesspool of online dating as a middle aged woman with an increasingly lower sense of self worth? It seemed easy for everybody around me, but something was holding me back.

It didn’t matter though. For now, I just needed to get out of the house that I shared with my no good husband. Kicking him out didn’t seem like the right play. I didn’t want him to get angry and try to get some sort of revenge in a drunken stupor, so I decided to go to a girlfriends house instead.

“I’m leaving.” I said as I was walking down the stairs towards the front door, “you need to get your act together!”

“Don’t talk to me like that bitch!” He was getting up and coming towards me, “HEY! Come back here and cook!”

I didn’t even answer him. Arguing with a drunk is useless, and I had better things to do. At least I could catch up with my good friend Regina. I used to hang out with her a lot back in the day, but over time we just didn’t seem to have free time at the right moments. I sent her text a few days when I was dealing with a similar situation, and she sent me her address and told me that her door was always open for me. I really valued that, and it reminded me why I was so drawn to her in the first place. Well, at least that’s what I thought I was drawn to.

When I got to her home, she invited me in with open arms and a positive attitude. It was refreshing to be treated like a human being as opposed to as a nuisance that was only interfering with a good time. I had lost touch with Regina and it felt wonderful to be reunited with a kindred spirit

“Hey there sexy lady!” She said as she let me into her home, “I’m so happy to see you!”

“Regina! Oh my god! It’s been so long, how have you been?” I gave her a big hug.

Her house was beautiful and clean. It made me wonder about my possible living conditions if I dumped my husband.

Regina was tall and thin, and always dressed up. Even though she was relaxing in her own home she had her makeup done and hair was presentable. It made me wonder if she was expecting a date to come over before I told her I was on my way. I always let myself go at home. It was like a game when I got home from a hard days work to see how fast I could transform myself into a slob that just didn’t care about anything. Maybe it was because of the type of man that I lived with as at one point I used to have more pride in my appearance.

“Regina, is it okay if I use your shower? I left that place in a hurry.”

“Go ahead sweetie. My home is your home.” She was smiling and she continued to tell me where all of the clean towels and washcloths were.

“Thank you so much. I really appreciate you being here for me.” It felt nice to feel such kindness.

“Leave your clothes outside of the bathroom, and I’ll put them in the wash for you.” Regina said when she realized I didn’t have a change of clothes.

I couldn’t wear any of her clothes because she was so much taller than I. If I weren’t so angry at my husband, I might’ve remembered to grab a bag and some clothes, but I couldn’t think about it in time. When I got into the bathroom, I got completely naked and dropped my clothes right on the other side of the door. Her willingness to take such good care of me made me feel good, and it made me start to think about how I could reciprocate.

The bathroom was large, and she had all of the amenities a woman could ask for. Lotions, soaps, candles, and everything was high quality brand names. It was like a female oasis, and it made me think of the situation back home where there was nothing but dirt and grime because my husband couldn’t even clean up around the house while I was out earning a living.

It felt good to wash away the dirt and perspiration from a long day. I was in a safe environment, a happy environment with a woman that genuinely cared about my well being and it was a nice realization knowing that I could put my guard down. The hot water came down hard on my back, and it felt like I was washing away the old me. As the soap was running down my legs I realized that it would be a while until I had my clothes. The towel that I came in with would cover my breasts and my ass, but there would be little room for error. I didn’t feel too nervous about it, I was with a trusted girlfriend.
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Something is off


Ientered the kitchen with the towel wrapped tightly around my body. Regina told me that the clothes wouldn’t be clean and dry for another forty-five minutes or so. I took a seat very carefully to avoid exposing myself, and Regina disappeared into her bedroom. She came back wearing more casual clothes.

“Do you want to wear some of my clothes?” She asked.

“No, no, no.” I was laughing, “you’re so thin that I’ll end up looking like a disgusting beach ball!”

“Oh honey, I’d never think that.” I noticed something strange about her pants, “so what do you want to do while we wait?”

I didn’t answer her right away. I kept looking down at her crotch and it looked like there was something there. Carefully, I waited for her to not be looking at me so that I could examine what was going on. It looked like she had stuffed something down the front of her panties, but I couldn’t wrap my head around why she would do that.

“Regina.” I decided to get to the bottom of it, “what’s going on down there?” I tried to make a light-hearted joke about it.

“It’s just my cock.” She continued to prance around the kitchen doing some basic household chores.

“Yeah, wouldn’t that be crazy?” I couldn’t stop laughing; she was always a jokester. “Let’s see what you got!”

My gut told me to turn my head away as she approached me with her hands around her waistband. The thought of her actually showing me her pussy was ridiculous, I hadn’t seen her in so long. It was like playing poker at this point. I was calling her bluff as I taunted her and I even motioned with my hands telling her to pull her pants down for me.

“You really want to see it?” She asked in a serious tone. “I don’t want to scare you away now.”

“Yeah, okay, whatever Regina. Let’s see your tiny, little cock.” I was beginning to laugh at the jokes that were coming to mind. “Let me guess, you have a massive clit.”

Regina wasn’t playing games. She maintained eye contact with me as she started to wiggle her hips out of her pants. She paused for a moment before she revealed what the massive bulge was.

“That’s fake!” I put my hands over my face for a second, “Let me see that!” I put my hand out expecting her to hand me a dildo.

She smiled as she brought it closer to my hand. Regina never pulled it out and handed it to me, instead she rested it in my hands. I moved my fingers over it; it felt real. Suddenly I found myself not joking around anymore, and I started to feel worried. There was no way this thing was real.

“Nice prank.” I moved my hands and turned away. “Ha. Ha. Ha. Nice one Regina!”She pulled her pants all the way down to her feet. My eyes couldn’t help but peek over at her every now and then to get a better look at it. She took a seat opposite of me and smiled at me.

“You think I’m that smart?” She asked, “you really think I know how to fabricate a cock and put it on myself like that?”

“I don’t know how you did it, or who you paid to do it. I give it to you Regina. You got me with that.”

“Do you want to see if it works?” She asked me while maintaining both her smile and her serious tone.

Everything inside of me was rejecting my effort to react to her the way my brain wanted to. There was something inside of me that wanted to call her bluff, and see what happened next, but I was having difficulty finding a way to properly express myself. Regina seemed to know this and she continued to speak.

“Listen carefully. I’m not playing a prank on you. This is real.”

I found myself trusting what she was saying. There was no way she could make something look so real, and connect it to her body as if it was the real thing.

“Y-you’ve had that your whole life?” I asked finally able to get something out of my mouth.

“Yeah. It’s always been there.” She got up and walked towards me with her cock hanging freely. “It gets bigger.” She whispered in my ear.

She put her hand on my head and pushed me closer to her. As I was approaching her crotch I realized that she was a futa. It was something I had only heard about on the internet, and I never paid much attention to it. There was nothing in my life to even make feel people like this existed, let alone a woman that I had known for such a long time. My lips gently grazed it. It felt real; she was not pulling an elaborate prank. She had a futa-cock.

Naturally, I found myself getting on the ground. Being on my knees while I worshiped a futa-cock seemed like the right thing to do. Regina smiled at me in approval at my decision to submit to her futa-cock. She was larger than my husband, and larger than any toy that I had ever used. As her futa-cock grew, I became increasingly more impressed. She had a cock that belonged in porn, and when it reached it’s full size I worried about my tight pussy.

“I’m going to ruin your pussy for men.” She said with her hand on the top of my head. “You’ll never want a regular cock. Are you sure you want to keep going?”

“Yes Regina.” I was looking at her cock in amazement, “It’s beautiful!”

It truly was a work of art. In my experience the best art does not come from the human brain, but instead comes from nature. She was unique, and I started to view her dominance as an art form.

“Beg me for it!” She was getting more aggressive after I had agreed to continue. “I want to hear you fucking beg me for it!”

“Please.” I said as I continued to kiss her futa-cock.

She grabbed me by the hair and pulled me to my feet. I was looking her in the eyes, but something was different. Her eyes seemed as if they had a fire inside of them, and I realized that I had unlocked her desire to dominate and humiliate. Having been starved of sex for so long, I craved the domination. I craved to be humiliated, and the fact that she was a personal friend made me more excited.

“BEG!” She screamed in my face and slapped me. “Grovel at my feet.”

My body lunged towards the ground, and I began to kiss her feet while shouting “please!” I loved feeling like this, and knowing that she was seeing me in this position. It was my natural role that I would never allow my husband to see. You had to be a specimen worthy of worship to have the right to humiliate me.

Regina allowed me to beg and kiss her toes for what felt like forever. She was laughing at me while she watched me. Occasionally, she would comment about how I was useless and that inform me that I was lucky to be in the position to receive her mighty futa-cock. Verbally I agreed with her, but I also knew that she was speaking the truth. I was lucky to allow her to use me.
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Have your way with me! Please!


Iwas led into the bedroom behind Regina. Watching her ass move as she walked made me wonder what it was I was attracted to. Seeing the confidence that her futa-cock gave her along with her feminine body was a mix that I had never considered, but I found myself wanting to treasure her as I watched her ass move.

“You’re so beautiful.” I tried to compliment my futa mistress.

“Silence.” She didn’t even turn her head when she scolded me. “Get on the bed.”

I passed her when she stopped walking. It pained me to know that her beautiful ass was behind me, but my pussy gushed at the thought of what it was about to receive.

The towel that was tightly around me began to slowly come off, and Regina gripped it with her hand and threw it across the room. I got on all fours and anticipated her to ram her massive cock inside of me, but she pushed me over instead.

“I’m not ready yet.” She said as she put her knees between my legs and brought her face closer to me.

“Y-you’re not?” I was stunned.

Her cock was already larger than anything I had ever seen before.

“I need to get hard first.” She put her lips on mine and began to kiss me passionately while pinning my arms to the bed.

It was my first time kissing a woman, and I was a convert the moment I tasted her sweet lips. She knew what she was doing, and it wasn’t a selfish, sloppiness that I had grown accustomed to with my husband. Instantly, I regretted anything that I said behind a woman’s back when they told me about a lesbian experience. Missing out on what of the great pleasures of life is no reason to talk smack about somebody.

I opened my eyes when she bit down on my bottom lip. She started lightly, and increased her bite as time went on. It hurt yet felt good at the same time, and right as I was about to let out a whimper she stopped. She was in control, and she could already sense my limits. She moved her lips on to my neck, and worked towards my breasts slowly. I could feel her cock rubbing against my leg, and I began to crave the same feeling inside of me.

“Fuck me Regina.” I whispered.

She stopped kissing me, and I quickly realized I had made a huge mistake. It was obvious she didn’t like to be told what to do.

“Don’t tell me what to do!” She put her hand tightly around my face and looked at me with cruel eyes.

Regina began to crawl up my body with her knees on either side of me. I started to feel trapped between her strong legs and I looked down to see her cock get closer to my face. Using her hand, she plopped it on my face. Despite my inability to move easily, I kissed it the best that I could and tried to get it in my mouth, but it extended far beyond my range. For a moment I considered asking her to put it in my mouth, but I reminded myself of her earlier response.

With her hand she moved her cock and laid it on my face. Sniffing was the first thing that I did, and I don’t know why. The idea of smelling a cock never occured to me before, but something about who it was attached to was driving me wild. My pussy was soaking wet, and I continued to sniff her cock while looking into her cold eyes. She was feeling dominant, and powerful. It felt good to be owned by somebody deserving of my submission. Somebody that deserved every ounce of respect that I could offer by sniffing her massive futa-cock.

“You’re a good little dick sniffer.” She smiled as she lifted her hips and pointed her cock at my lips, “but how well can you suck?”

It was not a question that she wanted me to answer with my words. She wanted to me to prove my worth through action, so I opened my mouth wide as her cock quickly filled all of the gaps inside of my mouth. She pushed it to the back of my throat, and I gagged on her cock for a moment. She found it amusing, and her sinister gaze increased my arousal.

“I wonder if your pussy deserves this cock.” She moved my wrists and pinned them with her knees, “maybe I’ll just fuck your face.”

Being face fucked by a futa was an experience that I appreciated, but I wanted her futa-cock to fill my hole. Begging wasn’t an option with my mouth full of her, so I continued with the task at hand and tried to redeem myself by taking her cock to the back of my throat. I used my neck and pushed my lips further down the base of her cock. Getting to the end was impossible, but at least I could show an effort. I managed to get through the first wave of gaggine and pressed on. My tongue was pushed to the bottom of my mouth as I pushed myself to the limit before finally being able to go no more. Regina was moaning and she held my head still while her cock was as deep as it could go.

“Beg me to fuck you.” She said with my head in her hands and her cock down my throat.

Speaking clearly was not an option for me with her cock in my mouth. The best that I could do was make a sound that showed my excitement, and I realized the true motivation behind her request when she began to moan. I was creating vibrations that were stimulating her, and I decided to continue the act until she seemed happy with my groveling.

“You’re a dedicated one.” She pushed my head towards the bed at a slow pace.

I watched her cock leave my mouth inch by inch for what felt like an eternity. It was pulsing with lust, and I was proud that I had gotten her erect.

Regina walked on her knees past my face. I remained still and looking up as her ass passed me by. I moved out from under her so that I could get present her my pussy and ass for her to choose between. I was willing to give her either hole, and I shut my eyes as I waited for my surprise.

I felt her hand as it spanked my ass hard. Unable to hold back, I released a moan and it made her laugh at me.

“You were always a weak woman!” She was starting to get mean with her words, “that’s why you couldn’t keep that cuck husband of yours under control!”

Her cock teased my pussy lips, as she verbally humiliated me. I wanted her to stick it inside of me, but she seemed to be aware of that fact and continued to tease me with her massive futa-cock. If only she would have told me to beg, I would have so that I could have some feeling of control in this situation. At least by begging, I could directly ask for what I wanted, but she made me wait until she was ready to give me her monstrous cock.

“What’s your favorite flavor of ice cream?” She asked.

Her question threw me off guard. Why the fuck did she want to know that right now?

“Stra-,” she interrupted my answer as she pushed her cock quickly inside of me, “-wberry.”

I was filled to the maximum, and my walls were pulsating around her girthy futa-cock. My moans could not be contained, and I howled as if there was nothing to live for but her cock, and I began to make myself believe that to be true.

“Fuck me!’ I let out. I couldn’t help but beg her to give it to me hard.

She didn’t answer me with her mouth, but instead with another slap to the ass. I knew my white ass would be red for a long time.

Her need to punish my ass didn’t seem to have an end. Smack after smack I endured as I howled and begged for her to continue. The combination of having her thrust her massive futa-cock in and out of me while also smacking my ass was a pleasant reminder of my true nature. To be on the receiving end was my calling, and I was happy that Regina was the one that had the power to claim what was hers.

“You had enough slut? Or are you going to keep talking?” She didn’t hit my ass, but I still flinched in anticipation. She started to laugh. “Gun shy?”

“Is that all you got bitch?” I wanted to feel her full wrath. I wanted her to make my ass never be able to turn white again.

“You like the punishment?” She asked, “are you sure?”

“Come on bitch!” I was grunting as her strokes became more powerful.

I looked back at her and watched her put her middle finger inside of her mouth. Slowly, she sucked it and I wondered what the purpose of it was until she removed her finger from her mouth and inserted it into my ass.

I couldn’t control myself. My legs began to shake, and I couldn’t support my weight with my arms anymore. Letting myself fall to the bed with my head being the only part of that was helping my body stay up, she took advantage of my new position and increased the depth in which she was penetrating me. She had discovered a spot inside of me that I didn’t even know existed until she claimed it with her futa-cock.

“You like that?” She asked while she fingered my ass.

“Oh my god!” I tried to use my arms to help thrust myself back on her cock, but they were useless. “Fuck me goddess!”

It was as if being called a goddess caused her cock to feel a different sensation. I could feel it convulsing inside of me, and it expanded and pressed hard against my walls. I was unable to comprehend the magic that seemingly oozed from her cock, but quickly realized it was simply her load spilling inside of me. She came hard inside of me and I followed suit. I could feel something dripping down my legs as there was hardly any room for much of anything inside of me with her cock filling most of the void.

I felt useless as I lowered my body to the bed once she removed her cock. My entire body was shaking, and I was still unable to catch my breath. Never in my life had I been fucked like that, and I knew that I could not let a day go by without the thought of it happening again. I turned my head and watched Regina walk into the other room to grab something. Thoughts of Gerald entered my mind, but nothing that made me feel shame. I laughed as I created an image in my head and thought about how he would respond if he was a witness to the pummeling I had received. I wanted to see how he would react when he saw how large a cock a beautiful woman like Regina had. I wanted him to know his place.
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You probably shouldn’t go to work tomorrow.


Eventually I was able to get myself up from the bed and into the shower. It took a lot of energy to walk, and it didn’t feel like I had the same strength that I usually had. I managed to wash myself out as I thought of the possibility of leaving my husband and living with Regina.

“That fucker would lose everything! If it wasn’t for me he wouldn’t be able to eat.” I said to myself as I cleaned the large amounts of her come from my pussy.

As I was drying myself off there was a knock on the bathroom door. I opened it up to find Regina standing outside holding my clean clothes for me. She had such a bright smile on, and all traces of her dominant side seemed to be gone. It was as if she fucked out her rage, and became friendly again.

“Here you go sweetie!” She started to walk away, but turned around to say one more thing, “I’m making tea. Do you want some?”

“Sure. Thank you.” I was a little confused about the personality change, but it was nice to see that the dynamic between us wouldn’t be one sided all of the time.

Putting my clothes on was difficult. My legs didn’t want to cooperate with my brain, but with a little perseverance I managed to get them on. The image I saw in the mirror impressed me. It was as if I could see the happiness coming out of my body, and I was convinced that I was seeing a new dimension that was previously hidden from me. Her futa-cock had opened my eyes and revealed a new way of life that made living worthwhile again. Regina was very possibly my savior, and even though she had humiliated me, I was feeling loads of confidence.

Regina was sitting at the kitchen table with a mug in her hand. Across from her was mine, and she offered to put milk or sugar in mine. I declined.

“Does this have caffeine?” I asked.

“Yeah, it’s regular tea.” She took a sip from her mug, “don’t worry about it. You probably shouldn’t go to work tomorrow.”

“Why?” I decided to drink the tea either way, “what do you mean?”

“I’ve got plans for us tomorrow. We’re going to order some food, you’re going to tell me about how much of an asshole your husband is, and I’m going to fuck you over, and over, and over.”

My eyes lit up from the last part of what she had said. I looked around her home, and saw what a wonderful life she had made for herself. She had everything that I ever wanted, and it seemed like she was offering me an escape from my situation. Going back to deal with my husband wasn’t something I wanted to do, and working at my job seemed like a depressing way to spend my time considering the spark that had been created between Regina and I.

“Don’t worry,” Regina began to speak before I could even respond, “I’ll take good care of you. You’ll never have to see that awful man ever again.”

“What do you mean see him?” I was starting to grin, “his cock is about the size of my thumb! There’s nothing to see!”

We laughed at the expense of Gerald who was probably passed out on the couch with a drink in his hand. It finally felt good to connect with somebody on the same wavelength as me. Her beauty was astonishing, and she made the perfect partner. I could have a dick that was glorious and perfect for me, but have the soft and kind personality that I love from females. It was my little secret piece of heaven, and my mind began to run wild with ideas of Regina and I living a long life of leisure with one another.

“Thank you.” I said, “thank you for everything Regina.”

Saying nothing, Regina got up from her chair and walked towards me. She leaned down and gave me a sweet hug, and then she kissed me gently on the cheek. I hugged her back, and we cuddled together in silence, and for the first time in my life I knew that I had made the right decision.
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