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If only I could have a man and a woman bundled into one perfect partner


Iwas just sick of men. You go through enough of these worthless dudes and you start to understand that there isn’t much hope for a lady like me. I always feel as if something major is lacking in our interaction. It is like they do not understand me or something to that effect, and to be honest, a woman would probably fill that emotional need better than any man that I’ve chosen. If someone or something created this world to be this way intentionally, they must have a twisted sense of humor. Of course the guys that seem to understand me on an emotional level absolutely repulse me. I don’t know why that is the case, but I do understand and accept this harsh reality. Sorry nice guys. You’ll probably never get laid!

A friend of mine told me that I should go to a certain bar where I could meet a special type of woman. She assured me that it wasn’t a stereotypical lesbian bar which I was hesitant to try. I was open minded, but for some reason the idea of a lesbian bar didn’t get me excited. The way she described this place, however, had me interested. It seemed like something I never even thought of or saw before.

“I think you will find exactly what you are looking for there.” My friend Lisa said with a huge smile on her face. “There is something special about the place. I think the vibe will suit you!”

“What exactly goes on there?” I asked. She had my attention, but for some reason I felt as if she was hiding a secret about the place. “How could it be any different from a regular lesbian bar?” I asked feeling as if she was just blowing smoke up my ass.

“Just go.” She said, confirming my suspicions that she was covering something up about the place, “you will have a wonderful time. The worst thing that could happen is you have a few drinks and don’t meet anyone. The best case scenario: you find a lovely lady and bring her home with you!” She was laughing, and her mysterious tone added to the level of interest I felt about the place.

I literally had nothing to lose. Going to a niche bar was something different, and she was right, it’s not like anything bad was going to happen. The only thing I had to lose was a couple of dollars and an hour or two if I ended up not liking the place, but on the flip side I could gain a whole lot. It was possible that this bar had the type of person I was looking for, and it was worth it to investigate. For all that I knew my soulmate was waiting there for me, and was just desperate to find a woman like me. That was my hope at least.

Friday night seemed like the perfect time try the place out, so I got in my car and arrived at the bar around nine. I had no intention of drinking anything other than soda, so that I could be aware and positive about any of the decisions I made. This was a new environment for me, and I also had no desire to make an ass out of myself if I got loaded up for no reason. If I ended up liking the place, and deciding to become a regular, the last thing I wanted was a poor reputation among the other regulars and the staff.

The place was surprisingly really nice, and it was not too crowded. I took a look at a menu that was posted on the wall and everything looked very affordable but expensive enough to deter undesirables. It was by no means dead, but it wasn’t the type of establishment where you would practically have to beg to get something to drink and bribe somebody for a stool to sit down on. That made me feel a lot more comfortable as I could slowly look around and access the situation, and try to figure out what it was that made all of these women so special.

Inside were a few guys. I was surprised to see them, but these were not your normal guys. Some of them were wearing makeup, and I saw one guy wearing a wig. It became clear that they were acting subservient to these women that frequented the bar. Did Lisa send me to a bar for dominatrixes? It certainly felt as if it was a place where dominatrix types would hangout, but I decided not to come to a conclusion until I could sit down at the bar and observe for several minutes. I needed to people watch, track movements, see how everything worked around here before I would be willing to summon to courage and talk to anybody. The only thing that could stop my plan was if one of the women decided to approach me, and in that case I would welcome them with open arms. It would make my life a hell of a lot easier if I didn’t have to do all of the work!

It was comical to watch these guys act like little bitches to these women, and I wondered if I could be treated the same way as them. Taking a deep breath, I managed to get control of my instinct to start laughing at the men. It wouldn’t be right for me to enter their space and make a mockery of them, so I did my best to maintain an open mind. I am glad that I did. It looked fun to give up all of your concerns and troubles in the world, and simply obey a woman for the sake of simply obeying. Why think hard about the complicated things in life when you can just sit in the backseat and let somebody else drive?

“I’ll have a cola,” I said to the server when she came up to take my order. “Don’t put too much ice in it please.” I hated it when a drink would get watered down and taste of nothing but a nasty flavored water.

She was an interesting looking woman. She seemed a bit taller than the average woman, and I found my eyes locked in to her crotch. I could have sworn that I saw something that didn’t look right, but I wasn’t entirely sure. Bars tend to have dimmer lights and that makes it easy for your eyes to play tricks on you.

“What’s your name?” The bartender asked when she returned with my cola.

“Cathy,” I answered as I eyed her up and down trying to figure out what it was about her that made her different.

“First time?” She asked with a bright smile.

“Yes,” I said, “my friend said that I might like the type of women that come here. I’m not really sure what she meant, but I figured I would give it a try. What is your name?”

“Kendra,” she answered with a smile, “well what do you think is going on here?”

“I get the vibe that this is some sort of BDSM bar. Are all of the women here dominatrixes?” I pointed at one of the guys dressed as a woman on his knees kissing the foot of a powerful looking woman wearing all black.

“Well,” Kendra said as she was laughing at my observation, “you’re sort of right, but sort of wrong. That is a theme, for sure, around here, but this is what we call a “futa bar.” Let me tell you a little secret.” She looked around as if she was going to tell me some sacred secret the whole bar was ignorant to, “every woman in this bar, except for you, has a penis.”

I froze and my eyes were now unable to look at anything but the crotches of women. It was as if they no longer had faces to me, and instead I had to see what they were packing. I looked at Kendra and realized that what she said also applied to her, and that explained the strange thing I thought I saw. My jaw dropped, but I wasn’t offended. It was actually kind of a sexy idea to me, and I wanted to explore it further.

“I see,” I said, “do any of the ladies here like women, or am I kind of wasting my time?” I asked.

“Some of us do,” Kendra was drying off some glasses with a towel, “are you going to be here for a while?” I caught a glimpse of her heart shaped ass as she reached down to grab another glass to dry.

“I don’t know,” I said answering her question honestly, “I wanted to check out the place and see what all of the buzz was about.”

“You should stay until we close.” Kendra said. She brought her face close to my ear, “I want to make you my bitch.” She whispered and gently blew into my ear.

“Wow,” I said as my face started to turn red. “Okay.” I felt a rush enter my body after I agreed to become Kendra’s bitch. I never did anything so bold before in my life.

Kendra was very direct, and I admired the confidence she had to say something like that to a paying customer. In most establishments if a bartender mentioned turning a patron into her sexual bitch they were liable to get fired, but Kendra felt secure in her approach. My panties were feeling moist from the exchange.

“I live close to this place,” she said, “let me finish serving all of these fools and you can walk home with me.”

I shook my head in agreement and sat alone, drinking my cola, and watching all of the interactions taking place inside of the bar. The men seemed to be having the time of their lives as the women made them do humiliating things. I thought it was funny, and I wondered if I was going to be in a similar situation with Kendra. I had a ton of questions about her, and for some reason I found myself really wondering how big her cock was. With men, I typically wasn’t that worried about it unless it was way too small. With Kendra, however, I found myself fixed on the idea of seeing the size of her. Was she bigger than most of the men that I had been with before? Was she going to ruin the concept of dating men for me?
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She loves to dominate me


Kendra only charged me for the first glass of cola I had that night. After that, she kept filling my glass so that I had something to do while I waited for the bar to close. It was nice to see her taking care of me so well considering she could probably get in a lot of trouble with the owner of the bar if he/she found out she was giving me free drinks. I did not interact too much with the other futas in the bar, but I did enjoy observing them and seeing how they treated the men that came to spend their hard earned cash on drinks just so that they could be humiliated by beautiful women. I wondered what it would feel like to be like the futas that had been given a free pass by the men to degrade and humiliate them. Surely, it must have felt empowering to have such willing men to laugh at.

I was starting to pick up on some of the lingo that they used, and I really enjoyed the way I felt when I caught somebody looking at me with lustful intention. Kendra didn’t seem to mind that I was getting some of the fuck me eyes from the other women, and that made me wonder if she was the type that would not get jealous about me having multiple partners and/or potential partners. Maybe it was this type of attitude that I needed in order to be happy considering all of the misfortune I had had with men.

When she got off from work I could tell that some of the futas around the bar were hoping that she would join them for some fun after work, but she said goodbye to them and quickly made her way towards me. She looked magnificent, and it looked as if she stepped into the restroom so that she could doll herself up a bit from all of the hard work she had been doing. She was working hard and I could tell that having to serve people on a nightly basis was taking her toll, and I speculated if that was a reason she seemed keen on dominating me.

“We’re almost there,” Kendra said as she held my hand and led me down the street proudly. Her heels were clacking against the sidewalk, and they sent excitement into my bones. “I’m really glad you took a chance on us tonight.” She said as she smiled at me warmly. “I’m lucky I got to you before Rhonda.” She said while laughing cutely.

“Rhonda?” I asked wondering which of the women she meant. There was a small part of me that wondered if I settled for one too early. “Was she in the bar tonight?” I asked hoping to get some more information about this other woman that potentially would be interested in me.

She completely avoided the subject of Rhonda after I asked about it. At the same time, she also did not make a point of scolding me for asking about her either. It seemed like she just wanted to drop the conversation. It didn’t seem worth it to me to keep bothering her about it, and to be fair it probably would have sounded like I wasn’t happy enough with her, and that I was attempting to shop around for a better deal. That was not my intention, I promise, I was just curious!

“This is really nice!” I said as she pulled me into a corner apartment building. “You live alone right?” I asked in the hopes that there wouldn’t be a strange person in the room to see my submissive nature come out.

I felt my nipples get hard and erect at her laughter in lieu of a response to my question. Upon reaching her apartment, I discovered that nobody was there and I wondered why she laughed. The only possible explanation I had was that she was laughing at the possibility of somebody being a witness to what she intended to do to me.

“Come here,” she said in an aggressive tone. “Do you want to submit to me? Do you want to obey me as your master?”

“Y-yes.” I said sheepishly as I looked into her cold, dark eyes. She was very serious about making me into her little bitch.

“To seal the deal,” she pinched my chin with her thumb and index finger, “you address me as your mistress!”

“Mistress?” I said to see if I had heard her right. “What do you mean?”

“You say “yes mistress” and “thank you mistress.” Don’t make me ask you again.” She released her grip on my chin and tugged on my shirt. “Do you understand bitch?”

“Y-yes.” I said as I felt my heart pound like crazy from the admission I was about to make. “Yes mistress.” I looked at her confidently after I acknowledged my submission to her. I was ready to feel her wrath!

“That’s what I like to hear.” Kendra was smiling at me in a way that made me tighten my asshole. “The safe word is peanut.” She was so strong and beautiful. I wanted to lick her body for hours.

“Yes mistress.” I said. “I want to be your good little bitch!” I put my hands on my breasts and squeezed them. Every time I admitted to being a bitch I grew progressively more excited, and the desire to be treated even more low was getting stronger with each admission.

I had never experienced a session of BDSM before, but I had learned about the concept of a safe word through some erotic material that I had read on the internet. It made me feel reassured about submitting to her, because in a way I actually held all of the power during the session. With just a two syllable word I could have her stop whatever it was she was doing to me, but I planned and hoped that I would be able to impress her by not having to use the word. It became my own personal challenge to see how much punishment I could take from my brand new futa mistress!

Together, we stripped naked and my heart was pumping hard as the chance to finally see her futa-cock was starting to become more and more real. She could sense that I wanted to see it, so instead of showing it to me right away, she had me get naked first to humble me. I was not to look at her as some sort of spectacle, but as a goddess, and goddess’ should be worshiped by their servants. I chose to become her faithful servant that night, and so I chose to worship her with all of my heart and soul. Kendra became my mistress.

“On your knees whore!” Kendra said to me as I was completely bare before her. I had never been called a whore before in a sexual context and it turned me on. “Kiss my feet!” She said as she held her bare feet out so that I could see them. There was not even a hint of her joking when she ordered me to kiss her feet.

From my knees, I could see her pretty pink toes come into my line of vision. Kissing feet had never been something I did, but for Kendra I was ready to do anything that she requested. I knew that this would cement the feeling of superiority she had over me, and I was happy to reassure her feelings. Once my lips kissed her foot for the first time, any reservations I had quickly vanished. It was not as bad as I thought it would be. Sure, I felt low and it certainly made me feel that Kendra was even more powerful, but the actual act was rather pleasant. Her feet did not smell bad and I was actually happy when she ordered me to begin licking the space between her toes. It was curiously delicious.

I felt as if Kendra was testing me. By having me lick and kiss her feet, she would be able to see the level of commitment I had towards her. If I wasn’t willing to invest my energy into this act then she would not allow me to see her treasured futa-cock. I started to realize that the power dynamics that we were playing with were starting to make me feel hot and desperate for her futa-cock to be inside of me. My walls were craving to hug her cock tightly and I wanted her to fill me with her hot lust.

“Lick the bottom of my feet you dirty fucking whore!” She said as she sat down on a chair and planted her heel on the ground. For some strange reason I fantasized about everybody in the futa bar sitting around the room and watching my pathetic nature as I worshiped Kendra’s holy feet.

“Yes mistress,” I said, my mind focusing intensely on her beautiful feet. I had to lay down on my stomach and angle my head so that my tongue could reach her feet. I enjoyed the feeling of my tongue getting caught in the wrinkles of her foot, and she laughed as I ran my tongue up and down her foot as if I was lower than the lowest!

“Come on!” She said in a taunting manner. “Let’s see how bad you want my futa-cock! Are you doing the best you could possibly do for your mistress?” She asked while laughing with the same vigor as if she was listening to a stand up comedian.

I took a risk, and worked my lips up to the top of her toes, and with an open mouth, I took her entire foot inside of my mouth. I allowed gravity to push my head down on her foot so that half of it was inside of my mouth. She looked at me in an amusing way, and with a smile, she put her foot on the top of my head to solidify my pathetic nature as I gagged on her foot for her pleasure. Somehow this beautiful futa had the sexual energy inside of her to make me do the most embarrassing things that I would never even consider if she were a man.

“That’s a good bitch.” She said, patting my head with the bottom of her foot. “I trust you now. No woman would do that if they had any ulterior motives. Only the most submissive, and the most pathetic would subject themselves to this!” She laughed at me, but her foot remained in my mouth for some time. My pussy was getting wet from the taste of her foot, and the harshness of her words. “I think it’s time for you to see why it is you are so drawn to me.”
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Oh my futa-cock!


“Get up,” Kendra shouted at me as she moved her foot from my mouth. “On your knees! Now!” She started to stand up and make quick work of her panties. I knew that I would miss the taste of her foot, and I had to figure out a way that would put me in a position to worship her feet regularly.

I watched as her black panties were pulled down, and her futa-cock sprung from inside of them. It was an amazing sight, a size that I never had seen before, and there was a clear sense of power to her futa-cock that did not seem possible for the average man. Hell, even the top one percent of men would have difficulty comparing to her and coming out on top. I licked my lips as I looked at her amazing cock, and I pressed my hands together in prayer. To show her beautiful futa-cock the utmost respect seemed to be the only logical thing for me to do as I wanted her to know that I valued it more than my own pride or self esteem. She was an amazing woman, and her cock would surely fill me up and satisfy me with ease.

“Do you like it?” She asked as she stroked her cock with her hand. I was frothing at the mouth for the opportunity to lick and suck the crown of her wonderful futa-cock. “Do you want to worship it?” She knew the answer to the question. She just wanted to make it look like I was begging her for the privilege.

“Yes mistress,” I said as I crawled to her. I was ready to replace the flavor of feet with the taste of her throbbing cock in my mouth. “May I please worship your glorious futa-cock?” I asked to show her my willingness to beg like a good little bitch. It was obvious that my pathetic begging was making her cock stronger. I observed it twitch with lust when I begged for it.

“Yes,” she said sweetly. Her hand resting on the back of my head as she pulled me in closer. “That’s it. Kiss it first. Good job!” She was talking down to me and I loved it very much. Kendra had a way of being able to make me feel special and worthless at the same exact time.

I obeyed her every command as I worshiped her futa-cock with the goal of impressing her and setting myself apart from any other woman or man before me. If this relationship failed to last, I was at least trying to make it so that I would always have a special place in her heart when her futa-cock was strong and pulsing as somebody was licking and slurping away trying to match my abilities. I knew that she had already earned that special place in my own heart.

Once I managed to get permission to take her cock inside of my mouth, I was instantly pleased to be on my knees before her more than I already had been. It was clear that I no longer appreciated men for what they were as I now found the perfect type of person to be with. Kendra had all of the beauty and emotional intelligence of a woman, and a cock unlike any beta male I had ever been with before. She made even the tall guys that go to the gym look like little cuckolds when I compared them to Kendra’s power. The taste of her cock in my mouth tasted natural and I knew that I would be craving that flavor every single day for the rest of my life.

“Oh my god!” I said when I pulled her cock from my mouth, “I love your futa-cock. It is amazing!” I confessed before licking her cock in a frenzy of lust.

She bit down on her lower lip and stared into my eyes as she pumped her cock in and out of my mouth. She was treating my mouth the same way that a man would fuck a pussy, and I felt completely used by her and that made me happy. Kendra deserved to be put up high and worshipped, and I was practically in tears as I realized the great honor she was giving me by allowing me the chance to lick her futa-cock.

She held her cock inside of my mouth. I had managed to take nearly half of it, and any more of it was logistically impossible. Her size was abnormal and I could see that she was already impressed that I had managed to take as much as I had.

“I’m ready for your pussy now.” She said plainly, “are you ready for the point of no return?” She asked as she pulled her giant futa-cock from my mouth.

“W-what do you mean mistress?” I asked, “the point of no return?” I had never heard of such a concept in my life.

“Once this cock has been inside of you,” she said, “you’ll never be able to get pleasure from a man. Are you willing to accept that reality?” It was so easy for her to be direct and honest about a topic that many people would be unwilling to acknowledge. I believe that is what allowed my mind to accept her as my mistress.

“Yes mistress!” I said as my heart was pounding. I quickly turned around and presented her with my pussy and ass pointed up at her. I supported my weight with my elbows.

“Very good!” She said as she spanked my ass rather hard, “that’s a good bitch!” I gasped when I could feel her finger travel down my ass crack towards my desperate, wet pussy. “You’re nothing but a hole to me!”

I moaned after she announced how low I was, and the feeling of her spanking my ass almost covered up her futa-cock poking inside of me. I felt full instantly, but I knew that she had a ways to go before she could even get half of the pleasure that she deserved. My eyes rolled back into my head as I took her futa-cock, and I moaned loud enough to make it impossible to know if she was feeling the same way as me. The only indicator of her lust that I had was how hard her cock was, and I had never felt anything like it. It made all of the men in my past appear to have erectile dysfunction if I were to compare the hardness of dicks.

Kendra was smacking my ass repeatedly and each smack made me moan louder than before. She was breathing hard as she increased the rate of her thrusting, and I realized that she had managed to shove her entire futa-cock inside of me. Surely my pussy would only be good for a futa like her, and I was okay with the reality of moving past men. As far as I could tell, based on the sensation of Kendra’s massive cock, men were worthless losers that didn’t deserve to fuck a beautiful woman like me!

“I’m going to fill you up with my come!” Kendra said as she squeezed my ass hard, “you want my come don’t you!?” Her cock felt like a giant diamond as it pleasured me with a powerful conviction.

“Yes mistress!” I said feeling ready to receive her load, “please come inside of me!” I was starting to orgasm and my legs were shaking.

I heard her suck her finger, and then I felt Kendra’s index finger enter my asshole. I let out a huge gasp as she had surprised me, but I could feel my ass constricting tightly around her finger as I began to come. Her futa-cock was shooting hot come inside of me which triggered a second round of quivering in my body, and by that time I wanted to lay down and thank her continuously for showing me what it actually felt like to have an orgasm. Feeling that level of pleasure was something new to me, and I thought the person that could bring me to the best orgasm was me. It turns out I was wrong.

Her cock seemed to deliver an endless supply of come into my pussy. Normally, men would finish after a few seconds and then roll over, but Kendra continued to thrash into me as if she could come forever. She grabbed my arms and held them behind my back with one hand while spanking me with the other. I felt completely owned by her toughness, and her cock had showed me why she deserved to dominate my life. I needed to find a way to stay with her forever, so that I could experience my natural role on a nightly basis.

When she finally pulled her cock from my pussy, I could feel the come dripping out of me. I reached my hands down to catch the come before it landed on the floor. Kendra stood up and left the room, coming back with a towel in her hands. I put my come filled hand to my face and licked up her come while maintaining eye contact with her, and when I finally cleaned it all from my hand, I accepted the towel.

“Good bitch,” she said with a confident smile. “I might keep you around after all.”

“Thank you mistress.” I said feeling about as submissive as I ever could, “I want to serve you forever. It is my duty.”
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