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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.
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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.
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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 fulfilment as she pummelled 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.
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