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Part I


Hotwife and FUTA: MFF Femdom Cuckold



Figuring out a way to get my wife interested in cuckolding


It had always been a fantasy of mine to have my wife cheat on me. I don’t know where I got the idea at first, but I was able to realize how the fantasy started to grow. I found myself watching cuckold videos on the internet where a man watches his wife or girlfriend cheat on him right in front of him with another man. The other man typically was well endowed and was able to satisfy the husband’s wife with hills sexual prowess while also dishing out insults at the cuckold.

The idea of being into such a strange thing bothered me at first. I tried everything that I could think of to get the idea out of my mind, but I failed. The urge only grew, until it manifested into a monstrous hole in my life that needed to be filled. My primary issue was figuring out a way to tell my wife about what I wanted. Finding out how to tell my wife what I wanted was the hard part, but I quickly devised a strategy.

I tried the indirect method first. This involved no longer using my personal laptop to browse for porn, but I used the computer that we shared in the office. The idea was to search for forum posts and porn, and then not delete the browsing history. I figured there was a good chance that she would see the history, or possibly see a search come up when she typed in a few letters. If she typed “c” into a search engine many different things about cuckold would come up in the recommended search. Naturally, she would be curious and start investigating more. If she knew my dirty secret, maybe she would confront me, or so I thought.

Weeks went by and my wife, Megan, didn’t seem to notice my search history on the computer. She might have seen it, and just disregarded it. It was possible that she knew that as a man I would be interested in porn and she felt that it was best not to interfere with that. If that was the case, it meant that my wife appreciated and respected boundaries and didn’t draw assumptions because of internet searches. It meant I had a good woman.

I decided to try and reestablish a presence in the office. I logged on the computer and checked to see if the history was still there. It was possible that she was looking at things and then deleted the browsing history to cover her own tracks before discovering what I was looking at. A quick look revealed that it was still there, but it also showed that she was searching for her own material.

“Futa.” I saw in the history.

I had never heard of the term before, so I followed the links. It took me to a forum post that was written as erotic fiction.

What I was reading was some of the most raunchy erotica that I had ever read in my life. It almost was more dirty than some of the videos that I’ve watching in my life, and I’ve seen some really kinky things. She was reading about women that had male genitalia and they were mercilessly dominating the female protagonist. It amazed me that she was into this sort of thing, but it made me start to think.

“What if Megan saw what I was looking at, and instead of bringing it up to me, she decided to do the same thing. Maybe she was smart enough to see past my attempt to get her to talk about what I wanted, and retaliated by doing the same thing as me.” I thought to myself.

Megan was a smart woman. It was possible that she saw passed my game right away and upped the ante. She knew that I was smart enough to not leave such an obvious trace of something that I did not want her to find. Simply put, she knew that I wasn’t an idiot. My mind was racing as I read more about her sexual fantasy. I wondered if there was a way to combine the two of our fantasies into one, mutually beneficial arrangement.

“She wants to be brutally dominated by a futa, and I want to be cuckolded. It’s not exactly the same thing having a woman with a dick cuck me, but it is close enough to gain the same results. I’d still be fulfilling my hunger for humiliation, and she would be able to do the same.” I continued to think and analyze the situation.

It seemed plausible, but I saw two major problems. First, I needed to find a way to open up a dialogue between the two of us about our secret fantasies. Second, if we were on the same page we would need to find a futa. I had no idea where to begin looking for a woman like that, but it seemed likely that she would have a general idea, or possibly know of one’s existence. I took a deep breath and convinced myself that it would be on me to start the conversation. I formulated an icebreaker, and decided that I would approach my wife with it to see what would happen. It was a gamble, sure, but it seemed like the reward far outweighed the risk. The worst that could happen is a bit of embarrassment on either side about the other knowing a dirty secret about the other.


So I saw something on the computer


Iwaited in the living room for my wife to come home from work. I didn’t want to spring the idea the second she walked through the door because I knew that she would be exhausted from work. Most of the basic chores around the house were done already, so I wouldn’t have to worry about her stressing out over menial tasks. I placed an online order to have food delivered right around the time she got home, so hunger or the need to cook wouldn’t be a major distraction. I wanted everything to go as smooth as possible.

“Hey honey.” She said as she walked in the room, “what’s going on?”

She was in a cheerful mood and it was obvious that she noticed how spotless the place was. It was a little out of character for me to take care of the chores before she got home. I usually waited for her to do them, or eventually I would cave in when she bitched and moaned about me not helping around the house enough.

“Nothing, how was work?” I was trying to keep the conversation pretty standard at first, “was your boss a dickhead like he usually is?”

“Yeah,” she laughed, “he’s a real pain the ass.” She threw her purse down on the couch and disappeared to the bathroom.

It was customary for her to go straight into the bathroom and take a shower. She couldn’t stand the idea of sitting at home with the stink of work still on her skin. Working with the public would put all sorts of strange scents on her clothes, and her hands were filthy from handling money all day. I couldn’t blame her for that, and it was nice because the food would be delivered while she was in the shower. It would be a nice little surprise for her when she got out of the shower and was worrying about what she was going to cook for dinner.

My cell phone rang and it was the delivery driver. I answered and told him that I would meet him outside. I always got a little annoyed when the drivers called and asked you to meet them outside. It just felt lazy, but I also understood that they were constantly living in a state of fear. They got robbed on a regular basis, so I never punished them by tipping less. It was just something that annoyed me from time to time.

When Megan got out of the shower I had the food laid out on the dining room table. I ordered her favorite toppings even though they weren’t my favorite. She would likely suspect something right away, because it wasn’t normal for me to do nice things like this. I was okay with her knowing my plan. It didn’t matter, because I knew that she would be happy to see everything done and to have her favorite food on the table, and my intentions would take a back seat to what really mattered. Besides, I was trying to approach this in a way where she was getting her fantasies played out as well.

“Wow!” Megan said when she saw the spread laid out on the table, “what’s the occasion? Or should I ask what is her name?”

“Now, now, now honey. Don’t try to make it look like I can’t be nice to my wife unless I’m cheating on her.” I laughed on the inside because it was actually me that wanted her to cheat on me.

“Thank you Lee.” She kissed me on the cheek, “I appreciate you taking care of dinner and everything else. It was such a long day at work today.”

“Yeah, I just had a feeling that you’d come home extra tired today.” I said realizing that I didn’t want to push the good guy narrative too far because she would likely expose my true intentions in a little bit.

I made it a point to not bring up any sexual stuff while we ate. Even though I figured she would figure out the reason for my effort, I wanted to do everything I could to make it less obvious to preserve my integrity. We enjoyed a relaxed meal with plenty of laughs and smiles. Megan told me about all of the customers that came in with their petty problems, and how her and her coworkers talked all kinds of smack about them behind their backs. I kind of felt bad for anybody that shopped at her store because the workers sounded mean!

I had to stop Megan from trying to clean up after we were done eating. It was a nice thing for her to offer, but it made me feel as if her cleaning up erased my good deed. It was a selfish way of thinking, I know, but that’s just how I’ve gone about our entire marriage. I’ve wised up to some of the little games she plays, and I did my best to prevent her from having the upper hand at times. Cold and calculated? Maybe.

“Don’t worry about that honey! I’ll take care of it.” I said as I pulled her arm to prevent her from walking away with the dishes, “give it here.”

“Okay!” She pretended to be annoyed, “I’ll leave you to it then!” I sensed that she knew something was up.

Taking care of the dishes didn’t take that long, and I heard her turn on the television whenever I was in the kitchen cleaning up. I was happy that she didn’t retreat to the room to try and fall asleep like she would often do if we were fighting.

“Megan.” I said to get her attention.

“Lee.” She was mirroring my tone to try and throw me off guard, but I ignored her attempt.

“Tell me about futanari.” I said plainly.

“Tell me about cuckolds.” She snapped back in the same tone.

All I could do was sit down and smile at her while I tried to think about how to continue. She put it out into the open that she saw my search history, but she didn’t yet admit to playing the same game that I was.

“So you’ve already checked it out.” I said trying to read her face for clues of what she thought about it.

“So you’ve checked it out as well.” She was using the same strategy.

Her method was brilliant. She didn’t admit to anything first, but she was also letting me know that she was interested. She was a little more subtle than I would like, but she was still playing ball.

“Well I have a proposition for you.” I said when I felt confident that she was receptive to what I was talking about, “what if we, uhh, combine the two?”

“What do you mean?” She said.

“Well, I figured you could have your futa and she would be the one that would cuck me.” I explained, “we can follow all of the traditional aspects of cuckolding, but instead of a man, we’ll use a woman with a cock.” I felt strange talking about it, but she didn’t appear to be turned off by my words.

“Interesting.” She said, “are you sure you want me to cheat on you like that? You really want this?”

I explained to her everything about what I wanted. I told the truth about wanting to be humiliated and treated poorly in a sexual way. It was hard to admit at first, but she seemed to be okay about all of it, and she admitted to watching some of the porn that was left for her to find. Megan told me that she got turned on by a few of the videos and would be interested in involving a third to our sex life.

“The only problem,” I said, “I have no idea where or how to go about finding a futa. Not only that, but she has to be willing to get involved with what we’re trying to do. You understand what I’m talking about?”

“Don’t worry about it,” she got a little quiet, but I could tell that she was very serious. “You can’t get mad at me. You brought this up first, remember.” She took a deep breath and paused while she thought about what she was going to say, “I’ve already found a futa that is interested in meeting with me. Her name is Candace, and she was going to meet up with me before this became a thing. All I have to do is ask her if she’s okay with having you involved.”

I had a mix of emotions. My cock was getting hard because I realized that she was planning on cucking me out behind my back, but I was also sad that she was actually going to do it. If this conversation never took place our marriage could have ended. I swallowed my pride, and just rolled with it. I did want her to cuck me, and I did my best to keep that at the front of my mind.

“Talk to her, and see what she says.” I said.

She looked at me. Megan was trying to read me, but I kept a pleasant smile on my face and didn’t let her know that I had mixed emotions. She told me that she would talk to Candace immediately.


Candace, this is the cuck. Cuck, this is your goddess.


The following weekend Megan was able to arrange a time for the three of us to meet. She told me that she and Candace had never met in person, and had only talked online. I was tempted to try and learn more information about what website she met her on and other details, but ultimately I decided against the pursuit of truth. I did not want to get hurt. If I learned too much about my wife’s original intentions, I might’ve flipped out and squandered the opportunity to explore my sexuality in terms of cuckolding.

“So, what does Candace look like?” I asked not being able to contain my curiosity. “Have you seen her, umm, cock?” I asked.

“I have seen it,” she said, “but I’m not going to show you. She sent me that photo in confidence, and even though she’s open to this idea, I don’t think it is ethical to violate her trust.”

I was surprised that she was siding with her on this, but I also understood the logic. It was a sensitive issue, and though it seemed meaningless if the three of us were going to engage in sex, Candace did send that photo under the assumption that it was for Megan’s eyes only.

“Sorry for asking.” I said, “I was just curious. I can wait till she comes. By the way, when is she due?”

“She said she was going to go home and take a shower before coming over. I’d guess within in the hour since she got off of work a few hours ago.” She answered.

“It takes her that long to get ready? That’s crazy.” I said.

“She is a girl after all.” Megan seemed a little annoyed with me, “just because she has a futa-cock doesn’t mean she acts like you!”

It had taken me some time getting used to the terms. Her cock wasn’t exactly like mine I was told. It was essentially like a clit, but in penis form. It was a crazy concept to wrap my head around, but I did my best to be open minded. Megan had told me it was best if I let her do the talking, and I agreed. Her taking the lead did fit into the power dynamics between the cuckold and the woman after all.

Since Candace was going to be over soon, I went upstairs to grab some of the toys that I had bought. I didn’t tell Megan that I had gone shopping for some items to amplify our experience. The primary piece was the chastity cage. She was aware of what the thing did, but we never talked about actually getting one. I wanted the full experience, so I went out and bought one.

“Check this out.” I said putting the box on the table.

“What the hell is that?” She said initially, then she picked it up to look at it. “Oh my god! This is the thing that goes around your little cock to keep it from getting hard! That’s so cool! Let’s try it out.”

“Little cock.” I thought to myself, “it’s not going to look so little when Candace shows off her futa-cock.”

“Come on.” Megan interrupted my internal monologue, “get them pants off. Time to tame that itty bitty cock.” She was laughing, “to be fair it’s not that hard to tame. The thing doesn’t even stay hard for long.”

She was really attacking my manhood. I started to feel small and beta. It confused me, but I realized that it was possible that she was playing up the cuckold fantasy before it started. It was either that, or the truth was finally coming out. Either way, I realized, I was about to become a cuckold.

Megan was taking the chastity device from the packaging while I pulled my pants down. It was everything I wanted, but I still found myself wanting to remain free. It was truly a mind fuck to be into chastity, but I would never know if I was really into it or not if I never tried it out. My cock was flaccid and in the perfect size for the tiny cage. Megan was laughing as she scanned the instructions, and she approached me confidently having quickly learned how to use it.

“See this key?” She asked, “I’m going to have the key to your manhood.”

“Yeah you are, but remember one thing: with great power comes great responsibility?” I had a slight chuckle from my own joke.

“Shut up bitch.” She wasn’t playing around as she put her hands on my balls and cock.

“Whoa, be careful!” I warned her.

“Do I have to tell you again? Shut. The. Fuck. Up. Bitch.” She looked like she was ready to slap me across the face, “Do. You. Understand. Dumbass?”

“Yes, I understand.” I quickly lost all desire to make silly jokes.

Silently, I stood tall while my wife roughly handled my cock. She put the ring around my balls and then put the cage over my cock. She verbally taunted while doing it, and it made my cock stiffen quickly, but it was too late. I was already in the confines of the cage, and the fact that my cock attempted to fill the cage made her laugh even more. She inserted the key, and in one quick motion I was locked down, and unable to orgasm unless my wife allowed it to happen. It didn’t seem like Megan was feeling sympathetic today anyways.

Megan’s phone began to ring. She picked it up and told me that it was Candace. I pulled my pants back up as she walked towards the entrance of our home to see where she was, and to let her in. Not knowing what to do, I sat down in the kitchen and waited to be introduced to Candace.

“So nice to meet you Megan,” I heard Candace’s sweet voice before she entered our home, “you look even sexier in person!”

“Thank you.” My wife hugged her, “Candace, this is the cuck. Cuck, this is your goddess.”

Candace was tall and beautiful. I was surprised that my wife didn’t tell me just how stunning she really was. It was a natural beauty. She wore makeup, but it didn’t seem like a lot, and her hair was long and dark. She sounded like a woman, and I was a bit confused. I expected to hear a more manly sounding voice, but I chalked that up to ignorance. Her figure was tightly wrapped by a short dress that looked to be made of leather or spandex. It was glossy, and I held back asking her if I could touch it to see what the material was made of. I had remembered what my wife had told me about talking too much.

“Nice to meet you goddess.” I wasn’t aware that I would be addressing her as such, but I was familiar with the terminology from watching porn.

“What a handsome husband you have,” she said, “this little guy is going to be our bitch tonight?”

“Yes.” Megan said while standing at her side, “he’ll do anything we tell him to do. He’s agreed to serve us.”

Candace walked towards me and the sound of her heels echoed through our home. She walked with confidence as she gazed deeply into my eyes. Her blue eyes were powerful and they made my heart beat rapidly. She was wearing a leather glove and she caressed my face. With her hands on my chin, she tilted my head upwards and studied my face. I maintained eye contact as I tried to figure out what she was looking for, but I was unable to draw any realistic conclusions.

“You’ll make a fine cuckold.” She asked as she ran her hand down my neck towards my chest, “is he in chastity?”

“Yes.” I answered.

Candace stopped touching my chest and backhanded me across the face. It happened too fast for me to even make an attempt at blocker her slap.

“I was not talking to you cuck! You don’t speak unless one of us gives your permission.” She held her open hand up as if she was going to slap me again, “do you understand?”

I didn’t say anything. I was afraid to feel her the wrath of her hand again, but I made a huge mistake. Smack! She slapped me across the face and shouted at me for not answering her when asked a question. I was confused at first, but I quickly started to figure things out.

“Yes, I understand g-goddess.” I said as my eyes began to water slightly.

“Good.” She turned away from me and addressed Megan, “is the cuck in chastity?”

“Yes. Right before you arrived I locked his tiny cock up.” Megan began to raise her voice, “cuck, stand up and show your goddess your chastity device!”

There was no reason to hesitate. I was already in too deep, so I stood up and immediately began pulling my pants off. My eagerness was mostly to avoid being punished by the futa’s strong hand. They laughed in unison as my pants and underwear made their way to my ankles.

“Get completely naked.” Megan ordered, “let’s see what kind of tricks he can do.”

“That’s a wonderful idea,” Candace pulled Megan closely, “show me what the cuck can do.”

I was naked and awaiting commands from my wife. We never rehearsed this, and I was excited to see how she intended to humiliate me. It felt like I was going to get to know my wife for the first time.


Who’s a good cuck? You are!


My legs were shaking as I waited to hear my instructions. The only thing I could think of to try and keep myself under control was to curl my toes. It help keep me from shaking too much, but it was hard to keep my composure. Candace was whispering into my wife’s ear and it made her laugh. I knew whatever they were laughing about was about to become reality, and I was destined to be the butt of the joke.

“On your knees.” My wife commanded.

I dropped to my knees and waited for her next command.

“Crawl to me cuck.”

Putting my hands on the floor, I slowly walked towards my wife and her mistress. It was the first time in my life that I had been subject to such blatant humiliation.

Megan told me to kiss the floor right at her feet. I gave the floor a slight peck and waited for further instruction.

“Keep your lips on the floor cuck!” She shouted at me with rage.

I pressed my lips together and kissed the floor. This time I kept my lips puckered as they touched the floor, and I could not see what they were doing, but I could hear their laughter. The only part of my wife that I could see was her feet and they disappeared moments later. Fighting the temptation to lift my head and see what she was doing was difficult, but I managed to remain disciplined.

“Nice touch.” I heard Candace say as I heard footsteps coming from behind me. “You guys seem to everything we need for a good time.”

I didn’t know what she was talking about until I was told to put my hands behind my back. Without my hands to support me, kissing the floor was more difficult without falling over, but I used all of my strength despite the handicap. She was using the handcuffs that I had bought, and I had the urge to ask her how she knew about them, but it was obvious that she found them where I left the bag that had my purchases from the adult store.

“I found these. The cuck must’ve bought them.” My wife said as she began to put the cuffs around my wrists, “it’s better than the belt I was originally going to use. These will keep him restrained more reliably.”

Candace was standing in front of me and I could see parts of her black heels. She lifted her foot and I had no idea where it went until I felt a pressure on the back of my head. My hands were cuffed behind my back and my head was being pinned to the floor by a futa. There was no guessing what they had planned for me, and all I could physically do was wait and endure. I only knew that their intentions were to humiliate me.

“This is just adorable,” my wife said, “honey, you don’t mind if I take a photo right? I want to keep this moment with us forever!”

“Sure thing love,” I said knowing that she would always have it against me, “go ahead.”

I heard the sound of her cell phone snapping a photo, and I couldn’t wait to see it after we were done with our session.

My body was getting tired from holding the same position for so long. Candace removed her foot from my head and she walked away. I had no clue what was coming next and my body began to shake from exhaustion.

“Come here sexy.” Candace said.

I could see my wife’s heels and could hear the sounds of their lips kissing one another. I wanted to look up and see my wife kissing another woman. I even considered gambling and trying to sneak a peek without them noticing, but my fear prevented me from doing so.

“Go on. Play with it.” Candace said in a sweet tone to my wife.

“Lift your head head up cuck.” My wife ordered as she got on her knees with the bottom of her feet pointed at my face. “Kiss them, and don’t stop.”

Since I was given the freedom to move my head around I noticed that my wife had stripped down to her bare skin. She had a beautiful body, and it was wonderful to be kissing her feet, but I couldn’t help but wonder about Candace’s futa-cock. I only had a split second to take a look at her, but she still had her dress on. It seemed I wouldn’t be able to see it yet, and instead was destined to kiss the bottoms of my wife’s feet while she sucked on a woman’s cock.

My cock made an attempt at getting hard. It wasn’t used to being in bondage, and it’s attempt failed without any real fight. It pressed against the cage, and the pressure was uncomfortable. It made me feel like I was missing part of my soul.

“Oh my god!” I could hear my wife’s excitement, “it’s so big!”

I wanted to see it so bad. It made me wonder if I would regret thinking that my cock would be larger than hers. I always thought that I had an above average cock, but the theme of the night had been based around how small and impotent I was.

In an effort to relieve some of the pain that I was starting to feel in my knees I gradually lowered myself so that I was laying on my stomach. Neither of them said anything about it, and it made it more comfortable to kiss her feet. It was a strange feeling having the chastity cage pressed against the hard floor, but I got used to it after a couple of minutes.

“Kiss my ass cuck!” My wife ordered.

Using my shoulders, I crawled towards her ass more. Her pale, white cheeks were inches from my face and I breathed in heavily through my nose to take in her scent. I began the routine of kissing her ass, one of my favorite things to do to my wife that was often unfulfilled.

I could hear my wife moaning as I kissed her ass. Part of me hoped that it was because of the feeling she was getting from my lips, but it seemed more likely because of the futa-cock that she was worshiping. Candace was very vocal about the pleasure that my wife was giving her, and she did not appear to care if it made me feel jealous or not.

“When is the last time you sucked off the cuck?” Candace asked my wife.

“I don’t suck his little dick anymore.” My wife told the truth before turning her mouth’s focus away from talking and back to orally pleasing Candace’s cock.

As I was kissing her ass I thought about what she had just said. It was true. I hadn’t had my dick sucked in a very long time. Originally it seemed like the norm for married couples, but it started to seem more likely that it was because she didn’t respect my cock enough to put her lips around it. She did, however, respect Candace’s futa-cock.

“Turn on your back.” My wife said while she lifted her butt from the ground, “lay on my feet.”

Like a pendulum, I rocked my body back and forth until I was able to get on my back. I could hear Candace laughing at me as I did it, but I was more focused on achieving my goal. I slid myself backwards and lifted my head up so that I could lay on her feet. Once I was in position she sat down on my face while she sucked the futa’s cock. It was the first time my wife sat on my face. I used to try and pull her body so that she would sit on my face, but she always seemed to try and change positions in the past. Something about having a futa-cock in her mouth gave her strength and confidence.

Megan wiggled back and forth, grinding her ass into my face. My nose was being bent to the side until she managed to get it between her cheeks. I could smell her odor up close and personal, and it made my cock try and escape it’s bondage once more.

“I think the cuck’s trying to get hard.” Candace said, “if that cage was one size bigger he would have an erection.”

I wanted to scream into Megan’s ass and protest the constant stream of insults attacking my manhood. It was getting me frustrated, and I started to lose any and all confidence that I had about myself. I would never see my cock the same after tonight.

“Stick your tongue out!” My wife yelled as she spread her cheeks as far apart as she could.

Her lovely asshole was directly on my lips and I kissed it. I flattened my tongue and licked her ass before sticking it firmly in the air. She moved her ass around until my tongue was wedged inside of her hole and she came down with more pressure. My tongue was stuck in her ass and my mouth was wide open so that I could breathe through tiny pockets of air. It was one of my fantasies being acted out in real life, but I typically didn’t have a chastity device in those thoughts. I had become my worst enemy by purchasing the damned thing!

The sound of Megan’s sucking ended and I could hear Candace’s heels clacking against the floor. She didn’t touch me, but I could sense that she was standing on either side of my body. I was unable to confirm this because my hands were cuffed behind my back, and my face was pinned to the floor by my wife’s beautiful ass.

“I want him to see it.” Candace announced, “he needs to know how small he is!”

Megan leaned forward and took her ass away from my tongue. The light from the room was blinding having been stuffed under her ass for so long, and by the time I was able to open my eyes and see Candace standing before me, Megan was sitting behind me facing the futa.

“Is that thing even real?” I said when I got my first look at her futa-cock.


I can’t compete with the strength of her futa-cock


Iwas in awe. Her futa-cock appeared to be two, maybe three, times the length of my own. The crown of her cock was wider and her cock didn’t lean to the left like mine. It took me a minute of looking at it to realize that it wasn’t a well made dildo.

“You think my cock is fake?” Candace asked.

“N-no. S-sorry goddess. I just can’t believe how big and perfect it is.” I squirmed from left to right.

“You better start believing. In fact, I would start right now if I were you.” She was glaring at me, and I could see that I had offended her with my words.

Her cock was swinging as she shifted her weight around. I was convinced that she could not fall, because her cock would act as a third leg and keep her up like a tripod.

“On your feet cuck!” Candace snapped at me, “we’re going to make sure you know this cock is real!”

“Yes g-goddess.” I said as I did a sit up to get in the seated position.

It took a bit of work, but I managed to get back to my knees. My face was inches from her massive futa-cock, and weirdly enough my cock filled the cage. I never thought that I would be attracted to a cock. It had to be because of the beautiful goddess that it was attached to. Megan stood up and was behind me with her hands on my head. Slowly, she pushed me closer to the futa’s cock and it was demanded that I kiss it. The first kiss I landed on her cock confirmed the authenticity of it. It felt like a normal cock. Nothing was different than mine other than it’s perfect straightness and massive size.

“I didn’t know my husband loved cock so much,” my wife was heckling me, “you love cock don’t you cuck? Yes you do, come on, kiss it bitch!”

“I love your cock.” I announced for both women to hear.

My confession only made my humiliation progress and their laughter was at a new peak.

Candace used her hand to steer her cock into my mouth. She wedged it between my closed lips until I submitted to her. I opened my mouth and she popped the head of her cock inside of my mouth. I made a tight seal with my lips, and sucked gently as if I was sucking a lollipop.

“Has the cuck sucked a dick before?” Candace asked my wife.

“Not to my knowledge. Looks like he is a natural.” She patted me on the head, “good cuck. Way to earn some brownie points with your goddess!”

I felt ridiculous with her cock in my mouth while receiving praise for my technique. Being a cuckold was more humiliating than I imagined, but my only regret was buying the chastity cage that prevented my erection. The only thing that could make me more happy would be if I could stroke my cock during my humiliation. However, I realized, that I might not feel as humiliated if I was getting stimulation. The fact that I was doing this for essentially no gain was a huge component of the degradation.

Candace took it upon herself to push her futa-cock deeper into my mouth. I knew that I would never be able to take her entire cock, but I continued filling my mouth with it. She seemingly knew exactly when to stop pushing as if she had learned about the limitations of the human body in regards to her cock from years of receiving oral.

She held her cock at the deepest point of my mouth for what felt like ten minutes, but it was more likely only seconds. I closed my eyes due to the shame I felt as I realized what I was doing. I had a cock in my mouth. It was something that I never thought I would do, but it made me more confused because I liked it. Candace started walking towards me and my head went backwards as she put moved. I felt Megan’s hands on the back of my head, and they gently put me on my back with her futa-cock still inside of my mouth.

“I’m ready.” Candace said as she pulled her cock from my mouth, “I’m going to fuck your wife like you have never been able to!”

I believed every bit of what she said. I had experienced her cock first hand, and I knew that she possessed an ability far beyond my own.

My wife saddled my face and her pussy brushed against my nose. Residue from her wetness was smeared on my face as she positioned herself to receive Candace’s mighty futa-cock.

“Oh fuck!” Megan cried as her pussy was introduced to the futa’s cock, “that feels different.”

“That feels different.” I thought, “that hurts even more than telling me that I have a little dick.”

“Are you okay dear?” Candace asked to make sure that she could handle her size.

“Yes. Just go slow for now, I’ll tell you when you can go hard.”

I was impressed by their communication. It was impossible for Megan and I to discuss sex while it happened. It made me feel awkward, and my inability to properly express myself was sensed by my wife. Our sex life was clearly not what I thought it was, and this experience was a big eye opener.

My wife was moaning with every thrust that entered her hole. I could see the futa-cock go in and out of her, and I squirmed as I began to grow envious of her cock. She was going to orgasm, and I was not. I had thoughts about our sex life after she experienced this cock. There was no chance in hell that I could ever give her the same pleasure, and the thoughts about my inadequacy made my cock shrink. Candace smacked my wife’s ass gently with her hand and she moaned. I was always scolded for trying to spank her, but I realized that was because I wasn’t enough for her to be able to justify my attempt at dominance. The world I knew was being exposed for what it really was. It was all an illusion of sexual happiness.

“Go harder Candace.” My wife was breathing heavily, “I can take it!”

My eyes were fixated on the speed of her thrusts. She was pounding hard and fast into my wife’s pussy and I could not hear my own thoughts over the sound of my wife’s pleasure. My body began to shake from the intimidation I felt from the futa-cock that was setting a new standard for my wife. I could hear her grunting as she pumped into her, it never seemed to stop, and I was impressed with how easy it was for her to do. Typically, I would pace myself and save the jackhammer for the very end, but Candace seemed to be in good enough shape to do anything that she wanted and for however long.

“I’m going to come!” My wife was practically screeching. “Oh. My. God!”

Her pussy was oozing with pleasure. Never in my life did I think it was possible for her to come like that, but it was clear that it was because I was not good enough to cause her pussy to squirt. My face was being drenched in her wetness, and I opened my mouth to taste her nectar. Candace’s groans took on a different tone. She began thrusting at a slower rate as she shot her come into my wife’s pussy. They were both out of breath while I watched the two rejoice in their pleasure and tasted the results of their love.

Candace’s come began to slowly drip from my wife’s pussy when she removed her cock. I closed my eyes and exhaled slowly in anticipation for what was to come.

“Clean me cuck!” My wife said gleefully as she pointed her come filled pussy at my face.

I thought she was going to sit on my mouth, but she chose to hover above my face so that I had to use my neck to reach her.

“That’s it. Eat my come you degenerate deviant!” Candace shouted.

“How does it taste?” My wife asked.

“It’s the best thing I’ve tasted in my entire life,” I lied as I consumed her load directly from my wife’s pussy.

Candace placed her foot on my forehead and pushed my head to the ground. She wanted to see my wife sit on my face. The texture of her pussy was different because of the come, but I quickly made an effort to clean it out to bring it back to normal. It was a salty flavor, and it wasn’t nearly as disgusting as I thought would be. My first cuckold experience was definitely notable. I might have been the first man in human history to be cucked by a woman with seemingly magical futa-cock.

“They could put this on my tombstone,” I thought to myself as I cleaned the futa’s come from my wife.


Part II


FUTA Dominatrix: Femdom Love



Playing the field


For most of my life I had done the traditional thing and tried to find long term relationships with men. None of my relationships seemed to work, and I started to wonder if it was because of me. Other women that I knew seemed to find guys relatively easily, and they seemed happy. I couldn’t tell if they were just pretending to be happy, or if their lives were actually great. That’s the thing about social media, everyone looks like they’re living the celebrity high life.

After weeks of deep thought I concluded that I needed to start thinking outside of the box. My plan was to try something different, and in my case that would be women. I didn’t know how to go about meeting them, so I changed my dating profile to “interested in women.” Doing so made my heart race. The idea of being chatted up by women was a new experience to me, and I didn’t know how it all worked. I put a special notation in my profile that I had never tried women before, and that this would be my first time. This would hopefully only attract a certain type of woman that was interested in a woman like me, or patient enough to understand that this was all new to me.

I wasn’t sure if I was attracted to women or not. I found them beautiful, but I never tried to do anything with them in the bedroom. I figured I would be open and honest about everything. I didn’t want anyone to think that I was a time waster. Being honest was my strategy to weed out a lot of bad actors. If people were genuinely interested in me they would be willing to take it slow and be understanding of my situation. As I played around with the app, I considered showing interest in every woman that came up, but I decided against it. I wasn’t interested in the butch type women. Not that I have anything against them, I just found myself naturally uninterested in them, so I only showed interest in traditionally beautiful women that came up on my screen.

The other thing I did was not message anybody first. This was all new to me, and I didn’t have a clue about the rules of the game. When I was actively seeking out a male partner I would just make my profile visible, and my inbox would be flooded with messages. I decided to take the same approach with women, and much to my surprise my inbox was being filled up by beautiful women. I kind of felt bad for men because it just showed how easy finding prospects were for women, even if you were looking for other women.

Out of all of the women that were messaging me, one stood out. She was beautiful, feminine, tall, and she had the body of a model. Her name was Jenna, and there was a certain mystique surrounding her. She was confident, but not in the butch way. Her personality was unique, and she seemed gentle and understanding of my limits.

“I’ve never been with a woman before.” I told her.

“I understand. We can go as fast or as slow as you would like. We can meet sometime this week for a chat.” She answered.

I agreed to meet her in a local coffee shop. She lived thirty or forty minutes away, and she agreed to come to my home turf for a meeting so that I felt comfortable. Some of the women blocked me just because I didn’t live close enough to them. Jenna was much more understanding, and it made me feel as if she was taking our potential relationship more seriously.

“I’m not looking for a hookup.” I told her.

“Good. I’m looking for an actual relationship. A lot of these women on this app seem to only want short flings. I can’t hook up with somebody that I have no emotional investment in.”

She was saying all right things, but I still realized that it was possible she was still trying to trick me or something. Anytime you meet somebody from the internet you are taking a risk, and it was my goal to mitigate that risk to the best of my ability. Something about her seemed honest though. There was no reason for me to believe she was up to no good, I didn’t think she was trying to hide anything.

I wore my cutest outfit on the day we were meeting at the local coffee shop. I felt huge amounts of anxiety and I nearly backed out at the last minute, but I pushed myself out the door. I had to at least meet the woman and see how I felt about it. I wasn’t sure if she felt nervous, or if she had done this many times before. There were too many unknowns for me to have a meltdown, and that’s what I told myself as I got in the car on my way to our date.

She was waiting for me outside of the coffee shop. I was impressed that she got there first, because I was actually early to begin with. It was a good first impression to have for one another, and it implied that neither of us were trying to play any games. I was exhausted from games, and that was part of the reason I wanted to at least give females an honest try in the hopes that there would be less of them.

“Tina?” She said when I approached her, “wow, you look even more pretty in person!”

“Oh come on now,” I was beginning to blush, “nice to meet you Jenna.”

She put her arms out for a hug. Due to her being taller than me, my face was level with her chest and I felt her large breasts against my cheek. She was warm, and her hug was gentle and firm. Nothing about her was intimidating at all, and I found myself naturally wanting to follow her lead.

We ordered our drinks and I offered to pay for our drinks, but she rejected the idea. It was a strange dynamic. At least with a man, I kind of felt like it was expected for him to pay, but with a woman I wasn’t sure of the proper etiquette. That’s why I tried to pay for both, but her desire to take care of me made me think that she considered herself in the dominant role. I wasn’t even sure if such a dynamic existed between two women like us. It was all new and confusing, but also exciting to explore uncharted territory.

“Tell me about yourself.” I said.

“What do you want to know?” Jenna asked.

“I want to know what you don’t tell most people,” I took a sip of my drink, “I think people usually talk about boring topics during first dates. Let’s skip all of that, and get down to the juicy stuff.”

I was trying to set myself apart from all of her other women. She seemed open to talk about anything, and it was worth a try. It was a bit out of character for me to be so bold, because I would be expected to talk about similar stuff. She was, however, asked first so I could gauge her willingness to be open to respond accordingly.

“I have a cock.” She said plainly but not too loudly as to make anybody look over to see what the hell was going on.

“Funny.” I said realizing that she was poking fun at me, “maybe I sound dumb. Okay, what do you do for a living?”

“I’m a receptionist.” She answered, “I work for one of the big wigs for a major corporation. It’s a pretty boring job, but it pays the bills. What about you?”

“I’m in between jobs. I went through a lot over the past six months, and I finally couldn’t take it anymore. I had a tiny bit of savings, so I decided to take a much needed sabbatical.”

“I see.” She sipped her coffee, “so you’re on a path of self discovery. That’s why you’re looking for female companionship.”

“Maybe.” I wasn’t sure if she had me figured out or not. “You’re not entirely wrong.”

“I’ve met women like you before. They have a bad experience with their husband or boyfriend, so they think the grass is greener. Sometimes it is, sometimes it is not.” She seemed to know what she was talking about.

“I don’t know what to say. Maybe you’re right.” I was losing a bit of confidence. “I hope you don’t think I’m wasting your time.”

“I don’t. These are things I came into this knowing, and I just wanted to sit down and have a chat with you. Nothing more, nothing less. Do you feel comfortable?”

“I don’t feel uncomfortable.” I said not really answering her question.

She was an interesting woman. Nothing I said seemed to shock her, and she was willing to talk about any topic. She didn’t try to bombard me with sexual innuendos like a lot of men did. There were obvious traits I seemed to prefer, and though I felt like I was chatting with a friend, I could sense some sexual tension. I just didn’t know where it was coming from exactly.

“So, you brushed this off when I said it earlier, but I’ll say it again.” She looked me right in the eyes and her face looked serious, “I have a cock.”

“Prove it!” I was laughing, “what a crazy thing to talk about on the first date!”

Jenna pulled out her phone and started looking for something. I tried to get a view of what she was looking at, but wasn’t able to see anything because of the sun glaring down on the screen. She found something, and she held her phone out for me to see.

“How did you do that?” I said looking at a photo of her bottom half with a comically large cock, “do you do some graphic design on the side?”

This woman’s need to convince me of her having a dick was probably the only red flag. I didn’t get the joke, or why she would try to lie about something like that. Not knowing what to do, I just looked at her with an obvious look that was saying, “what the fuck?”

“Come over here,” Jenna tapped the seat next to her a couple of times, “trust me.”

I didn’t have a reason not to trust her. She was being nice about everything and it was only this weird thing about her having a cock that was alarming. I smiled and played along with her little joke. I got up and took the seat next to her.

“Give me you hand.” She offered her palm to me under the table.

Without any hesitation I gave her my hand, and she slowly moved it towards her crotch. I looked around to see if anybody in the coffee shop had caught on to our antics, but it looked like we were practically invisible. She placed my hand on her legs, and with her hand now on top of mine, she slowly and gently slid it towards her crotch. There was a lump!

“What is that?” I asked, “it can’t be. Come on, really?”

“I told you. That picture is real.” She moved my hand away, and grabbed my drink from the other side of the table, and set it down in front of me. “Is that a dealbreaker Tina?”

I thought about it long and hard. I didn’t know what to say or do, so I grabbed my drink and took a long drink. Normally I didn’t pound my coffee, but this situation made me finish the rest of what I had in one gulp.

“I don’t know what to think.” I said, “your a woman?”

“Yes.” She turned towards me and I could tell she was getting serious, “I am a woman. What you just touched was my futa-cock.”

“Futa-cock?” I asked confused with the new vocabulary being introduced to my life.

“Yes, I can show it to you some other time. If you want.” She finished her coffee, and stood up. “Sleep on it, okay? I understand this is mind blowing, and it probably doesn’t make any sense to you. I want you to go home and think about what you just felt, and text me when you’re ready to talk.”

“Okay.” I said going along with what she was telling me.

“Don’t get antsy and text me right away. I want you to really think about this.” She stood up and grabbed her purse, “we’ll see where we stand after you’ve given it some thought.”

I followed her out of the coffee shop. The fact that she had a “futa-cock” didn’t turn me off, but it did confuse the hell out of me. Taking her advice, I didn’t talk about it anymore. She gave me a hug before we went our separate ways, and I couldn’t help but try to see if I could feel her bulge. It was all that I could focus on now knowing that it existed.

“I’ll text you tomorrow.” I said as she started walking the other direction, “have a good rest of your day!”


Something about Jenna


Jenna was right to tell me to go home and think about it. After everything was laid on the table, I realized I had a whole entire range of emotions about the whole thing. She had a dick! It wasn’t something I was expecting, and it made me wonder if my body could sense it beforehand, and that led to us initially having that first spark of attraction towards one another. If that was the case then it would mean my body craved dick, but it wanted it in a pretty female package. It really was something I had to think about. My whole world view had essentially been toppled by a single woman with a cock.

I pulled out my phone to look at the dating app we used to communicate. I wasn’t looking for another woman to talk to, but I wanted to see Jenna’s picture. She was beautiful.

“Can you send me that photo you showed me today?” I sent to her via the app.

It seemed like a risk asking for a nude this early on, but she did offer to show it to me first. The only possible problem would be the fact that I would have access to the file itself, and maybe she wasn’t ready to trust me in that way yet.

A few minutes later the notification for the app alerted me, and it was a photo from Jenna. She didn’t say anything else.

“Thank you.” I said replying to her photo message.

“No problem ;p”

I saved the image to my phone and just looked at it. My eyes had a hard time moving from the site of her massive futa-cock. I never saw anything like it, nor had I ever been with a man that could stack up against her in terms of size. The idea of her having a dick larger than most of the male populations was astonishing.

Her body was so slim, yet her cock was thick. I felt my pussy becoming thirsty to have it inside of me. Texting her back and telling her of my thirst was not an option even though it was what I wanted. She had given me clear instructions to sleep on the thought of it, and I didn’t want to disobey her. As I looked at her cock it reminded me of how safe I felt in the coffee shop with her. She neutralized any of the social anxiety I had felt from meeting somebody over the internet. She was naturally filling the role of protector, and I wondered if it was because, on a subconscious level, I could sense that she had a cock between her legs.

I found my hand unable to resist rubbing the outside of my pants. The sight of her cock made me feel ready. My eyes were fixated on her futa-cock while I applied more pressure on my crotch. My panties were soaking up my wetness, and I was moaning loudly as I continued to work my clit. I set the phone down for a second, but only so that I could pull my pants down. My pussy was lusting for more of an intimate touch, one that I could not currently get from Jenna, but one that my hand would be willing to give. I let out a loud moan when my finger made contact with my clit, and I began to rub it with increasing speed. My mouth was unable to stay closed as I filled my empty room with sounds of my pleasure, and I thought about how it would make Jenna feel if she had known that I was masturbating because of the picture that she sent me.

With one hand down the front of my panties, and the other hand hold the phone close to my face I managed to come powerfully on my own. I was left breathless, and it made me wonder if the real thing would be even more intense. It had been such a long time since I had had such an explosive orgasm, and the thought of her massive cock filling my walls had even more appeal than flicking my clit while sitting alone in my home. I wouldn’t be able to find out until at least tomorrow when I would text Jenna. I didn’t need to think too much more about it. I wanted her futa-cock more than any other cock I in the world.

Thankfully I lived alone. This allowed me to comfortably melt into the chair after I came, and not have to worry about anybody walking in and catching me in my post orgasm bliss. I felt like I was on top of the world, but I wanted to feel as if I was below Jenna. Everything about Jenna filled me with the urge to submit to her. Most men didn’t seem worthy of my worship and submission, but this woman possessed all of the traits to be deserving of seeing my vulnerable side. I found that I wouldn’t be spending the night thinking about whether or not I could handle the idea of a woman having a cock, but instead thinking about all of the deprived things I wanted to try in the bedroom with her. She could do anything to me, and I would be happy to comply.

“I have to be honest about what I want.” I said to myself as I finally pulled my wet fingers from my crotch, “I have to tell her that I want to be dominated.”

I already felt like this sabbatical was working. Never in my life had I felt comfortable telling anybody about my true desire to submit, but I with a simple photo and a coffee date I was ready to offer this woman full reign over my body. It was proof that I had made the right decision by exploring the female section of the dating app, and it further cemented the validity of taking time to myself. I truly felt as if I was starting to understand who I was as a person, and it was obvious that elements of my sexuality had been repressed for far too long.

I was finally able to get up from the chair and into the bathroom to take a steaming hot shower. Feeling the hot water shoot into my back relaxed me as my thoughts naturally thought of creative things to do with Jenna in the bedroom. I wondered if she was thinking along the same lines. Hell, I didn’t even know if she liked to use her futa-cock. It was entirely possible that what I wanted wouldn’t coincide with what she wanted, but I was leaning towards it working out because of how I interpreted her. Her mannerisms, her voice, everything about her told me that she was the type of woman to be in charge.

Having taken a shower and feeling relaxed, I decided to turn in early. My dreams would likely be filled with images of her massive futa-cock and I considered sleeping on a towel to keep my wetness from soiling my bed sheets. It was a struggle, but I managed to finally go to sleep. I just let my thoughts run through my mind until my brain gave my body permission to go to sleep.


I need you


The following morning I immediately checked my phone when I woke up hoping that Jenna had took it upon herself to message me. She did not, and I didn’t care if it made me look clingy or desperate to message her right away.

“I need you.” I sent to her.

I purposefully made it both forward and vague. She would know exactly what it meant, but there would be a tiny bit of doubt in her mind about the exact meaning. Surely she knew it was sexual in nature, but she didn’t know about my kinky plans.

As much as I wanted to see her reply as soon as she sent it, I took it upon myself to distract myself for a bit. I hopped in the shower and got ready for the day as I would any other, but I definitely wanted to be good to go incase she was trying to meet up earlier in the day. She told me she worked in an office, so it seemed likely she wouldn’t be working on the weekend. It was implied that we would see each other today, but I didn’t know exactly what time that would be.

When I finished with my usual morning routine I found myself gunning straight for my phone to check my messages.

“Send me your address and I can come over in an hour. I’m with a client right now.”

“A client?” I said out loud to myself, “I thought she was a receptionist in an office. Why would she be with a client on a Saturday morning?”

I replied to her with my address and a couple of flirty emojis, but I didn’t mention my thoughts about her seeing a client on the weekend. I figured I could get to the bottom of it when she eventually came over. For now, I just focussed on making sure that my home was presentable for when she arrived. I didn’t want her to think I was a dirty slob or anything bad like that.

“I’m here.” She messaged me three hours later.

I rushed to the front door to let her in. I hadn’t been this excited over having a house guest in years.

Her outfit was confusing, but erotic. She wore, what appeared to be, a skin tight leather dress with matching gloves. Her heels made her several inches taller than me, and her makeup was very dark as well. She looked like a gothic dominatrix, and made me wonder why she chose that look to come over to my house.

“Jenna! Hey! Come on in.” I let her inside and shut the door behind her, “can I get you anything to drink?” I asked.

“No, I’m okay for now.” She stepped deeper into my home and the sound of her heels clacking against the hardwood floor filled the room, “nice place you have?”

We sat down and got some of the small talk out of the way. I liked that she would participate in it, but she methodically pushed the conversation into a deeper direction.

“What did you decide on?” She asked directly.

“Oh, umm,” I suddenly felt nervous, “I want to try and see where this can go.”

“Really? That’s good.” She moved closer to me on the couch, “aren’t you going to ask me about my outfit and the client?”

“I was wondering, but I was afraid that you would think that I was being nosey.” I began to blush.

“Do you want to know?”

“Yes.”

“I work two jobs. During the week, I work as a receptionist. During the weekends,” she paused for a moment and looked deeply into my eyes, “I’m a dominatrix. It’s how I earn extra money.”

My heart began to pound when she said that she was a dominatrix. For one, it was exactly the type of sexual relationship I was seeking with her, but it also meant that she was actively engaging in sexual scenarios with other people.

“Do you like the job?’ I asked, “I mean the dominatrix one.”

“Yes. I love it. The only issue is all of my clients are men. I don’t particularly care for men, but I do what pays. Is that an issue for you?”

“I don’t know how I would feel if and when I start developing true feelings for you, but I have to be honest about something.” I took a slow and deep breath before confessing my desires, “is there any way you would do the same for me as you do with your clients?”

“You want to be a submissive?” She asked.

“Yes, oh my god.” I felt a great sense of shame, “is that too much to ask? Is that weird?”

She brushed her hand across my face and smiled at me sweetly. Tilting her head, she continued to run her leather covered hand through my hair, and I began to calm down.

“No Tina. It’s not weird.” She leaned in and softly kissed me on the forehead, “I have to warn you though, I’m a mean bitch.”

The wetness returned to my pants. The thought of her being absolutely sadistic was turning me on, and I wanted to get into details, but I held off and took the wait and see approach. Maybe she would offer me more information without me having to voluntarily expose myself.

“I like to humiliate my clients,” she stood up and was looking down at me, “I have them do such embarrassing things.”

“Yeah,” I was sure that she could see that I was getting turned on, “like what?” I asked.

“Kiss my feet.” She said.

“So you have a lot of clients with foot fetishes?”

“Kiss my feet Tina!” Her voice was fierce.

She threw me off guard. Jenna had answered my question and gave me a command at the same time. I licked my lips and slowly slipped my body onto the floor. With my hands and knees on the ground, I bent down and kissed the tops of her feet. It was the first time in my life that I went anywhere near someone’s feet with my mouth.

Nervously, I continued to peck at the top of her toes while she lightly laughed. I looked up at her for a moment, and she bit her look as she looked into my soul. She knew what I was about simply by looking at me. Her foot leaned back and exposed the bottom of her black heel.

“Lick it clean.” She ordered, “I don’t want to see a single bit of dirt!”

It was one thing to kiss a woman’s feet, but another thing entirely to lick the bottom of a shoe. It was the most degrading thing I had ever done in my life up until this point, but I obeyed her command. I didn’t want to turn her off, and I felt like I was having my limits tested.

Luckily, her shoes were not completely disgusting. It appeared as if the act of licking her shoes was more symbolic than a literal form of cleaning. She wanted me to feel comfortable with complete submission, even if the task was not something that directly fulfilled my needs. She inserted the heel into my mouth and I wrapped my lips around it. I sucked it, and when she pulled it out it looked like her shoes had just been polished. She had me do the same exact thing for her other shoe before we moved on to something else.

“Not bad,” she said as she examined her heels closely, “you’re a natural at this.”

Her praise made me feel good about myself. Even though it was such a demeaning task, I found myself actually prideful of how good a job I did.

She walked away from me while I remained on the floor. I couldn’t help but put my chin lower to the ground to try and get a look up her dress. I wondered if she was wearing panties or not, and if I could see her massive futa-cock.

“Crawl to me bitch.” She stopped walking and put her hand on her hips while looking back at me.

I crawled on all fours towards her and when I made it to her she instructed me to kiss her ass. I kissed her ass, and she turned her hips to signal for me to kiss the other cheek. She walked towards the steps, and did the same thing.

“Come on bitch, let’s go!” She smacked her ass.

This time I crawled to her much faster, and without being told, I kissed each of her butt cheeks so that she would continue walking. It was obvious that she was leading me to my bedroom.

She walked up the steps and I crawled behind her. I could see her bare ass from my angle, and I considered slipping my face under her dress for a taste. It was hard not to give in to the temptation of doing so, but I managed to remain strong and wait patiently for her commands. The last thing I was trying to do was provoke her. I craved the punishment, but I could sense that if I stepped over the line I could possibly regret what she would have in store for me.

Jenna found my bedroom without needing assistance, and she turned the lights on. She laughed and made fun of me for how immature my room’s decor was. For some reason I took comfort in having a bright pink room.

“Take your clothes off.” She said when I entered the room.

I wasn’t sure if she was giving me permission to stand while doing it, so I sat flat on my ass as I removed my clothing. Her smile told me that she saw that I recognized the option to stand, and decided to play it safe by staying on the floor.

“Very good bitch,” she walked around my room and looked at everything that I owned, “it is a good thing to know that you are afraid.”

Completely naked, I got on my knees and put my hands to my sides. My chin naturally dug into my chest and I looked up at her with my eyes as she slowly approached me. Her gloved hand came straight for my tit, and she was gentle for a moment, but then she squeezed it hard. I let out a gasp from the pain, and fought against my body’s instinct to pull her hand away. She gradually let go of my breast as her fingers began tickling my nipple.

“Do you know what a safe word is?’ She asked with my nipple between her fingers. I nodded my head to let her know that I was aware. “Very good. Your safe word is pickles.”

Before I could begin laughing at the absurdity of the word she chose she pinched and twisted my nipples hard. I let out a scream, but I refrained from using the word so soon. It felt like a test, and I was unsure of where my limits were. Being a dominatrix, I trusted in her ability to understand how hard to go, and how fast. She was obviously an expert.

Jenna knelt down so that we were face to face. While she continued to pinch my nipple she leaned in for a kiss. It was soft at first, but then she bit down on my lower lip. She bit me hard and pulled while her other hand pinched the other nipple. With a vice grip on my tits, I called out in pain as soon as she released my lips. Jenna began pulling upwards on my nipples while pushing me backwards. My body naturally just followed her movements, and I found myself laying on my back with sore nipples.

She released her grip on my tits, but only so that she could move up closer to my face. Her crotch was nearly in view before she stopped moving closer. She pulled the dress off over her head and tossed it to the side. Her breasts were contained by a tight, black bra, and my eyes wandered down towards her crotch. Her cock was bare, and it appeared to be halfway hard. I licked my lips at the thought of being able to help it transform into the massive member from the photo.

“Can I kiss it?” I asked with my eyes glued to her futa-cock.

“You don’t get to ask for anything,” she grabbed a chunk of my hair and pulled on it, “this is your warning. The next time you ask you will be punished.”

“I’m sorry,” I said feeling as if she was going to slap me across the face.

“I’m sorry MISTRESS!” She swung her hand quickly through the air and connect with my cheek. Tears started to form in my eyes, “get it right!”

“I’m sorry Mistress!” I corrected myself while wiping the tears from my eyes. “It won’t happen again Mistress.”

“Aww,” she leaned forward and put her face close to mine. “How did you know how to turn me on?”

Her answer confused me until she started licking my face. She was absorbing my salty tears with her tongue, and I could feel her futa-cock pressing against my stomach. It was growing in size, and it seemed to be because she had been cruel enough to make me shed a few tears. The thought of her getting off on such cruelty made my pussy wet, and I found my hand sliding down my body to touch it.

Jenna sat up and walked with her knees until her crotch was straddling my face. She swung her legs out at an angle so that she could be flat on her feet as she pressed herself onto my face.

“Lick my ass bitch!” She put the weight of her ass on my mouth, “put your tongue inside.”

At first, I was nervous about licking her asshole. I stuck my tongue out about a quarter of the way and tasted her ass. It was clean, and after doing it a few times I got used to the idea. I found myself sticking my tongue all the way out and licking the outside of her ass as I mentally prepared myself for it going inside of her. A minute of tasting it gave me the courage to press it inside of her ass, and she moaned as a result. I continued to touch myself as her moans increased in both frequency and volume. I was getting off on her getting off.

With my tongue in her ass, she began to bounce up and down on my face in short bursts. It was like my face was fucking her ass with a tiny cock, but the act increased her arousal. I could see her futa-cock growing in strength, and she began to stroke it from time to time. I imagined her shoving it deep into my throat and gagging me with it, but I resisted those urges and focused on licking her ass as she had instructed.

Her howls continued and she began to pull her ass away from my face. She was biting her lip and she angled her cock towards my face. All signs were pointing to it being thrusted into my mouth, and me getting what I was desperately craving.

“Open.” She said as the crown of her cock gently pressed between my lips.

I had no reason to be coy. My mouth opened and I began to take her cock as she pressed it slowly inside of me. I swirled my tongue around the tip while keeping my eyes locked onto hers. It felt good to know that she could see me in my vulnerable state.

“That’s it.” She said as she started to fuck my mouth at a faster rate, “you’re doing a good job.”

Her praise was addictive. As her cock thrusted in and out of me, I thought of a life where I found value only in receiving praise from Jenna. Her opinion of me was starting to become one of the most important things to me.

“Alright, here comes the real test,” she jammed her entire cock into my mouth, “oh god!”

Saliva began dripping out of my mouth. I wasn’t able to speak, and any attempt I made turned into me gargling her cock. The sounds that came from me only increased her desire to humiliate me with her futa-cock. Now that she knew that I could take her entire cock, she began pulling it out almost all of the way before shoving it back down my throat. Jenna was treating my mouth the same way a pussy is treated, and she was the only person in the world that I would allow to do this to me.

Her futa-cock was pulsing. With each contraction I could get a better idea of how it would feel to have her cock inside of my pussy. She would likely ruin my pussy for anyone else when she inevitably decided to let me have it.

“I’m going to come.” She said, “I’m going to fill you up!”

The thought of her pumping her warm futa-come into my mouth made me play with myself even more. I wanted to time it so that we orgasmed simultaneously, and it seemed likely to happen from the way her cock was contracting inside of me as she jammed it down my throat. As I began to make myself come, I couldn’t help but moan muffled sounds onto her cock which vibrated it enough to remove the seal. Her thick and hot come began to shoot into the back of my mouth, and it clung to the back of my throat before it slowly began to drip into my belly.

“Oh fuck!” She said pulling her futa-cock from my mouth, “let’s see how you look with some new makeup!”

I didn’t know that her futa-cock was capable of producing more come, but it was obviously able to as her come splashed on my face. I closed my eyes, and allowed her to create an artistic masterpiece on my face. My moans were no longer stifled by her thick cock, and they filled the room as I continued to play with my clit. I never thought that I would come from giving a blow job, but then again, I never thought I would meet a woman with a cock larger than the average man.


Punish my pussy


After I had swallowed her load and cleaned off my face, we cuddled naked on the bed. She became much more kind and sweet, and I was unsure of whether the same rules were in play, so I considered to address her as mistress. She didn’t correct me, so I realized that it was probably going to be a thing if we were to enter a long term relationship. I didn’t mind at all.

“So that’s what your clients get to do with you?” I asked feeling a bit concerned.

“No, no, no,” she started to laugh, “I don’t even let those fucks touch my bare skin. Mostly, it’s foot stuff but I always wear a sock or have a shoe on, and I do a lot of stuff with whips as well.”

“You promise?” I asked.

“Aww, that is sweet.” She leaned in for a kiss, “I promise. With the guys it is strictly business.”

It was such a relief to know that if I were to enter an exclusive relationship with her, that I wouldn’t have to share intimate moments with other people. She told me that her clients didn’t even know she had a massive futa-cock.

“Your kidding!” I said finding this to be an interesting detail, “oh my god! What do you think they would do if they found out?”

“They’d probably want to suck it, or for me to fuck them up the ass.” She was laughing, “I don’t tell them because it doesn’t matter. I’m a woman, and they want to be dominated by a woman.”

“I see, I see.” I began running my hand around her naked body, “I bet you a lot of them would get angry.”

“They can get angry if they want. I’ve done things to them that I’m sure their wife’s would be interested in finding out.” She continued to laugh, “I’m not worried one bit about them. I’m more interested in finding a woman to be in a relationship with.”

“I think I feel the same way.” I began to blush, “I’ve never let myself go like that. With you I just feel like I can turn my brain off and follow your every step. It just feels natural.”

“Good. That’s critical to us actually working out as a couple.” She pushed my shoulder down and pinned me to the bed as she got on top to kiss me, “I hope you didn’t think I forgot about that tiny little pussy of yours.”

“Your cock is ready to go already?” I asked feeling impressed that she was raring to fuck again, “Don’t you need an hour or two to recharge?”

“Aww, honey.” She caressed my face gently with her gloved hand, “my futa-cock isn’t like your puny little ex boyfriends.”

She slipped her tongue into my mouth and sparred with mine. She was winning the battle, and even though I tried to be dominant with my tongue I was outmatched by a mile. She found my wrists with her hands and pinned them to the bed behind my head. Jenna bit down on my lip until I couldn’t take it any longer. She released it and laughed as she directed her attention to my tits.

Her tongue teased my nipples, and right when I thought I was getting what I wanted, she bit down on my nipple. Something was built inside of her to drive her towards causing pain to my nipples, but I couldn’t say that I didn’t like it. It hurt initially, but over time I grew accustomed to her sadistic nature.

“I hope you’re flexible.” She said as she moved away from my chest. “If not, you will be.”

I had no idea what she was going to do. She released my wrists and grabbed me by my ankles. Using her full strength, she pushed my legs until my toes were touching the bed behind me.

“Hold them down.” She said.

I held my legs in place with my arms. Jenna then grabbed my arms and pulled them down towards the bed. She had me hold my legs so that she could pin my arms and legs at the same time. It was a new experienced being stretched in this fashion and my heart fluttered in anticipation for what was to come.

I watched as she gathered saliva in her mouth. She spit what she collected onto my pussy and it dripped all over, and filled my crevices. Her cock began rubbing against my pussy, spreading around her saliva as she inched forward on her knees so that she could penetrate me.

“Punish my pussy mistress!” I called out knowing that I was taking a risk by telling her what to do, but happy that I remembered to address her as mistress.

Her reaction was not what I expected. She simply slid her cock inside of me and began to thrust, but then I realized what I had done. She was not going slowly to allow me to get used to her size, and instead was pumping into me with her full strength right off the bat. It hurt at first, but my pussy remained strong as it endured her punishment.

“How’s it feel bitch?” She asked as her eyes scanned my body.

“It feels wonderful,” I called out in joy, “thank you so much mistress! Thank you!”

I genuinely was thankful that she was giving me her cock. It had felt like an eternity since my hole was filled, and it was one of the reasons I was a bit apprehensive about finding a suitable woman to date. The fact that I got lucky in finding a beautiful, futa dominatrix with a massive cock was surely a sign from the heavens. I embraced what the world gave me, and I embraced the feeling of her massive futa-cock as it rearranged my insides.

Her thrusts were filled with power and she was hitting spots that were unknown up until this point in my life. The combination of having my legs pinned behind my head with the size of her futa-cock made it feel like I was going through a sexual revolution of sorts. Other than saying “pickle,” there was nothing I could do to stop her from pummeling deep inside of me, but I had no desire to make her stop. I wanted to be ravished, and it was obvious that she was trying to do more than that.

“What’s my name bitch?” She asked as her hips crashed against me.

“Umm,” I was trying to buy time. I didn’t know what the right answer was at first, “Mistress Jenna.”

She didn’t slap me across the face, so I assumed that my answer was correct. She did, however, continue to work her cock deep inside of me making me feel pleasure that I never thought possible. Since she had me pinned, and was using her hands to keep me positioned, I allowed my body to go limp. It was the only natural thing for me to do, and my eyes rolled into the back of my head while I continued to call out her name.

Hearing her name must have triggered her cock. I could feel it pushing against my walls, and I knew that she was close to coming inside of me. I wanted to be filled up with her come, and I wanted to keep it inside of me. It had been in my mouth, but even then I suspected that it belonged inside of my pussy.

Jenna pulled her cock from my pussy before she began to come. She let go of my legs and allowed me to rest them on the bed. I wondered if she was going to finish in my face, but before I could confirm that, she was pulling my body so that I would land on my stomach. Naturally, I stuck my ass in the air and closed my eyes as I waited to see which hole she would choose. Images of her sitting on my face and making me lick her ass entered my mind, and I found my ass contracting from them. I had seen the pleasure my tongue had given her ass, and I became curious what her massive futa-cock could do for my ass.

I heard her clear her throat and then the feeling of her spit dripping down the center of my ass. Shivers shot down my back as I nervously prepared myself to be fucked in the ass for the first time.

“Be careful,” I said quietly, “it’s my first time.”

“Don’t worry sweetheart. I’ll take good care of you.”

She slapped my ass hard with her palm. I almost began to laugh at the irony of being spanked after hearing such kind words.

Spanking became the new normal for my ass. Jenna seemed to enjoy watching me squirm, and listening to me cry out in pain. Her hands were firmly planted on my cheeks and she spread them apart as she rubbed her cock around the outside of my ass. I found myself tightening and loosening my ass in response to it, and she timed her entrance during one of the times that I had relaxed my asshole.

“Fuck me!” I said wanting to provoke her to just do it already, “fuck my tight little ass bitch!”

Her hand came down on my ass swiftly with no mercy. I cried out as the sound of her spank filled the room. She shoved her cock inside of my ass, and the pain from receiving a cock in the ass for the first time was far worse than the feeling of any slap on the ass she could offer.

“Oh fuck!” I called out as her pumping increased, “fuck, fuck fuck!”

“Shut up bitch!” She screamed as she smacked my ass and proved my theory wrong about her ability to punish me more with her spanking.

My body took over and my mind was no longer in control. The natural response was to grow as submissive as possible while my ass was plundered by her magnificent futa-cock. As my asshole adjusted to having a cock inside of it, I moved my hand between my legs and began to play with my clit again. The stimulation hitting two different spots was a pleasant mix that produced moans that she likely was not prepared to hear.

Jenna grabbed my arms and put them behind my back. I was no longer able to touch my pussy, and it felt like the most cruel thing that she could do, but I realized why she did almost immediately. Her futa-cock slowly came out of my ass and started pressing against my pussy. It entered me and put me on the fast track to an orgasm. The cool breeze tickled my open ass as she worked her cock inside of me.

“Do you want me to fill you with my come?” She asked while she maintained her rhythm.

“Yes mistress. I want your come inside of me! Please!” I begged like the little bitch that I was.

Her cock began to pulse, and it throbbed uncontrollably before unleashing her seed inside of me. The feeling of her come splashing around my pussy heightened my sensitivity and my legs began to shake.

“Mistress Jenna, Mistress Jenna.” I called out to her, “thank you so m-much!” I was unable to hold in my need to call her name. She had given me an orgasm that made me reconsider my entire life.

I laid flat on my stomach when she removed her futa-cock. By the bedside I had tissues, and I asked her to grab me a handful so that I could soak up her come and prevent it from staining my sheets. Jenna handed them to me, and stood by the edge of the bed.

“You can kiss my cock now.” She had an evil grin on her face.

“Really?” I was laughing as I used the tissues to absorb her come, “NOW you want me to kiss your dick?”

With a grin and a smile, I leaned towards her cock and planted several kisses as it died down from having just released her seed. The fact that she remembered my request to kiss her cock, and was now finally giving me permission to kiss it after it entered my ass was proof of her twisted mind.

“You’re so mean.” I joked.

“I know,” she put her hand on the top of my head, “and you’re my little bitch.”

“Thank you mistress,” I said before kissing her cock for the final time.


I think I want to be in a relationship with you


Jenna and I showered together. It was one of the highlights of the night, and I tried to impress her with the service that I could provide her. Carefully, I lathered up my hands with soap and massaged her futa-cock. I cleaned every square inch of it while looking her in the eyes with a big smile on my face. She surprise me with her willingness to take care of me. She spun me around, and rubbed soap into my back with her strong hands. It was my first time being so carefully cleaned by another being, and it made me wonder why it took this long to share such a sweet moment with another human. It seemed like a fundamental human right to have a showering partner that helped clean the hard to reach parts.

Once we were dried off, we went back into the bedroom to get dressed. I loved looking at her naked body, but seeing her back in her leather dress was a welcome sight. She picked up her heels and we went downstairs together.

“Let’s have a drink.” I suggested, “I have a bottle of wine that I’ve just been dying to open up.”

“That is exactly what I need.” She said when we reached the bottom of the steps, “red or white?’

“Pinot noir. My favorite.” I said as I went into the kitchen to fetch the bottle and a wine opener.

“Me too.” She said with a huge smile, “here let me get that for you.” She put her hand out for me to hand her the corkscrew and the bottle.

The fact that she took the initiative to open the bottle of wine impressed me. It made me feel like this was not just a one sided relationship where she would rough me up in the bedroom and leave, but she would act as a loving partner. She was doing a really good job at showing how things could be if we decided to go steady with one another.

“There she blows!” She said when the cork popped out of the bottle, “do you want a lot, or a ton?”

“We may as well finish the whole thing. I don’t like to keep wine for a long time after it has been opened.” I said handing her my glass, “fill her up!”

She poured the wine into the glass and I was surprised when she didn’t stop at the halfway point. I didn’t fight it; it seemed like something I deserved after having my three holes filled by her futa-cock.”

“So what do you think now?” She asked.

I took a huge gulp of wine while I thought about my answer. She seemed open to me being honest about my true feelings.

“If you’re looking for one, I’d like to be in a relationship. I know we basically just met, but I felt things tonight that I’m not sure I could live without.”

“I feel the same.” She topped off her wine with a bit more, “I’ve never met such a willing sub, and it might sound hard to believe, but that’s a bit of a dealbreaker for me. I don’t get on well with women that try to take control.” She took a sip of her wine, “but sex aside, I think our personalities match up pretty well.”

We talked about all of the things we like about one another. It confirmed to me my suspicions that I might get along better with a woman that was open to discuss her thoughts and feelings openly. Unlike some of my ex boyfriends, Jenna was interested in how I felt about nearly everything, and if we disagreed about something it seemed like she would try to find a way for the two of us to bridge the gap. She was showing me all of the traits that I value in a partner from an emotional standpoint. In addition, she was clearly capable of giving me the best sex that I had ever had. I was sure that if things didn’t work out between the two of us I would have to find a way to get with another futa. Men were practically worthless to me at this point after having a taste of greener pastures.

“Do you want to spend the night?” I asked, “Do you take clients on Sundays?”

“I don’t have any scheduled tomorrow, but I do take them if they ask in advance.” She sipped more wine, “I can stay over. You sure you’re not getting sick of me?”

“How on Earth could I get sick of you?” I nudged her arm playfully, “I can’t have any bad thoughts about my mistress.”

“That’s right.” She turned to the side as if she was ignoring me.

“Oh, come on.” I started to laugh, “that’s how you’re going to play this. Mistress hard to get!”

“Watch it bitch.” She said coldly as she turned her body even further away.

“Aww, did I make my mistress angry?” I stood up and put my hands on her shoulders, “how about a massage? Would that make my mistress happy?”

“Go for it.” She crossed her leg and continued to sip her wine.

We spent the rest of the evening in good spirits. A lot of it was due to the bottle of wine that was eventually turned into a hollow glass bottle. She was really fun when she had a buzz on, and we spent some time watching a show that we both liked. I enjoyed the dynamic that happened during us watching the show. She put her feet up on my lap and playfully demanded a foot massage. I didn’t mind giving it to her, but I loved how she just took whatever she felt she deserved. She was truly confident and powerful, and I had never experienced that before in my life with a partner.

The foot massage was essentially a long, drawn out form of foreplay. I could see that her breathing was changing towards the end of the show, and her toes were curling even though my hands were getting tired from rubbing her feet with all of my strength.

“You want to go upstairs?” She asked when the credits rolled.

“Yes mistress,” I winked at her, “let’s see how tough you really are!”

Her eyes told me to watch my mouth. I should have learned by now that by taunting Jenna I was only setting myself to be punished in new, and cruel ways. It was a balancing act, because I loved the punishments that she dished out even if they hurt or initially disgusted me. I wanted my boundaries to be pushed, and she was the perfect woman to do it.

She grabbed my hair and pulled me so that I was bent over the arm of the couch. It became clear that she was going to take my pussy without giving me any type of warm up. It was the meanest, most sexy thing to happen. I was being rewarded with her cock, but denied of my desire to worship her body.

“Punishing me by not punishing me?” I said, “clever.”

“You can try to game the system all you want, but I’ll always be seven or eight steps ahead of you. I know when a sub is acting out for attention.”

She ripped my pants down around my waist and jammed her hard futa-cock into my pussy. She pumped as hard, and as fast as she could until she came. There was no reason for her to care about my pleasure, and instead she was using my hole for what it was, a hole.

“Come on, keep going. Please.” I begged.

“No.” She stood up and went into the kitchen, “do you have anymore wine?”

With come dripping out of my pussy, I walked into the kitchen unsatisfied. I wanted to come, but she had denied me of the privilege.

“I was saving this for a special occasion, but if you promise to make me come we can drink it.” I held out my most prized bottle of wine, “promise?”

“I promise,” she said walking towards me. She kissed me on the forehead before taking the bottle from my hands.


Part III


Sissified by the FUTA: Futa on Male



She noticed my thong


Ihave to admit that I pretty much ignored all of the advice my friends gave me about Ember. They said I was in the friend zone, and there was no way out of it. It certainly felt that way at times, but they never saw how Ember treated me when we hung out together. Every other comment out of her mouth was some sort of innuendo, and I couldn’t help but think that she had some interest in me. My problem was that I was a shy guy that was always worried about saying the wrong thing. Making people uncomfortable, and giving them something to gossip about were things that terrified me. I did everything in my power to avoid these situations, and that often ended up in me taking next to no risk when it came to my love life.

Ember was arguably out of my league, and that’s the primary thing my friends would point out to me as evidence of her keeping me around as a friend.

“Dude, she is way too hot for you!” My buddy Max would say whenever I brought Ember up, “she just keeps you around so she has somebody to vent too.”

“Maybe, but I think there’s something else to it,” I said, “she is like way to flirtatious to just see me as a friend. There has to be something else going on in her mind.”

I ignored all of the advice, and it ended up working out in the end. The moment that changed everything was initially the most humiliating moment of my life, but Ember’s acceptance of me quickly changed my perception. We eventually started to date, but it wasn’t without consequence. Ember’s love of humiliating me is what kicked the whole thing off, and it all started one night when she came over to my apartment to hangout.

There’s a reason I’ve had trouble finding a girlfriend. I’m not a regular guy, and I think that women can easily sense that something is wrong. There’s a part of me that I never show to the world, and I can’t stop myself from indulging myself. If my guy friends found out I am sure that they would quickly cut ties with me.

I like to wear women’s clothes. I don’t know why, but the way the fabric clings to my body has always comforted me. The way that women’s underwear are tight around my junk, and the way the string feels as it runs up the center of my crack. It’s a different sensation, and I’ve never found anybody that I could talk to about it. Until the night Ember caught a glimpse of my thong when I bent over to pick something up in my apartment.

Ember didn’t call me out on the thong right away. She actually waited until the next time we met, and she showed me a picture that she had taken with her phone. I felt so much shame when she confronted me with the photo, and I was sad that she took a picture of it.

“Why did you take a photo?” I asked feeling betrayed, “that’s really messed up!”

“I’m sorry Jack. I didn’t do it to be mean. I just,” she looked distressed and took a seat on my couch, “please sit down. We need to talk.”

“What do you mean? You’re trying to act like the victim right now? Are you kidding me?” I was filled with embarrassment and rage, and I couldn’t understand what gave her the right to tell me that we needed to talk.

“Trust me,” she said looking down at her feet, “please just give me a chance to explain.”

I didn’t want to listen to her at first, because I was beginning to feel as if she was setting me for some sort of trap. Why else would she take a photo of such a personal and damning thing? After a few moments, my rage started to decrease to a more manageable level, and I finally sat down to hear what she had to say. My first instinct was to play ball so that I could get her to delete the evidence.

“I’m not going to keep the photo Jack,” she said putting my mind at ease. “The only reason I took it was so that when I brought it up you would not try to deny it. I wanted to make sure that there was no way you would try and claim that I was making stuff up.”

“Okay, can you delete it right now please?” I said to ensure that I could protect myself. “You didn’t send that to anyone did you?”

“No Jack, I would never do such a thing.” She showed me her phone as she deleted the image, “see? I’ve never felt comfortable telling anybody what I’m about to say, and I feel that I can do it now because I think you’re the type of guy that would actually be interested in what I am.”

I had no idea what she was getting at. Why wouldn’t men be interested in her? Even my friends said she was way out of my league, and I’ve been out with her enough to know that men check her out constantly.

“I’ve always liked you Jack. You know, as more than friends but,” she paused and looked to the floor, “I don’t know how to say this.”

“Say what? Just come out with it.” I was eager to know what she was saying.

I felt hope, and the anger I felt towards her vanished as I felt I was approaching a breakthrough with her. It seemed as if she was interested in me romantically, and that was what I dreamt of.

“I’m a woman, but I have a,” she paused again, “give me your hand.”

I was confused with what she was trying to say and do, but I gave her my hand in the hopes of figuring out what she was trying to communicate with me. She put her hand on the top of mine and started to push it towards her crotch. My heart started to beat as it got closer to her, and I was excited and confused at the same time. I didn’t know why she was having me feel her up until my hand made contact with her crotch. Then I began to understand her reasoning.

“You feel that?” She asked as she pushed my hand harder.

I could feel a lump, and I didn’t believe what I was feeling at first. It wasn’t possible for her to have one of those.

“Is that what I think it is?” I asked looking at her expectantly.

“Yeah Jack it is.” She moved my hand away from her lump as it began to grow stiff, “this is why I don’t date anyone. I’ve never seen it possible for a man to accept me for what I am, a futa, but when I saw that you were wearing a woman’s thong I realized that there was a possibility that you were the one.”

“Why is that?” I asked struggling to see the connection.

“Because I can accept you for what I think that you are. Correct me if I’m wrong, but you secretly fantasize about being dressed up as a woman and treated like one.” She hit the nail on the head, “I can do that for you, and I have the desire to be the dominant female force that I think you desire.”

Her analysis was spot on, and I didn’t know how to respond at first. It seemed that I could either say that she was wrong, and probably never experience what I truly wanted, or I could admit my strangeness and allow her to indulge me. Ultimately, I felt safe accepting what she was saying. She had shared something that was likely equally damning to her. If people found out that she had a cock she would risk ridicule by both men and women that felt the need to tear her down. On the surface, she was a ten out of ten woman, and the masses love it when they can destroy a person that they once thought of as superior.

“You’re right,” I admitted, “we may be the perfect match for one another after all.”

“I’m glad you feel that way.” She pressed her lips against my cheek, “thank you.” She softly whispered into my ear.


I can finally be who I really am


Our conversation opened everything up quickly. Ember asked me more about what I was interested in, and she seemed to already know about it.

“You’re into sissification.” She said with a smile, “I’ve seen stuff about it online, and I looked into it more when I began to suspect that you were into it.”

“Yeah?” The conversation was starting to make me feel horny, “what do you think?”

“It looks fun.” She said, “do you own any other clothes, or is it just the thong?”

My chest was thumping as I realized I was moments away from getting my opportunity to be seen as I wanted to be. I owned quite a few things that I only wore in the privacy of my own home. Wearing them in front of a woman was only a fantasy of mine, and it seemed like it was possible to have my first experience as a sissy.

I told Ember that I had different outfits in my room, and she asked if we could go in and have a fashion show. My face turned red, but my cock was very receptive to the idea. Being seen by her was something that occupied my mind late at night when I was alone with a bottle of lotion and tissues, and I was curious how far it could go. I agreed to show her my collection of women’s clothing, and led her by the hand into my room.

“This is adorable!” She exclaimed holding one of my outfits, “you have to try this one on!”

She had good tastes. Ember had chosen one of my short skirts with a tight top. On the same clothes hanger I also had some pantyhose that I would wear when I really wanted to feel feminine. The tightness of the pantyhose always got me going, and I wondered what effect Ember’s eyes would have on me when combined with it.

“Do you like to be spanked Jack?” She asked without any indication of her trying to insult me.

“I think so,” I said, “I’ve never been, but I would like to try it.”

“Put on the outfit, and I’ll give you a spanking,” she licked her lips and smiled at me, “Jackie.”

My jaw dropped when she called me Jackie. It was the obvious female equivalent to my name, but it made me feel as if she was inside of my mind. That was what I called myself when I pranced around my bedroom alone. Furthermore, we had been friends for so long, and she was already offering to fool around. Spanking was quite a kinky thing to do, and even more so because we had yet to kiss one another. I wondered what kind of standard being spanked would set for our relationship going forward.

“Go on,” she said, “hurry up before I change my mind.” She started pushing me towards the bathroom.

I felt her hand gently smack my ass as I made my way out of the bedroom with the outfit in my arms. It was a taste of what was to come, and I hoped she knew that she could go much harder. Before I changed clothes, I looked at myself in the mirror and everything that had just happened was flashing before my eyes. I realized that she wasn’t the only one with information that could be embarrassing if known. She was a futa, and it was in the bathroom where that fact really sunk in.

“Jack,” I said to myself under my breath, “Ember has a cock. What. The. Actual. Fuck!”

The idea that she had one didn’t bother me specifically which was confusing in itself. I had never really thought about this sort of thing, and if somebody would have asked me about it before I knew about Ember, I would have probably said that I would be turned off by such a thing. Ember having one was overshadowed by the fact that she was open to taking on the dominant role. I was going through a personal sexual revolution in such a short time span, and my natural response was to allow it to sweep me up, and see where it carried me.

My eyes were open, but they weren’t looking at anything until I realized that I was being waited on by the woman of my dreams. She was waiting for me to emerge from the bathroom as a full blown sissy, and I knew that it was not the time for analyzing anything. I needed to get dressed, so that I could bend over her lap and receive her punishment on my ass. I took off all of my regular clothes, and the only thing that remained was the thong. I looked at myself in the mirror, as I often did when I dressed up, and my mood changed to one of pure excitement. As I put on each article of clothing, and got a step closer to becoming sissified, I grew increasingly ready to submit myself to the goddess waiting in my bedroom. A goddess with a futa-cock.

I stepped out of the bathroom and headed towards my futa queen. My walk became more feminine and my voice was softer when I spoke.

“How do I look?” I asked feeling my cock stir under the skirt.

“You have to do a spin for me Jackie!” She was elated, “this is priceless!” She clapped as she let out her laughter.

I spun around quickly enough so that my skirt flew up. I knew that she could see a bit of my ass framed by the thong, and the cool breeze reminded me that this was not a dream. When I finished spinning, I looked into her eyes and she looked very serious. She held out her hand, and with two fingers, signaled for me to come closer.

I tightened my ass in response to her fingers telling me to come over. I knew that she was ready to bend me over her knee and spank me for being a sissy.

“Come on,” she patted her knees, “bend over Jackie.”

I looked down at her crotch to see if I could see her lump, but I could not see anything for now. My eyes moved up from her cock, and back to her eyes. I saw a woman that appeared innocent, but that innocence was not reality. She was preparing to spank my ass, and all that I could think about was if I would feel her futa-cock harden as her hand punished my butt.

As I laid over her lap I wondered if she could hear my heart beating. She moved her legs around to get comfortable, and my head ended up close to the floor, so that my ass was pointed upwards. She flipped my skirt up and gently rubbed my ass with her hand. Goosebumps began to cover my body as I anticipated her first spank.

“You’ve been very naughty Jackie,” she said sounding like she was getting into character, “all of this time and you never told me about the little crush you had on me!”

Her hand came down hard and fast on my ass, and I couldn’t help but let out a high pitched sound. She came at me harder than I expected, and she wound up to spank me again. My legs began to shake as I waited for the next one, and her laughter distracted me enough for the next spank to surprise me. I jumped this time as I squealed, and her laughter increased. Something began to dig into my body, and I suspected that her futa-cock was getting aroused from her dominance over me.

“You like that Jackie?” She spanked me again, “do you like it when I spank your tight little ass?”

“Yes.” I cried out as I braced myself for the next spank, “I love it!”

“I’m not convinced!” She unleashed on my ass repeatedly until I expressed myself in a convincing way.

She pulled my skirt back down over my ass, and told me to get off of her lap. Not entirely sure what she wanted me to do, I got on my knees in front of her as I looked into her beautiful eyes. Her smile was a mixture of happiness and evil, and it seemingly was capable of making my body shake. She stood up and started to undress.

“I’ll show you mine if you show me yours.” She said as she continued to strip.


Futa-cock for Jackie


Icouldn’t take my eyes off of her futa-cock. It was impressive, and I found myself desperate to taste it as soon as it was revealed. It made my cock appear irrelevant in the grand scheme of things, and I felt ashamed when she instructed me to take off my thong. She wanted to compare our cocks, and I didn’t know how she would feel about being so much larger than I.

The string of the thong left my ass, and I felt exposed without it. I had grown used to having that fabric between my ass for so long, and there were only a few moments in the day where I would take it out. I flipped the skirt up while I remained on my knees, and she looked down at my little cock.

“Stand up.” She said calmly, “I want to compare.”

I stood up and stood beside her. She put her warm hand on my cock and stroked it slowly. I took a risk and did the same to hers, and she didn’t attempt to push me away. She smiled at me, and complimented me on my cock.

“It’s a good size.” She said, “I prefer them to be smaller than mine.”

She put me at ease. I was worried that she would turn me away, and see me as less of a man, but I realized that those fears were just my own insecurities coming out. I was already in women’s clothing, and in the process of being dominated, so there was no way that the size of my cock would suddenly become a dealbreaker.

Ember turned her body, so that our cocks were face to face. She rubbed hers against mine, and it felt good. She put her hands on each of our cocks and pressed them together as she slowly began to grind our cocks together. My knees began to feel weak, and I couldn’t take my eyes from the two of our cocks as they bonded together.

“Do you like that Jackie?” She asked. “Does it feel good?”

“Yes Ember,” I said softly, “it feels good. Ember?” I asked feeling courageous.

“Yes dear?” She said as her cock flirted with mine.

“Can I suck it?” I felt comfortable enough to know that it felt like the right thing to do. I would sort out the implications later if needed.

“Yes you can,” She removed her hands from our cocks, and moved them towards my shoulders so that she could push me down onto my knees.

Kneeling before her cock felt like the proper thing to ensure my position beneath her. Looking up as her futa-cock dangled in front of my face, and planting a loving kiss on it made me feel good to know that she could see me submitting to her. I kissed her cock methodically from the base towards the tip, as my hands wandered around her body, eventually settling on her ass. The crown of her cock parted my lips, and I squeezed her ass hard as I inserted her in my mouth. She moaned lightly, and gently put her hand on my head. With the slightest amount of pressure, she encouraged me to take more of her cock in my mouth.

My mouth had to be opened as wide as possible to take her in my mouth. I struggled at first to avoid hurting her with my teeth, but I quickly adapted and slightly curled my lips to add a buffer. She put her other hand on my head, and began to push me down harder on her futa-cock. Ember was testing how much I could take, and she stopped as soon as I began to gag. I wanted her to make me gag, and I wanted her to look at me as I pathetically worshiped her cock.

Sucking her cock was enough to make me hard, but what really turned me on was knowing that she was watching me degrade myself. I knew it must have looked ridiculous to see me dressed like a woman while I pleased her cock. I wondered if I was the first to have the pleasure of being this intimate with her. She did seem nervous about how others perceived her cock, and I felt special being included in her secret.

“Jackie,” she said as she pulled her throbbing cock from my mouth, “I’m ready for more.”

“More,” I said as I unsuccessfully lunged for her cock.

“Turn around, and bend over.” She lowered herself to the floor, “I want to take your ass.”

It was time. I would often watch porn where a dominatrix wore a strap-on and fucked the submissive, and I dreamed of it happening to me. It was about to happen, but with a real cock. I couldn’t be more pleased with the woman wielding this power over me. Ember was a goddess that I thought I could only dream about, but I was officially going to be hers. I obeyed her orders and turned around. I lowered my shoulders to the floor, and let my arms lay to my sides. I did my best to relax my body, so that her cock could go as deep as possible.

Ember ran her hands over my ass, and commented about the redness that she had created.

“Ohh, you poor thing!” She said as her finger went between my cheeks, “you’re little ass is so red.”

I felt goosebumps again when her finger pressed into my asshole. She gently played until it was obvious that I was getting used to it being touched by her finger. I heard her gather saliva into her mouth, and then felt it drip down the center of my ass. She spread it around with her finger, and I knew that she was preparing to enter me.

“Fuck me Ember.” I said, “I’m ready.”

“Shut up!” She put her hand on the back of my head and pushed me into the ground, “don’t tell me what to do you dirty little slut!”

Her aggression made my cock jerk in excitement. She was such a tender, loving, sweet woman, but she was showing me flashes of her sadism. I licked my lips and closed my eyes as I felt her cock rubbing against my ass. I knew it was going to be inside of me soon.

“Does that hurt sweetie?” Her tone shifted, “tell me if you need me to stop, okay?”

“Yes Ember.” I said as the crown of her futa-cock entered my ass, “slow, slow, slow,” I said lightly as she treated my ass delicately.

Ember’s futa-cock filled my hole, and she slowly pushed deeper and my ass adapted to her size. She grabbed my wrists and held them behind my back. She had dominion over my body, and I enjoyed being fucked like a sissy. It was my first time getting what I wanted, and there was not even a drop of disappointment as my ass contracted around her cock’s strength.

Her hips came all the way forward and I felt them on my ass. She was all of the way in, and there was no deeper for her to go. Ember could only increase the speed of her fucking, and that is what she did as she used my wrists as a handle to bring me to her cock.

“Such. A. Good. Little. Bitch!” She said as she fucked with powerful thrusts, “Who owns your tight little ass?”

“Ember.” I called her name hoping to encourage her behavior more.

“Who owns your pathetic fucking life?” She asked again.

“Ember!” I called out as she became more aggressive with her thrusts.

She grew louder every time I said her name, and I continued to say it until she released my wrists and spanked me. I stopped speaking, and the only thing that came from my mouth was the sound of pleasure. It appeared I overstepped my bounds by speaking without being prompted for a reply.

“Hand me your thong.” She ordered as she smacked my ass. “Hurry up bitch!”

I found my thong on the floor next to me and handed it in her direction. She quickly snapped it up, and with her cock in the deepest point of my ass, used her hands to wrap it around my face. The string was placed in my mouth, and she pulled it around my head, gagging me with my own underwear. She held onto either side of it, and pulled backwards as she resumed fucking me.

“That’ll shut your ass up!” She started to laugh.

All that I could do was helplessly grunt as saliva began to drip out from the corners of my mouth.

Ember’s creativity impressed me. It was as if she was a trained dominatrix, and knew how to do the most demeaning things imaginable. Gagging me with my own thong as she fucked me in the ass was possibly more humiliating than anything I could have thought of. She consolidated her grip on the thong to just her one hand which freed her other one to spank me as she pleased.

“You like that?” She asked, but I knew it wasn’t really a question. “You like being my little slut?”

Ironically, she tightened the gag after she asked me a question. I could only make muffled sounds, and hope that they were properly interpreted as a yes. Her reaction told me that she had taken my response the right way, and I could feel her massive cock beginning to stir inside of me. She was preparing to fill me with her come, and I couldn’t wait to discover how that felt. Her cock began to contract rapidly, but I felt nothing.

“I wonder if she’s even able to come.” I thought to myself until I began to feel something shoot inside of my ass.

“That’s right. I’m going to fill you up.” She was breathing heavily and her thrusting continued for a moment before she stopped with her futa-cock inserted at the deepest point.

I felt her come begin to fill me, and she slowly pulled her cock from my ass as her come began to take up all of the available space inside of me. I couldn’t see it, but it felt like her load was several times larger than anything my cock was able to produce. I couldn’t help as my face began to scrunch up, and my moans became loud. The only thing that kept me from rejoicing loud enough for the world to know my pleasure was the thong that was gagging me.

“Did you come?” She asked.

“No.” I said to the best of my ability.

I was on the edge, and my cock could have easily come if a breeze found its way on my sensitive cock.

“Good.” She said as she pulled her cock from my ass, and I could feel her semen dripping out of me slowly.


Facesitting footjob


Ember used the thong in my mouth to steer me towards my couch. She positioned me so that my back was against it, and she pulled the gag out as she pushed my head on the cushion.

“Don’t worry Jackie.” She said as she put either her feet on either side of me with her ass facing me, “I’m going to let you come.”

She used her hands to spread her ass apart, and she sat on my face. My nose went deep into her crack, and I managed to breath through my mouth. The pressure on my face increased when she lifted her feet from the ground, and put them on my thighs.

My cock was stiff, and it jerked when it felt the bottoms of her warm feet begin to caress it. I exhaled a pleasurable moan into her ass, and the warmth of my breath ricocheted off of her ass. I could feel her come dripping out of my ass, and onto the floor, but I was too focused with her beautiful ass sitting on my face.

Endorphins were blasting into my brain as I inhaled her scent and felt her feet roughly rub my cock. She laughed as my moans were muffled by her ass, and she only made me want to come more with her laughter. She knew she was dominating me, and every bit of laughter I heard was simply confirmation, and every reminder I got was enough to push my cock closer to releasing the come that had been building up from our session.

“How’s that ass smell?” She said as she wiggled her butt on my face, “I bet you wish you could be my underwear!”

My cock surged, and released its load. I could not see anything but her ass, but I had a feeling that my come had shot to the other side of the room. Cleaning up was going to be worthy hassle, and my knees locked while my toes curled. She didn’t stop pumping my cock with her feet until I had got completely limp. Her ass continued to remain on my face well after I had come, and the desire to be underneath her was fading.

“I know you probably aren’t interested in my butt anymore, but I kind of like sitting here.” She said as she remained perched, “you’re just going to have to deal with it, okay?”

I answered yes to the best of my abilities. My arousal had faded, and I had no more desire to be humiliated yet she continued to do so. It was her way of showing me that her dominance was relevant whether we were having sex or not. I was subjected to her desires, and for now, that meant being a place for her to rest her beautiful ass.

“I’m going to see what’s on tv!” She said, “Oh my god! I love this show!”

I served as her chair for the entirety of the night. I wasn’t even acknowledged, and it made sense. Who would talk to a chair?


Part IV


Leaving my Husband for a FUTA: I Had No Idea She Had One



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.


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 its 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.


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 occurred 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 gagging 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.


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.


Part V


FUTA Chastity Keyholder: Futa on Top



She holds the key to our love


Iconsider myself a lucky guy. I have a beautiful girlfriend that I love, and she’s an adventurous woman with nothing but positivity to offer the world. There is a part of her that other men would immediately be turned off by, but that trait is what makes me treasure her so much. They don’t value Lola the same way in which I do, and that is their loss. Lola is a sweet, caring, gentle, honest woman; she just happens to be a futa. Her kindness could easily be seen in a way that makes her appear dull, but she has a wild and kinky side to her that I get to see. That kinky side is one of the main reasons why I find myself unable to worry about other women even if they’re knockout ten out of tens. Those women are not worthy to hold the key to my manhood like my sweet Lola.

When we go out in public, Lola likes to tease me constantly. She enjoys reinforcing the idea into my brain that she holds all of the power, and she has no problem doing things to embarrass me. Some of her good friends know that she holds the key, and I’ve even shown them the chastity device that contains me.

“He literally can’t get hard!” Lola said to her friend Julie.

“That is interesting.” Julie looked at the device closely, “so we could fool around right now, and he would be unable to do anything with it?”

“Yeah,” Lola proudly fondled my junk, “there is nothing he can do.”

I always wondered if Julie was a futa as well, but I never had the courage to ask. I didn’t want to offend her, but it wouldn’t be a question that was completely out of place. It was a known fact that Lola had a futa-cock. She never tried to hide it with anyone in our inner circle, and I appreciated that about her. It didn’t bother me that people knew about my love for it, and I had become used to ridicule because of my known chastity. My submission to my futa queen was known, and it fueled my great cockstand whenever I was free.

“I wonder if I should put my man in chastity,” Julie said after I pulled my pants up, “He probably wouldn't let me. He’s too much of an alpha to go for anything like that.”

I couldn’t help but feel slighted when Julie said that. She basically implied that I was a beta male because I was in chastity, and though she was likely correct, I saw my chastity as a way to show my love for my woman. It gave Lola a great deal of confidence knowing that I wouldn’t be out doing nefarious things with my cock, and that she could tease me to the end of the world if she wanted. I liked seeing her feel that type of security in our relationship, and I understood that other people may not see the value in it. Our bond was probably stronger because of it.

Lola defended me to some degree. She said that she didn’t see me as a beta male, but that my chastity was something that we used to extend foreplay. I was happy to know that I had given my trust to such a worthy woman, and she would always prove this to me even though she had a track record of humiliating me in front of other people. She never told people the real truth. Simply being in chastity was only a small component to our lifestyle. In the bedroom, Lola was a fiercely dominant woman. She did everything possible to reduce me to nothing more than a tool for her pleasure. The chastity was only something that was used to make sure that my intentions were good when I served her. I did not think with my little brain, but instead all of my acts of worship were pure and came from the heart.

What everyone did not know was that I was actually the one that introduced the idea of chastity into our relationship. I had seen the devices being used in videos, and I did a bit more research. Initially, Lola thought it was a crazy idea, but she did her own research after I continued to push it. She changed opinions when she realized the way that she would be able to curb my personality. With the cage on my cock, I would naturally do things in a way to please her. I would grow to accept the fact that she was the one in control, and that I should do everything in my power to keep her happy. She liked the idea and was willing to try it out. She found the teasing elements to be a pleasant side effect, and she teased me as often as she could.

Sucking her futa-cock used to be a selfish activity for me. I didn’t do it to please her, but instead I did it because it got me rock hard. That quickly changed when the chastity device prevented my hard ons, but I was still expected to drop to my knees and please her. It was different sucking a cock without the reward of an erection. I loved the way she looked at me while I was beneath her, and her futa-cock pressed deep into my mouth. My cock would try and test the chastity device’s ability contain me, and it always won.

It took some getting used to having a metal cage practically serve as an extension to my body on a round the clock basis. I nearly called off the idea after the first week. I was prepared to beg her for my release, but Lola came through and allowed me to come. She knew that it would be cruel to keep me locked up for a long time during my first time. From what I had read about other men trying this with their women, it seemed that I actually lasted a lot longer than the average man. It was strange to consider myself a naturally at being in chastity, but by the account of others, I was.


Our first experience


When Lola first turned the key, and put it around her neck she had a cruel smile on her face. She was sitting down on the couch, and she spread her legs apart. I could see that she wasn’t wearing any panties underneath her skirt, and she told me what to do with her eyes. I lifted her skirt and put my head between her legs. It was warm, and cozy, but I was not being asked to relax. I had a job to do, and it began when I placed loving kisses on her futa-cock. I could not see her face as my head was under her skirt, but I could hear her sounds of approval when I began my worship.

“Kiss it Mike,” she said as she exhaled deeply, “make me hard while you’re locked up. Give me what I deserve.”

“Yes Lola,” I said as I kissed her futa-cock.

I loved seeing her flaccid cock blossom into a stiff, monstrous cock. My cock ached with desire as it tried to break free from its bondage, but there was nothing that I could do. I had to please my woman before worrying about my own needs. I had given up control.

“Come on bitch,” she said gaining more confidence in herself to talk down to me, “worship me.”

I kissed with more passion and vigor, and began opening my mouth so that I could taste her futa-cock. I took her crown into my mouth, and sucked as she placed her hands on my head and began to slowly push me down. I never tried to take the whole thing, but it appeared evident that she was testing my abilities. I wanted to impress her, so I continued to soldier on as I tried to get her massive cock all of the way in.

“You’re doing so good,” she said in an effort to encourage me, “maybe locking you up was the key all along.”

My heart pumped strong as I approached the base of her cock. I felt like I was accomplishing something monumental by being able to take the whole thing. She was well hung, considerably more than I, and she continued to praise me as I reached the bottom. I could feel her futa-cock pulsing inside of my mouth. It seemed to react to my hot breath as I slowly exhaled through my mouth. Looking up, I could see her smiling down on me, and I imagined the power that she felt knowing that I was there to serve her. There was love in her eyes, but it wasn’t pure. Mixed in were feelings of condescension and a feeling that could only be described if one were to find themselves in a position of great power. She had reached the same level of a goddess.

Her cock was surging, and I could tell that she was soon to climax. Lola was telling me with her eyes to brace myself for her massive, sticky load. My heart was beating as I anticipated the first squirt to shoot into my throat, and when it came I could not keep up with its power. She gradually pulled her futa-cock from my mouth as she filled my mouth with her love. I could taste her being as she bit down on her lip and watched me endure the strength of her load.

“Oops!” She said sarcastically, “I hope you don’t mind I came in your mouth.”

There was no way for me to even reply to her, but I didn’t mind. I only wished my cock was not in chastity so that I could masturbate as I tasted her come.

“Don’t you dare spit out my gift!” She said as she pulled her massive cock from my mouth, “you don’t want to insult me, do you?”

I didn’t even see spitting her come out as an option. I wanted to have it in my belly, and I quickly made work of it.

“Thank you love,” I said as I finished the last gulp, “I would never throw away your gift.” I wrapped my arms around her legs, and hugged her tight.

“Such a sweet man I have,” she said while patting my head, “that chastity device is really working wonders on your behavior.”

I had no response to what she said, so I turned my head and kissed her inner thigh to show agreement. Lola allowed me to stay at her feet for a few moments before she got bored of standing still. She walked to the other side of the room, and I watched as her tasty ass wobbled with every step. Her ass was one of my favorite things about her, and one of the first things that I noticed. It was round and plump, and when she allowed me to stick my tongue between her precious cheeks I would find myself in a state of bliss. Being wedged between her ass was something I craved constantly, and I wanted to experience it while in chastity. The tease it would be with my cock unable to harden while my senses were overloaded with her wonderful scent.

I stayed on my knees and waited for her to make the first move. As a way of showing my submissiveness I kept my hands neatly behind my back. I was exposed to her, and she could do anything with me, and I could see her thinking about what she wanted to do as she took a long drink from a bottle of water.

“I’m not done with you,” she said as she started to go into the other room, “don’t move.”

“Yes ma’am.” I said unable to stop thinking about what she had planned for me.

I watched as her ass went out of sight, and I could only hear her rummaging around in the other room.

She came back holding a roll of duct tape, and she had a sinister smile on her face. Lola walked towards me, and while saying nothing, began taping my arms behind my back. I did nothing to contest it as I was actually pleased that she was continuing even though I had just made her come. Her sex drive was complicated, and she often made me feel like she had powers far above my own.

“Try it out,” she said, “go on. See if you can get out of it.”

I struggled hard and fast to get out of the bondage. It held up well, but there were some obvious weak points that she noticed. Lola began adding extra tape to certain parts to reinforce my bondage.

When she was finished, I tried to break free once more, but this time I wasn’t able to move half as much. She smirked as she placed the duct tape on the table. On the couch there were several pillows that she grabbed, and she began placing them on the floor. I watched in silence as she set up the environment to her liking. She laid down on her stomach, and she used the pillows to get comfortable. I watched as she wiggled herself around until she found the right spot, and then my eyes were fixated on her perky ass. She was flexing her cheeks, and I knew what she was going to tell me to do.

“Come on,” She said as she put her hands on her ass and spread her cheeks, “get in there.”

Carefully, I lowered my face towards her ass. I couldn’t use my arms to support myself, so I had to move slowly. Every inch that I moved brought me closer to her heavenly ass, and I reached a point where I had no choice but to let my head fall forward. My face was shoved deep between her ass, and I was in heaven as I began to kiss and lick frantically as if it was my last opportunity to worship her.

“Sniff it!” She yelled, “Make that little cock of yours try to get hard!”

I opened my nostrils fully, and sniffed loudly for her to hear. She laughed as I took in her odor.

For a few minutes she seemed to pay a ton of attention to me. She shook her butt around and laughed, and occasionally humped the floor to make my face go up and down. I was unable to do anything, but ride the movement of her ass. Eventually, she stopped paying attention to me, and grew comfortable with my face between her cheeks. She pulled out her phone, and began texting her friends.

“I just told Julie what we’re doing.” She was moving her legs up and down while talking, “she’s totally jealous right now!”

It was worth noting that Julie was her good friend, and it was likely that she had already known a lot about me. I wasn’t upset, but I sure felt the humiliation of another woman knowing the fact that I was licking Lola’s butt. To most people, licking a butt was off the table, but for me it was one of my life’s passions.

“Hey there sexy lady!” Lola was talking into her phone, “what’s up?”

I looked up from behind her bubble butt to see that she was on a video call with Julie.

“Nothing, I take it you had a good time today.” Julie said, “you’re a lucky lady!”

“I’m still having a good time,” Lola put the phone towards my face. I was face to face with a laughing Julie. “Say hi!”

“Hi Julie,” I said feeling shame as I buried my face between her cheeks to try and hide my face.

“Oh my god! That is so hot!” I heard Julie say while she was laughing, “so you’re just getting your butt licked while you talk on the phone. I see you have things under control.”

I listened to the two of them talk while licking her ass. It was an odd experience, and my cock was constantly testing the cage. I failed more than once to break free from my chastity, and I accepted my fate as a humiliated man. There was no denying anything with a witness account of my submissive nature. I realized that I would be better off embracing my role on the sexual totem pole.


Lola owns my ass


Having held me in chastity for a week with constant teasing, I was ready to be released, but Lola had no intentions of doing so. Instead, she texted me to come over and see her as soon as possible.

“I’m going to take your ass.” Her message said.

It was the first time she had ever mentioned penetrating me with her massive futa-cock. She would let me suck it, but she never showed an interest in fucking my ass. I had assumed that she just wasn’t into it, and I speculated that the chastity cage had sparked her curiosity.

“I’m on my way love.” I replied as I began quickly getting myself ready to see her.

I took the quickest shower that I could, and I only took the time to make sure that my butt was properly cleaned. I wanted to be at her place right away, but I knew that I had to at least be presentable. Turning her off was not part of my plan, and I didn’t think it would help my case as far as getting the right to come. As I scrubbed myself, I thought of how dominant she was the first time she locked me up. Her desire to humiliate me was strong, and it made me want more of it. I wondered if her friend Julie was sincere when she said she was jealous, or if she was just pretending because she thought it funny that I was licking Lola’s butt.

Lola was sitting outside on her porch when I pulled onto her street. She was sipping something from a coffee mug, and she looked as if she was purposefully not looking at me. I knew that she was aware of me walking up her steps, but it was like she didn’t want to give me the satisfaction of knowing for sure.

“Hey,” I said as I reached her porch, “how’re you doing?”

“Don’t talk,” she was in character right away, “prove to me that you’ve been an honest bitch.”

“Umm,” I wasn’t exactly sure what she meant at first, but I only knew of one way to prove anything. I dropped my pants slightly, and showed her the cage firmly wrapped around my cock, “see?”

“Very good,” she lit up a cigarette, “go inside, and remove your clothes. Make sure that you’re ready for me.”

“Yes ma’am.” I said going inside.

I removed my clothes, and neatly folded them and placed them to the side. I knew that my ass was already clean, so there was nothing for me to do other than getting on all fours with my ass pointed towards the door.

“I wonder if she’s going to fuck me here,” I whispered to myself as I tried to think deeply about her instructions for hidden meanings. “I hope I don’t fuck this up.”

I waited on my hands and knees for what felt like thirty minutes, but I knew that she was only out there for the duration of a cigarette. My asshole tightened at the sound of the screen door slamming behind her as she entered the house. I felt something on my ass, and when I looked back I could see that she had placed her foot on my ass. She towered over me with such grace, and I saw her slowly begin to work on removing her pants.

“I know you’ve always wanted this Mike,” she said as she slipped out of her pants, “you’ve just been too afraid to be honest with me. Now that I know that you’re so submissive I can’t ignore the obvious.”

She was speaking the truth. I always wanted to feel her inside of me, but I was too afraid to ask. I thought that she wouldn’t respect me as a man if I begged her to take me from behind. Once I shattered that image of masculinity, it became easier to get what I really wanted, and I was surprised to see that she was apparently just as interested as me.

Her foot was taken off of my ass, and I could hear her getting down to the floor. She grabbed my ass with her hands, and I could feel her fingernails gently digging into my skin. Lola spread my ass apart, and the cool breeze tickled me slightly. She noticed my reaction, and playfully spanked my ass.

“Are you ready for it bitch?” She said as she rubbed her futa-cock against my ass.

“Yes!” I called out. I was ready to beg, “please fuck me!”

I felt her spit running down the center of my crack. I could feel shivers down my back as I waited for her to poke her cock inside.

She used her futa-cock to spread the spit around. Once my ass was lubricated, I could feel her putting the crown of her cock slowly inside of me. Surprisingly, I got used to the feeling quickly as she tested me by going in and out. She was very soft and sweet, but I knew that she was likely to switch gears soon.

“Harder.” I said hoping to make her feel confident that she wasn’t going to hurt me, “I can take it.”

“Be careful what you wish for,” she said menacingly as she slapped my ass.

She pushed her cock deep inside of me, and I could feel her hips touching my ass. She was all of the way inside, and I was surprised that I could take it all so soon.

Lola, once she knew that I could take it all, began thrusting with more power. She was breathing heavily, and I could feel her energy level increasing with every thrust. Her power was accumulating from the feeling of being inside of me, and my cock was angry with me for allowing it to be contained under the circumstances. She reached her hand around my leg, and fondled my cock. She laughed as she realized that it had taken up all of the room inside of its bondage.

“You’re only going to like this half as much as you want,” she said aptly as her futa-cock continued to stimulate me, “you haven’t earned the right to come yet!”

I didn’t respond to her. I was too busy experiencing her massive futa-cock plow into me with power that I was unaware of. Her body was so strong as she thrusted into me, and I began to moan like a woman.

“You sound like bitch!” She grew aggressive with her cock, “bitch.” She laughed at her basic insults. She knew that they were effective simply because of the position I was in.

I could feel her cock swelling as it filled my ass. There was hardly any space between her cock and my walls as she pumped into me. Her futa-cock was contracting, and I knew that her semen was about to pour into my ass, and it would be the first time I ever received her load inside of my ass. I tried to imagine what it would feel like, but was unable to as the semen provided the actual sensation. There was no need for me to visualize anything, as I lowered myself onto my shoulders and took her final few pumps.

She kept her cock inside of my ass until it began to shrink. I could do nothing but breath as I laid there half satisfied. She was right about not being able to fully appreciate the experience. If my cock had been free I am sure I would have come, but my sweet Lola seemingly did not care for me in that way in this moment. She stood up, and began getting dressed.

“Clean up this mess,” she ordered as she was heading back towards the porch, “when I’m done smoking it better be spotless in here!”

“Yes ma’am,” I said unsure of whether I should move or not.

My ass took time to slowly close up from her size. I got into a crouching position and watched her semen drip out of me onto the floor. I zoned out at the sight of it, and I was impressed that such a load was shot into my ass. When I snapped out of my trance, I got up and walked into the kitchen to grab the cleaning supplies. Walking felt weird, and for some reason it felt like there was a part of me missing.


I’ll let you come, but only if…


Icleaned up our mess just in the nick of time. Lola burst through the door, and I could tell that part of her wanted to see me fail to do as I was told. Had I waited a moment longer on the ground I would not have been finished in time.

“Hmm,” she said, “maybe you have earned the right to come.” She eyed me up and I could feel her trying to read me, “I’ll let you come, but only if,” she paused and my heart was pumping as I waited for her to come out with it, “only if you understand that I’ll lock you back up, but this time it’s going to be for a very long time.”

“H-how long?” I asked unsure as to whether it was a bright idea to even try to get any more information.

“Two months,” she said coldly, “but if you can resist the urges, I’ll let you out in one month.”

“I want to come.” I answered not caring about the extra month. I knew that I would later regret it, but I had a ridiculous desire to drain my cock.

“You sure about that?” She asked.

“Yes.”

“Okay,” she giggled as she knelt down to unlock me.

I watched as she took the key from around her neck, and put it in the lock. She held her hand still for a minute, watching my body language, and finally she turned the key and removed the chastity device.

“Go at it.” She said sounding disappointed in me. “Here.” She placed a small trash can between my legs, “shoot it in there.”

I looked at the trash can and laughed to myself. Even when alone, I never would masturbate into a trash can, but here I was faced with the prospect. I had imagined being able to put it inside of her, but that was not the case. It became clear that I was not a very good negotiator as I could have easily figured out the terms of my orgasm. Despite the disappointment, I was still happy to release my load.

“You could have waited,” she said sensing my disappointment, “well here you can play with this.” She put her foot to my face.

“Thank you.” I said hiding my sarcasm.

I was happy to be given something as a masturbation aid, but I was still let down. I wouldn’t risk letting her know that I was unhappy to suck on her toes.

As her toes wiggled in my mouth, I sucked them in an effort to fuel my cock. Stroking slowly in an attempt to prolong my freedom was proving to be pointless. My cock reacted quickly to my touch, and I found myself coming immediately.

“So soon?” She said taunting me, “wow. You poor guy. How are you going to last two months?”

“T-thank you,” I said as I kissed her foot. My cock was shooting its last bit of come into the trash, and I wanted the feeling to last forever.

“Okay, that’s enough.” Lola pulled her foot from my face, “on your feet. Hands in the air.”

It felt like I was going through some sort of police protocol when she had me put my hands in the air. We both laughed at the ridiculousness, but my laughter faded as the chastity device returned to my body.

“You fucked up,” she said, “you should have just waited.”

I felt like an idiot for not trying to get more information.

“Julie!” She said after dialing her number, “the plans off. Apparently he’d rather touch himself than have a threesome.”

“You stupid fuck,” I thought to myself, “what the fuck is wrong with you!”

There was a part of me that suspected that the phone call was fake, but I heard Julie’s voice when Lola walked past me. I had just been slapped in the face by my own doing, but there was nothing that I could do to salvage the prospects of getting with Julie. It served as a valuable lesson, however, to be sure of what I was being offered when it came to Lola.

“Two months of chastity, and no threesome.” She said, “smart. Real smart.”

I kept my eyes to the floor as she piled on the words. If I could have seen myself in the mirror I knew that there would be nothing but shame on my face. I had always had a secret thing for Julie, and it hurt to know that I would never get the chance to have my moment with her. I could have accepted never being with her, but Lola told me that it was on the table.

“Why did she have to tell me about it?” I thought to myself, “god damnit!”

It became obvious that I had to figure out a way to be back in her good graces. For now, the only thing that I could do was serve my chastity sentence without issue.


Part VI


Femdom Wife and FUTA: Cuckold Humiliation



We reached an agreement


My wife, Sharla, and I were going back and forth, almost negotiating about our activities in the bedroom. We found common ground. She wanted to dominate me, and I wanted to be dominated, but we each had our own ideas about how we would indulge in this. That’s why we spent a lot of time talking about our wants and needs with one another. It felt great to know that I had married a wonderful woman that had no issues having an open conversation about this sort of thing. I know that many married couples go their entire lifetimes without truly getting to know one another in the bedroom, and I was grateful to have such an amazing life partner to explore our secret fantasies. We both loved each other a great deal, and this was surely a huge foundation for our relationship.

“I’d like to try cuckolding John,” Sharla said when we were talking about our endeavors in the bedroom, “what do you think about it?”

“Oh,” I sighed heavily. Being told that your wife wants to cuck you is among the most humiliating things that could happen, “I’m not sure about it.”

The wonderful thing about Sharla was when I told her my true feelings she didn’t react in a crazy or negative way. She wanted to put it all out in the open, and talk about it so that we were on the same page.

“What is your issue with it?” She asked as she nuzzled up to me on the couch. Her warm body made me feel good.

“I want to be dominated by you,” I said as I tried to pick out my words carefully, “but I have no desire to be humiliated by another man. It doesn’t do anything for me at all, and I’m sorry if this is disappointing for you.”

“Oh sweetie,” Sharla kissed me on the cheek a few times to soften me up, “I’m not disappointed. You know, I just have to be honest. I’ve always found the idea of it so hot, and after we talked about you being submissive to me I figured it may be an option on the table.”

I was able to relax knowing that she wasn’t upset about my decision not to invite another man into the bedroom. Still, I wanted to make her happy, so I thought about various loopholes that would placate her urges. Even though she told me she was fine with not doing it, she had already admitted the urge, and by not doing it I would be denying her of a fantasy. I did not want to deny my wife anything, and I saw it as my duty to find a way to always make her feel happy and satisfied in every aspect of her life.

“There is one way to do it,” I said, “it’s a compromise of sorts. It might be the perfect thing for the two of us, and neither of us will get everything that we want, but neither of us will be taking a full loss.”

“What is it?” Sharla was sitting up and was obviously excited to hear what my idea was. I smiled at her, and paused before speaking. It was always a good thing to keep her on edge during these talks.

“Well,” I paused again, but this time I could tell that she knew what I was doing. She playfully punched my arm, “I would be okay with a dominant futa.”

Her eyebrow raised when I told her my idea. I knew she was aware of futas, but I had no idea if she ever considered them before. She would have her chance to receive a different cock, and I would gladly submit myself to the two of them. I just figured if I was going to be turned into a cuckold I would rather it be with a beautiful futa that I would enjoy worshiping along with my wife. From where I sat on the issue I was proposing a win win scenario.

“That’s a thought,” she seemed very interested in my idea, “the main issue I see with this is finding a woman like that. I mean, how the hell do you find a woman with a futa-cock, and at the same time she is interested in a crazy threesome. I feel like it would be easier to find a horny dude to fill the role.”

She was still trying to entertain the possibility of finding another man to cuckold me, but I was not going to allow that to happen. She did, however, raise a very valid point. It seemed statistically improbable to not only find a futa, but also find a futa that was interested in participating in our “strange” sex life. I caught myself zoning out for a moment as all of the possibilities were swirling around in my head, and I had to shake my head to snap myself out of my daydream.

“Well,” I said, “let me run a few searches on the internet. Who knows?” I grabbed my laptop from the coffee table, “maybe there is a futa dating app or something that we can join. I’m sure if we find something like that we can make a profile and just be honest about what we want. It’s a big world, I’m sure there is somebody that would be down to try something different.”

“Okay!” She said enthusiastically, “I’m going to take a quick shower. I hope you find a lead by the time I get back!” My wife jumped up and I watched her sweet ass bounce around as she ran up the steps.

“Okay, let’s see what we can find.” I said to myself as I opened the internet browser. “Futa, futa, futa. Where are you my sweet dominant futa?”

Finding a futa dating website was much easier than anticipated despite the fact that I was pretty confident that I would find one. The first result that came up in the search engine appeared to be perfect, and it had glowing reviews. I liked the fact that you couldn’t see the profiles until you made an account with them. This made me feel as if our privacy would be somewhat protected, as the only people who would know about our strange relationship would have to basically admit that they were on the internet looking for futas. It was the concept of mutually assured destruction in full effect, and I quickly signed up an account with a burner email address.

I made the profile and included photos of both my wife and I. There was a part of me that knew that many of these women would be turned off by this type of profile, but I wasn’t interested in wasting time with women that had no intentions of getting involved with a husband and wife couple. Though I would likely get less replies from my messages, I would be able to efficiently weed out the women that had no interest whatsoever in cuckolding me.

“Hello! We are a husband and wife couple, and we are seeking you to be our third in the bedroom. We are interested in femdom and cuckolding. If this is something that interests you, please message us. We hope to hear from you soon!” I wrote in our introduction section.

My wife returned from her shower as I was finishing up the profile. She smelled of soap and shampoo. Her hair was wrapped in a towel, and she covered her body with another towel. She sat down beside me to check up on my progress, and her presence was suddenly distracting me. Her clean body made me want to get on my knees and lick her pussy, but I resisted my primal urge in order to show her the website that I found for us to find a lovely futa.

“Check this out,” I said turning the screen so she could see the profile I made for the two of us.

“Looking good,” she said as she crossed her legs, her pussy becoming visible for glorious half-second, “did you contact anyone?”

“No,” I said as I set the laptop back down on the table. After seeing her pussy it was difficult for me to focus on the website, “I think I’ll just leave it up and see if we get any bites without doing anything.” I started kissing her neck, and quickly making my intentions clear by moving down her body with my lips.

“Alright,” she said as she let out a small moan, “let’s give it a night, and see if anyone contacts us first. It would be nice if we didn’t have to work too hard.”

I just grunted in agreement, not caring about the actual words coming from her mouth, but more focused on the idea of planting kisses on her fresh pussy. She giggled as my lips got closer to her pussy, and she offered no resistance as she spread her legs and pushed my head down towards her. I loved the taste of my wife’s pussy, and I loved to see her look at me while I did it. It always felt like she saw me as a worthless man that was only good for pleasuring her with my tongue.

“That’s a good bitch,” Sharla said with her eyes locked onto mine, “fucking pussy licking cuck!”

Savoring my wife’s pussy was one of my favorite things to do in life, and I was going to prove my commitment by not even making a move towards getting my own orgasm. I wanted to serve her, and make her feel pleasure alone.

“Soon,” she said as I stuck my tongue inside of her pussy, “I’m going to have that little cock of yours locked in a cage, and you’ll be licking come out of there.”

“Yes goddess,” I said quickly as I began focusing on her sensitive clit, “I’m your cuck.” I confessed to her. Saying it out loud made my cock grow hard, and I moaned into her pussy as I tried to ignore my own lust. It proved to be difficult, but I managed to bring her to orgasm without servicing my own cock.

“You’re such a nice little cuckold John,” she said as she sunk into the couch after I made her climax.


First time in chastity


Sharla came home the next day with a huge smile on her face and an unmarked plastic bag that instantly sent shivers down my spine. It was impossible to know what she bought, but my gut was telling me that it was something related to my new role as her loyal, submissive cuckold husband. She walked into the room where I was sitting, and took a seat next to me with the bag in her hand. I was breathing heavily, but trying to be discrete about it as she began talking. Not once did she indicate what was in the bag, and I held back my strange desire to ask her to show me. I wanted to see if she would bring it up first, or if she was playing some type of game in an effort to test me for some odd reason.

“I got something that we’ve need for a long time,” Sharla said as she finally began to discuss the contents of the shopping bag she was holding, “I bought high end this time,” she pulled out the box confirming my suspicions, “it’s time for you to be in chastity my dearly beloved husband.”

“Okay,” I took a huge breath to get myself ready for my sentence in chastity, “I’m ready love.”

She clapped her hands excitedly and told me to stand up and drop my pants. Sharla began unboxing the chastity device, and I was amazed with the construction. The human mind has evolved so much, and because we no longer have to struggle in the wild we are able to visualize and create such crazy devices. I am a firm believer that if we were not comfortable and safe in our society we would not have the idle time to construct tools to restrict the male erection. My mind was fascinated with the concept, and I lost track of the progress that my beautiful wife had made in putting together the chastity device.

Sharla gripped my soft cock firmly, and wrapped the cage around my balls. I looked down to see her smiling as she began to stuff my cock inside of the container, and she put a tiny padlock through the hole to keep the device locked, and my ability to touch myself had been taken away from me.

“How does it feel?” She asked very scientifically, “does it hurt? Can you walk?”

“Let me try it out,” I pulled my pants up and began walking in circles around the house. “It feels a bit weird,” I admitted, “but I can tell I’ll get used to it pretty soon. I don’t think I’ll have a good understanding of it until my cock tries to get hard.”

“Right,” she said as she thought to herself, “we’re going to have to experiment with that then.” She smiled brightly as she started to slip out of her pants, “kiss my butt cuck!” She playfully said as she turned over and shook her ass at me.

I was torn. On the one hand I wanted to check our dating profile to see if we had a beautiful futa to cuck me, but I was presented with my wife’s tasty ass. I knew that the dating profile would be there after we were done, but my excitement was killing me. I decided to obey my sexy wife and drop to my knees behind her, and kiss her ass that was framed beautifully by her black thong. I pressed my nose against the string and sniffed her essence and then I kissed her entire ass quickly. She giggled and insulted me by calling me her “good little butt kisser,” and it was when she used those words that my cock began to stir in a lustful manner. It was slow at first, but as she continued to degrade me and my lips continued to worship her fine ass my cock found itself pressed against the confines of its bondage, and I realized what it meant to be in chastity. It was driving me wild, and I already wanted to be free so that I could masturbate while I kissed and licked her ass like a submissive cuckold.

“Stop!” Sharla ordered as she pulled her ass away from my face. “I’m starting to worked up, and I’m not taking your dick until I get one from someone else first!”

My balls ached, and I was sad to have my face removed from her beautiful butt, but I quickly gained my composure and sat down next to her so that I could pull up our dating profile on the futa website.

“Yeah,” she said when she realized what I was doing, “I almost forgot about that. Let’s see if we have any matches.”

We had one message in our inbox, and I clicked on the profile that sent it. She was a gorgeous woman, and her name was Leah. She had tan skin, blonde hair, and she wore beautiful pink lipstick in her photo. She looked like an absolute goddess, and my wife found her look to be arousing.

“She’s hot.” Sharla said, “what did she say to us in the message?” I could tell that she was very hopeful that this woman would be the one.

“Hello! My name is Leah, and I clicked on your profile and I knew right away that I needed to message the two of you. I am a top, and I would love to come over and play with the two of you.” The message read and at the bottom she gave us her personal cell phone number.

“Oh she’s serious.” I said when I pointed at the screen so my wife could see her number. “You should text her.”

“Me?” She asked.

“You’re the one that’s getting fucked by her. I’m just a cuck!” I was happy that there seemed to be some advantages to being a cuckold. “You’re the one she’s interested in.”

“You have a point,” she put Leah’s number into her phone, “I’m going to text her right now and see what happens.”

I logged off the website after she took her number, and went upstairs to take a shower. In the shower I would be able to calm down, and relax from what had been an eventful day so far. It would also give my wife time to message back and forth with Leah, and hopefully by the time I came back the conversation would be at a level where we had a better understanding of whether or not she was interested in coming over to our home for a session.

The water crashed down on me hard and the heat and steam opened my pores and allowed me to calm down from the feeling of lust that I had early as I was on my knees before my wife’s wonderful butt. Surprisingly, the chastity cage was designed so that it could be worn while even the shower. I was able to soap my caged cock and rinse it out. I realized that I was going to likely be showering with it on for a large majority of my life as my wife held the key to my freedom. I was ready to be cucked, and I hoped that the conversation was going well with the lovely Leah.

I came downstairs to see my wife happily cleaning up around the house. I asked her what she was doing, and she delivered wonderful news to me.

“Leah said she’s coming over tonight!” She was so excited, and it was obvious that she craved her futa-cock over mine, “help me. Come on cuck! I don’t want her to think that we live like homeless people.”

“Yes ma’am.” I said as I went into the closet to grab the duster.

“Good cuck,” she said, “I hope you like cleaning, because you’ll be cleaning out my pussy later tonight!” She playfully spanked my ass and went into the other room to clean up.

Her comment about cleaning up sunk in, and it made my cock begin to stir once more.


The beautiful Leah and her wonderful futa-cock


Apparently Leah lived very close to us, and it excited me that we had such easy access to a beautiful woman. She arrived and when she came through the door of our home I was impressed with her beauty. She was tall, but even taller with her high heels on, and her blonde hair was shiny and wavy. It was as if she had come into our home with a halo over her head, and when she spoke I nearly fell in love with her. Her voice was so gentle and soothing, but I knew that inside she was a woman that wanted to fuck my wife, and laugh at me as I watched closely while my cock was in chastity.

“Hi Sharla,” she said sweetly, “cuck,” she walked over to my wife and gave her all of her attention. “You’re even more beautiful than I thought.”

“T-thank y-you.” It was interesting to see my wife grow weak in the knees when confronted so personally by a beautiful woman like Leah.

I watched as Leah put her hands on my wife and pulled her tightly into her sexy body. She put her hand gently on the back of Sharla’s neck and pulled her in for a soft kiss that quickly turned into a passionate make out. I was licking my lips and excited by the wonderful visual stimulation, and I began to feel sorry for myself because I was hopeless and in chastity. I was only here to witness my wife’s adultery with the gorgeous Leah, and to clean up the mess that Leah would eventually pump inside of my wife’s divine pussy.

The sexual heat level quickly escalated as Leah began pulling off my wife’s shirt. It became clear that Leah found small talk pointless and she was here for the sole purpose of penetrating my wife, and humiliating me.

“Remove my pants cuckold,” Leah ordered as she began working on my wife’s bra. “Sharla. Pants. Off. Now.” She was being assertive and dominant much to the pleasure of Sharla and I.

I wiggled my way between my wife and Leah, and unbuttoned her tight pants. I thought it great that I would be the first to see her wonderful futa-cock, and I couldn’t wait to see how large it was. Something about the way Leah took charge of everything made me believe her to be well endowed, and likely large enough to shame me in front of my wife.

“Remove my heels cuckold,” Leah said right as I got her pants unbuttoned. “Do it now!” She ordered fiercely.

They began kissing again once my wife was naked, and I was at Leah’s feet removing her heels one by one. When they were off she became shorter, but surprisingly she towered over the two of us without them. Leah gave me another command when I tried to work my way back up to removing her pants.

“You kiss my feet now. Pay your respect cuck!” She was angry at me, and I was confused. I was only doing as she commanded, and I was afraid to overstep my boundaries.

I kissed each of her feet, but I did not stop until she eventually ordered me to do what I was originally supposed to do. Slowly, as to not upset either her or my wife, I worked my way up to her waist and started to pull down her pants. She was wearing a green pair of underwear, and I was able to see her package when I pulled her pants down to her ankles. Still, I was cautious and I only focused on her pants as her instructions did not include underwear.

“Sniff it,” She said to me without clarification. She knew that I would understand immediately that I was to smell her futa-cock.

Her desire to physically humiliate me by having me smell her cock for my wife to see was surprising, but I did it as I was unable to resist her. I sniffed deeply, and let out moans of pleasure to let her know that I was pleased to sniff it, and she laughed as she continued to kiss my wife. I could feel her futa-cock begin to harden as my nose was pressed firmly against it. She gently put her hand on my head and ordered me to remove her panties.

“Take them off, and prepare me for your wife.” She ordered.

I knew that it would be my duty to get her cock hard so that she could fuck my wife.

The sight of her cock made me feel instantly insecure. Even though I suspected that she was large, I did not anticipate her having a cock that rendered mine fully obsolete. She was obviously a special gift to humanity to have all of these wonderful traits wrapped up into one marvelous package. As soon as her panties were removed I began kissing her cock and balls as it grew longer and more stiff.

“Oh my god!” My wife cried out, “I can’t wait to have that inside of me!”

“You hear that cuck?” Leah asked, “your wife basically said you have a tiny dick.” She pulled away from me and looked down at me. “It’s not even worth asking to see yours. I already know you’re locked up in a little cage as you should be, as all men should be. Your wife is going to have a lot thinking to do after I fuck her. Once she feels my load enter her, she will know the truth, and the only thing you will be good for is cleaning out the come from her pussy.”

I whimpered. I never felt so weak before in my life, and I had nothing to say to her in response. It seemed probable that she was simply speaking the truth, and it was possible that she had learned these things from prior experience. She seemed like the type of woman that enjoyed getting between married couples, and humiliating men.

“I can’t hold on any longer,” my wife cut in, “please take me mistress! Please!”

It was as if Leah really did know what she was talking about. My wife had gone crazy in her lust for Leah even though she originally set out with the intentions of brining a male in the bedroom. It was a happy surprise to her, and I wondered if it was now preferable to another man. Part of me wondered if I would have been better off allowing her to bring a man over, as it was likely his size would not compare to Leah’s mysterious futa-cock.

Sharla grabbed my head and pulled me away from the futa’s cock. She began pushing me down to the floor, where she eventually sat down on my face. My cock ached from her sitting on me, I loved being used up like chair, but her intentions were to not sit for long. She angled her body, so that Leah could get behind her and fuck her right in front of my eyes. I would not be watching her adulterous acts from a distance, and instead I would be only a few inches from the action. Leah laughed as she dropped to her knees so that she could mount my wife. My cock stirred as I watched a massive futa-cock rubbing the outside of my wife’s pussy as it gathered her wetness to make for an easy entrance.

Leah inserted her cock and spanked my wife at the same time as Sharla held onto my legs with her hands, squeezing tight as she got accustomed to Leah’s huge size. She moaned, and I could see her pussy opening to receive Leah’s member, and I whimpered knowing that we had reached a pivotal moment in our marriage from this very act. It was official, I could now add cuckold to my list of titles, and my wife’s pussy would never be the same.

I looked up in amazement at the speed in which Leah was able to fuck my wife. She made it appear effortless as she dominated my wife, and my wife filled the room with moans and sounds of pleasure as she received Leah’s mighty futa-cock.

“Kiss my pussy cuck!” Sharla ordered when she was able to say something that wasn’t a moan or a cry.

I lifted my head up and kissed what I could of her pussy. It felt humiliated to be used as an accessory to my wife’s orgasm that was caused by another penis. I could sense the disrespect and I could feel Leah’s opinion of me fall lower than it was already. Not only did I smell her futa-cock, but I also kissed my wife’s pussy as she fucked it. Soon, however, I would be cleaning out the semen that was shot into my wife, and the trifecta of humiliation would be complete. My first experience as a cuckold was proving to be rather advanced compared to some of the accounts I had read online.

I could tell that Leah was getting ready to burst hot semen inside of my wife by the rhythm of her fucking. It was very much the same how I would change my speed to optimize the feeling when the sensation and urge to come entered my body. Leah was moaning with my wife, but it was a more aggressive and manly sound. She rocked in an out of my wife until she finally could not hold back any longer.

“That feels so good. Oh my god!” My wife called out as soon as her pussy was being filled.

I could feel Sharla trembling, and she gripped my legs even tighter to offset the feeling she was receiving. I was helpless to do anything other than wait for her to inevitably sit back on my face to clean up the futa’s mess. Leah eventually pulled out, and with her cock a string of come came out and splashed onto my face. She noticed it happen, and laughed at me.

“I hope you like the taste cuck.” she said as she stood up.

My wife was still leaning over in an effort to catch her breath and recover from the heavy thrashing that she had just taken.

“Sit back sweetie,” Leah said as she put her arms on my wife’s shoulders and pulled her backwards, “the cuck is hungry!”

There was nothing I could do about it. I was in too deep, and I watched as the light was slowly covered by my wife’s ass. At first, I was met with the lovely taste of my wife’s ass, but she maneuvered herself so that her pussy was right on my lips. I opened my mouth, and allowed the lovely semen to pour into my mouth. It tasted like nothing I had ever had before, but it symbolized a lot to me. It was the final act of being a cuck, and proof to my wife that I was good for nothing other than to help her in her pursuit of better cock.

Surprisingly, my cock began to stir, and it pressed up hard against the confines of its bondage. I did not think that tasting a futa’s semen would give me feelings of lust, but it did. There was nothing that I could do to change who I was, or what turned me on. I knew that I had to accept my hand, and I did so by happily licking, and cleaning the hot come from my wife’s pussy.

“Does it taste good?” Leah asked as she laughed. I could see her looking down at me, her eyes filled with wonder and fascination.

I could not say anything, and I did not want to because I was busy sucking the come from my wife’s hole. In response to her question, I grunted to placate her, and the vibrations of my grunt had the added side effect of making my wife moan. I licked, and licked as my wife reached another orgasm, and I did not stop licking until she eventually stood up and announced that she was officially clean. I laid there after she got up, and my mind could think of only two things. When I would be permitted to come, if ever, and if it was possible that I could be humiliated more than I already had been.


Part VII


FUTA Surprise!: Futa on Female



I have to leave him!


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


A pleasant surprise


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

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

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

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

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

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

“You don’t mind it?” She asked.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Please fill me up mistress!


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Yes mistress,” I said.

It was the happiest moment in my life.


Part VIII


FUTA in Thailand: Futa on Male



Only in Thailand


Never in my life was I as happy as the time I got off the plane in Bangkok. It was a long flight, one in which I was stuck between two fat men, but it was worth the struggle and suffering. I had a mission. A desire to be bent over, and have a beautiful Thai futa queen behind me. Only in Thailand could an experience like this happen to a guy like me, and I knew that I was going to find a beautiful woman to take me the way she wanted. Getting through immigration wasn’t even a problem as my mind was fixed on the prize. The taxi driver that obviously was scamming me out of a few baht couldn’t bother me, because I could care less about how much I paid, so long as he would take me to my hotel. I was ready to burst into Bangkok in search of a beautiful Thai futa.

I felt free in Bangkok as if the whole world was mine, and with a pocket full of cash I could experience things that would cost an arm and a leg back home. I tried all of the street food, and was impressed with how cheap it all was. My hotel was so cheap that I could live in it every day for a month and still spend less than my one bedroom back home. If it wasn’t for the fact that I couldn’t get a job out here, I would leave my terrible life behind and enjoy Bangkok to the fullest every day. I wanted to find my beautiful, Thai futa, but I knew that I needed to rest from such a long flight. It was a hard thing to do, but I needed to be in the best state of mind to enjoy my first experience.

Once I had a full stomach, I went back into my hotel room and enjoyed the air conditioning. I pulled out my laptop, and began prowling the local dating sites hoping to connect with a beautiful lady. Many women were available on the site, and I began to grow hard as I sat alone in my hotel room, wondering about their futa cocks, and if they had any desire to use them on me. I craved it, I needed it, and most of all, I had been willing to fly around the world just to get it. This was my shot to experience the thing that kept me up at night when I was alone, and horny. Everything was going to work out for me for once in my life, and I was reassured by the pleasant replies I got from the women on the dating site.

One woman stuck out in particular. Her name was Fawn, and she was five foot seven, and it looked like she had an hourglass figure. She was located in the same area of Bangkok as me, and I asked her if she wanted to meet tomorrow. Her English was passable, and it encouraged me, and put me at ease knowing that we could communicate with one another.

“I can meet tomorrow.” She messaged me.

“OK. Good. You meet me outside this restaurant.” I attached a link to a popular restaurant I saw outside of my hotel.

After everything was set up for us to meet the next day, I laid down on the bed and thought to myself about the situation. For eight long months, I had been planning and saving for this trip, and reality was just setting in. I laughed to myself as I thought about the stories that I had read on the internet about guys taking home women only to discover they had a futa-cock. They were angry, and they felt as if they had been fooled. Not me. I would only feel betrayed if I took a beautiful woman home, pulled down her pants, and was confronted with a gaping hole instead of a beautiful, throbbing futa-cock. Oh, how I was different from most men!

My mind drifted back towards Fawn. She was a beautiful woman, and I couldn’t wait to see how she was in bed. She seemed to check all of the boxes, but there was still the doubt that she had possibly had her beautiful gift removed. Wanting to ensure I was meeting with the type of woman I wanted, I broke down and decided to message her again. This time I pressed a bit harder, and asked her for a photo. It was a risk, I know, but I was craving the site of a beautiful tanned futa-cock, and it didn’t seem like sleep was going to be an option if I was deprived of what I felt was a right to see it.

“You send photo of your …” I sent to her hoping that she would understand what it was I was looking for.

I didn’t want to outright ask to see her futa-cock, because if she didn’t have one I did not want to offend her. If she ended up not having one, I could make an excuse to not see her, so that neither of us would waste time or energy, and she would only feel let down as opposed to disrespected. Well, that was my train of thought at the time anyways.

My eyes lit up when I saw the photo she sent to me. She had one, and it was standing tall, and it looked primed for me. I was impressed with her size, and I was surprised when she sent an additional message with the photo.

“You send to me now.” She texted.

I could tell that I was already falling for Fawn. Typically, I would never entertain the idea of sending a woman a picture of my dick, but I found myself getting aroused at the sight of her beautiful cock. I had to send it to her, and I wanted to see what she thought of me.

I snapped the picture of my hard cock, and sent it to her right away. I began pumping myself, and I knew that I was ready to come, but I held it back. I wanted to see what her response would be before I blew my load.

“You small dick.” She replied.

I felt ashamed that she would say such a truthful thing to me, but it did not make me want her any less. I knew that it was in their culture to be blunt about certain things, and I also knew that the language barrier made it so that her communication was limited. Her subtle jab at me sent my cock into a frenzy, I was craving further humiliation from Fawn, but I would have to wait for tomorrow for there to be a chance. I blew my load on the floor of the hotel room, and my breathing was hard and fast.

My body was shaking from the orgasm as it was the first time I had touched myself in a month. I had made a pact to avoid masturbation so that I was ready for this trip, but I had broken that promise in a way, but not fully. I was in Bangkok, so having an orgasm was not entirely dishonest with myself, and I figured that it would help me last longer in the event that I actually did get to hook up with her the next day. Sometimes you have to pump out those easy nuts so that the real ones are longer, and more pleasurable.

“I must fuck you. You small for me.” She sent as I laid on the bed with small amounts of energy left.

“OK.” I replied to her with a smile.

Something about the language made this easier for me to do. I didn’t have to rely on indirectly dropping hints to get what I wanted with Fawn. It all came out naturally, and I was falling for her fast. She was already hinting at the idea of fucking me, and the conversation of who fucked who seemed to have already happened. It was a dream, and I felt the need to take a shower to see if it was real or not.

I turned the water on, and it was ice cold. Counting to three, I stepped into the cold stream of powerful water and I quickly realized that it was all reality. Nothing about what had just happened was fake. I was in Bangkok, I already scheduled a date with a beautiful woman, and I was going to get what I wanted. The only thing separating me from her was a few hours of sleep, and I got myself ready to lay in bed. At least my brain would stop worrying about time once it managed to drift into a deep slumber.


A dream come true


Iwoke up in the morning with an erection, and I was humping the bed. It took me a long time to realize that I was doing it, and when I did I knew that I had to stop myself. I wanted to save this next orgasm for the lovely Fawn. After all, I hadn’t come all this way just to stay in my hotel room alone and masturbate at the thought of these beautiful women. I had already done that once, and I wasn’t going to allow it to happen again!

After I checked what time it was I realized that I had slept for far too long. There wasn’t any time left for me to do anything, and I was thankful that I had at least showered the night before, because I was already going to be a minute or two late. The restaurant wasn’t very far, so I headed there right away, and hoped that Fawn was waiting for me outside like she said she was going to.

The second I arrived at the restaurant I was confronted by a beautiful, Thai woman asking me if I was the man she was looking for.

“You is John?” She asked with a big smile.

She was an impressive woman, with big full lips, tanned skin, and large breasts. If it wasn’t for me being afraid of scaring her off, I would have dropped to my knees and worshiped her in the street. She deserved anything she wanted from me purely due to her beauty alone.

“Fawn?” I asked, “is that you?”

“Yes is me.” She smiled and pulled me in for a hug, “nice to meet you!”

“Same.” I said remembering to keep my English as simple as possible to avoid problems, “we eat now.” I said as I opened the door to the restaurant and let her go inside first.

I watched her bubble butt wobble as she walked in front of me. The local people were staring at me, but not in a bad way, they had huge smiles on their faces. They knew exactly what I was into, but they could care less. They were just happy to see me in their country spending money, and helping the local economy in the process.

I let her order all of the food, because I couldn’t read the menu and I also had little idea of what was actually good. She was excited to have a green light to order any and everything that she wanted, and it wasn’t a problem to me. In my own country, I would be worried that the bill would end up in the hundreds of dollars, but here I could spend thirty dollars and be considered a big spender. It was nice to feel like a rockstar with bottomless cash, and I knew that that would only help ensure me a wonderful night with this beauty queen.

Talking to one another was a bit of a challenge after we got the initial questions out of the way. It didn’t deter either of us from continuing, because there was an obvious level of mutual attraction between the two of us. I loved seeing her smile as she offered me different foods to try. It was an experience that I had never had with a woman before coming to Bangkok, and best of all I knew what I was getting. I had already seen the goods.

“You take me hotel now?” She asked whenever I paid the waitress the amount on the bill.

“OK.” I said, “Do I tip?”

“Up to you you.” She said.

I heard about this saying, “up to you” that gets thrown around Thailand frequently. Not wanting to look like a cheap ass, I threw a couple of hundred baht to the waitress. She was very pleased as I likely gave her an entire day's salary, and all that she had to do was her job. It felt good to feel this way, and I noticed that Fawn was very impressed with me.

“You have good heart.” She said to me, “we go room now.”

With a smile on my face, I opened the restaurant door and watched my lady enter the hot, humid streets of Bangkok. She turned left, towards my hotel, and I caught up with her and we walked to the hotel hand in hand. The woman at the front desk was friendly and she bowed to us as she asked Fawn for her identification card. It was a process that they had to protect us travelers in the event that we met up with a bad actor. I didn’t think that I had to worry about Fawn in that way, but it was nice to know that there was at least a level of security even if it was only in a superficial capacity.

Fawn took charge the moment I locked the hotel door. She put her hands into my waistband and pulled me towards the bed, and shoved me onto it. With her bottom lip between her teeth, she looked at me with sexy eyes as she shifted her weight back and forth to each foot. Elegantly, she slipped out of her clothes while I was in a trance, drooling, as her movements brought life to my cock again.

“You get naked please.” She smiled at me beautifully, and my eyes had trouble looking away from her futa-cock, “you like?” She asked when she noticed that I was fixated on her cock.

“I like.” I answered as I began to undress, “I like a lot.” I said when I managed to get entirely naked.

“You suck my dick?” She asked pointing at her soft cock.

I lunged to the floor and got on my knees. Months of planning for this very moment were about to be rewarded by the futa-cock before me to worship. Every kiss was my way of showing her how beautiful, and amazing I thought she was. I had no idea how she viewed me, other than her comment about my small size, but I wanted her to know that I viewed her as a deity of the highest magnitude, and the worship of her cock was among my top priorities.

Fawn giggled as I kissed her cock like my life depended on it, and she ran her fingers through my hair.

“Suck please.” She said as she pulled my head towards the tip of her hardening cock.

“Yes ma’am!” I said enthusiastically before I parted my lips to let the crown of her glorious cock penetrate my mouth.

“Oh, crazy man!” She said in response to my intense sucking and licking, “you love lady cock so much!”

Hearing her say these words made my cock grow even harder, and it pulsed with lust for her. I knew that I would not likely be mounting her tonight, but I would release my load once she decided that she was ready to take me from behind. I had shaved my ass in preparation for this trip as I expected to be fucked. It would be my first time, and I considered myself lucky to have Fawn be the one to give me that great pleasure that I had longed for.

We were making solid eye contact as she fucked my mouth. She smiled at me, and I knew that she loved seeing me on her knees, and she enjoyed the way it felt to fuck such a pathetic foreign man. Fawn pushed her cock all of the way into my mouth, causing me to gag, and spit to come spilling from my mouth. She merely laughed at the visual, and then she said something that made me want to come instantly.

“You lick butt right?” She asked as she pulled her cock from my mouth and turned to the side to show her bubble butt.

“I lick butt.” I said planting a kiss on her ass cheek.

“Good for me!” She was excited and she turned around.

I was presented with a wonderful opportunity to worship this woman’s ass. I spread her cheeks apart and stuffed my nose against her asshole and I sniffed loudly. I had always dreamed of sniffing a futa’s ass, and I couldn’t help but sniff until she eventually had to say something.

“You like smell my butt?” She asked.

“I love your butt smell. Smell so good.” I sniffed again to prove to her my commitment for humiliation with her as the one in charge.

“So good man. You lick butt now please.” She ordered while laughing at my desire to continue to smell her asshole.

I stuck my tongue out flat, and began to lick her ass with long, slow strokes. It tasted better than any of the wonderful Thai foods I had sampled so far on my trip.

“So yummy Thai food.” I said figuring that I would get a laugh, and I was right.

She held my face deep between her tanned butt cheeks, and shook her ass as if she was dancing at a club. It felt good to be on my knees and humiliated by this foreign goddess. I could tell that she was stroking her cock as I licked her hole, and she moaned when I poked my tongue inside. I loved tasting her, and feeling my tongue grind against the ridges of her clean ass. It was almost too clean for me to be honest.

“I fuck you now.” She said plainly. “I want come in your butt.”

Surprisingly, I hesitated. I only hesitated because I was enjoying the act of worshiping her beautiful ass.


I knew that I would love it!


Ihad never been this horny in my life. Having just sucked a futa-cock and licked ass I realized that I was creating new first experiences for myself by the second. Having my ass penetrated by her stiff futa-cock would be another first, and I wanted her to punish me with all of her might. I imagined what it would feel like to have her hot come inside of my ass, and then I realized that there was no use thinking about it, and that I should bend over and let her fuck me as she commanded.

“Small butt too.” Fawn said as she ran her fingers over my ass, “I not hurt you too much.”

Looking over my shoulder, I could see Fawn licking her finger. My heart began to beat fast as I knew that she was going to stick it inside of me, and when she did I moaned while looking her in the eyes. She had the cutest smile on her face as she gently fucked my ass with her finger. It was just a small sample for what was to come, but my cock clearly reacted to it positively.

“Taste.” She said as she pulled her finger from my ass and thrust it in my face. I opened my mouth and she shoved her finger into my mouth and I closed my lips around it and sucked. “Taste good?”

“Yes,” I said even though I didn’t really care for it too much, “yummy.”

I was amazed that somebody who didn’t have a strong command of the English language was able to dominate me and humiliate me so easily. I began to suspect that she had spent her entire adult life making men like me look weak and pathetic. I didn’t care how many men were before me, because I had Fawn right now and they had already experienced her in the past.

After she pulled her hand away from me, she slapped my ass hard and then spread my cheeks apart. I could feel her spit splashing between my crack, and then she rubbed it around with her stiff futa-cock. My ass began to contract as it anticipated it, and then I moaned loudly when she thrust her cock deep inside of my hole. It was a revolution for me sexually as she began to pummel her hard cock in and out of my ass. I was a natural at taking her hard dick, and I closed my eyes as she pumped into me.

My cock was throbbing, and bouncing around as she smashed into me. It brushed against the bed and it jerked from the slightest touch. I knew that this orgasm would be the best of my life, but I did my best to place my knees closer together so that my cock had less of a chance of touching the bed. I didn’t want to come too soon, and ideally I would come close to around the same time as Fawn.

“So tight butt.” She said as she increased the speed of her thrusts, “you so sexy man!”

“I love it!” I admitted, “I love your cock!” Every time I told her how much I loved it I felt like I was becoming the man that I was destined to become, “I want you come inside of me Fawn!”

“You want?” She said with a chuckle, “OK.”

The room was silent other than the sound of her hips thrashing against my ass. My mind was almost in a meditative state as I was able to focus purely on the pleasure that this beautiful futa was giving me with her magical cock. It was a surreal moment, and one that would last me until the end of days.

“I come now.” She warned me as her breathing picked up, “You come now!” Her voice sounding more aggressive and almost masculine.

I supported my weight with my left arm, and reached my right hand towards my cock. It jumped when I touched it, and I began to jerk myself off as her cock began to press strongly into the inside of my ass. I teased myself knowing that I wanted to come at the same time that I felt her hot come inside of my ass, and then I felt her come spray into me like a powerful waterfall.

“Oh my god!” I yelled as I began to pump my cock like a crazed sex fiend, “oh my god!”

“I am your god?” She asked seriously as she fucked my ass until she was empty.

“Yes.” I said knowing that there was a misunderstanding, but in the moment she was like a god to me. I didn’t feel like explaining the difference between god and goddess, and left it at that as my own cock sprayed hot semen all over my sheets.

I collapsed onto the bed, and I didn’t care that my body was soaking up my own come. I laid peacefully as her come was pooling inside of my ass.

“I take shower now. You come when ready because you dirty man.” She slapped my ass playfully.

“Yes my god.” I said with a smile as I laid on the bed trying to catch my breath.

It was only my first day in Bangkok, and I already had the perfect woman. There would be no need for me to toss her aside, unless she chose to leave me, and I decided to stay with Fawn for the rest of my trip. Having already been humiliated by her, and calling her my god, I knew that I could open up to her about my other fantasies. I wanted to try anything and everything with her, and I had a sneaking suspicion that she had ideas of things to do that I never even thought of. She was truly a wonderful woman, and as I laid there, I could hear her turn on the shower.

Like a fool, I was choosing to lay in my own come and be alone with my own thoughts as opposed to jumping into the shower with a beautiful woman. I jumped up, and ran into the shower so that I could clean her, and be cleaned by her. We could bond, and hopefully things would be able to progress from there as we continued to get to know one another better.

Fawn smacked my ass playfully when I got into the shower, and she pointed at the come that was dripping from my ass.

“That is me.” She said with her hands covering her mouth; she had the sweetest laugh.

“Yes you fuck me so good Fawn.” I said as I spread my cheeks and turned around so that the water could splash on my ass.

She grabbed washcloth and put a ton of soap on it. She smiled at me as she started to apply soap to my entire body.

It was an amazing experience. To be dominated mercilessly by a Thai futa one minute, and then pampered and carefully cleaned by her the next. It was confirmation that she respected me, and enjoyed spending time with me as she didn’t continue to try to exert her dominance outside of the bedroom. She was just a logical woman. She knew that my cock was not large enough to make her feel anything inside that sweet ass of hers, and I almost didn’t want to fuck her. I would rather penetrate her ass with my tongue.

After I rinsed myself off, I turned her around and dropped to my knees. I spread her ass apart and stuffed my face between her tanned butt. I planted kisses all over her beautiful brown buttocks. She smelled of soap, but I could still pick up notes of sweat from the energy she expended when she fucked me.

“I clean you now Fawn.” I said as I began to lick the center of her ass. “So good butt.” I said hoping to increase her confidence.

“So good boyfriend.” She said as I continued to lick her ass.

I decided not to ask for clarification about her comment about me being boyfriend. I was going to hope that she honestly meant that, and I would bring it up later after I got her loosened up with a couple of drinks. The idea of being in a relationship with her actually tricked my mind into making her ass taste even better than it had before.


Part IX


The FUTA’s Sissy: Futa on Male



Pink or red?


Going to the mall with Samantha was always a treat for me. It was one of the few places where we indulged ourselves in some public humiliation play. It was here at this mall, a few towns over from where we lived, that people were aware of my status as Samantha’s sissy. I was dressed in casual female clothes, sporting skinny jeans, women’s tennis shoes, and a woman’s hoodie. Samantha had done my make up, and I was also wearing a blonde wig. Men were repulsed by me, and would run to the other side of the mall for fear of their friends seeing them even interacting with me on the most basic level, and women would laugh and point behind our backs as they filled their bags with consumer products.

Today we were shopping for thongs. Samantha did not believe in getting anything that was custom made for a man, and told me that I could just wear a larger size. The chastity cage that I wore made my bulge stick out, but it did manage to keep all of my bits together in one place.

“Pink, or red?” She asked holding up two pairs of lacy thongs.

“What do you think goddess?” I asked knowing that it really wasn’t going to be up to me and if I committed to a color that she was opposed to I would just end up being punished.

“I think pink is better for my little sissy slut,” she tossed the red thong back on the pile of underwear, “let’s check out!”

Having to pay for a pink thong that clearly was too large for my beautiful woman while dressed like a sissy was always a humiliating task for me. The women that worked at the lingerie shop were well dressed, pretty women that did their best not to judge us, but one would be foolish to think that they were not talking about you the second they realized you were out of ear shot. The irony of the situation was that Samantha was seen and treated as if she was a regular woman, but they had no idea that she was actually a futa. Had they known, I’m sure they would have had a field day with what they could come up with as far as insults and gossip go.

I paid for the thong and we left the store. The sounds of whispers and held back laughter were obvious to me, but I took no offense. That was our goal. We did things like this so that Samantha could feel power and dominance towards me. Knowing that I was made a fool caused my manhood to press against the barrier that contained it, and it caused a slight pain that could not be stopped until I managed to get my feelings under control. Samantha was the only one with the key to the lock that kept me in chastity, and that key was around her neck on a gold chain that I had gifted to her a long time ago. She wore that key around her neck proudly, and she loved to tell anyone who asked what they key was for. Sometimes I would be standing next to her as she announced the power that she had over me, and I could see the grins and the respect that that person had for me dwindle in real time. This was how I lived my life, and I wouldn’t have it any other way.

We had parked on the opposite side of the mall from where we were shopping. Samantha had done this on purpose, so that there would be a greater chance that people would see us, and possibly interact with us. She always walked a half-step ahead of me, so that it was obvious that we were together, but it was even more obvious that I was her submissive. My chastity cage was pressing against the outside of my pants, and I could see people looking at it as they tried to figure out what was going on down there. The one savings grace that I had was that most people were unfamiliar with the cages, and so they likely assumed that I was well-endowed. Any boost of confidence that gave me was immaterial because I knew in my heart that I was only average sized, and also I was dressed like a sissy. Nobody has respect for a sissy.

I couldn’t wait to get back to our home where Samantha would be able to let our the lust that had accumulated during our day out. She was always extra mean and hard after a trip to the mall, and I always assumed it was because of the shame that she could sense that I had. I had a love hate relationship with the trips to mall. Loving the idea of humiliation and actually being publicly shamed are different things, though I submitted to them, and managed to get through each adventure without any major problems. My biggest fear was that somebody I knew would be in the mall at the same time and be able to expose me for being a pathetic little bitch, but so far that had never happened. It was still something that was always on my mind, and I was prepared to deal with it if it were to happen.

“I don’t why Brandy,” My name was Brad but she always called me Brandy, “but I really want see you beg tonight.”

“B-beg.” I said, “beg for w-what?” I asked.

“I’m not sure.” She said, “Forgiveness comes to mind.”

I had no idea what I had done to make her feel as though I need to beg for forgiveness, but I knew that asking her would only lead to more problems. With Samantha, nearly anything I do or do not do could be seen as a slight against her power, and I had to tread carefully even though I often enjoyed the punishments. It’s just that with the punishments came a prolonged period of chastity, and that was the ultimate commodity in our relationship. Her having control over when, and how many times I was able to orgasm made it the perfect check to ensure good behavior from me.

At one point in our relationship, she discovered that I was purposely being bad because I was getting off on her cruel punishments. She wanted to continue punishing me, but she acknowledged that our system was giving me an incentive to be a bad sissy, and that was when she decided to introduce chastity into the equation of our love. When she brought it up it came as a huge surprise. I didn’t have a single counter argument for it, and so I agreed to let her become the woman that held the key to my cock cage. That changed my attitude quickly, and it helped me become a better lover and to show the proper amount of respect a futa goddess like her deserved.

As she drove us back to our home I was thinking very hard about what I might of done to need to beg for her forgiveness. I had done everything perfectly, but there was one questionable thing that I had done. I chose not to give her an answer about the color of the thong, and though it had proved to be an effective strategy in the past, I wondered if she had grown wise to what I had been doing. It was possible that she wanted me to tell the truth, and accept the punishment of being wrong if I happened to chose the wrong option. I had essentially opted out of her game, because I was risk averse, even though I would often be rewarded for choosing the right option in those scenarios. It was the only thing that I could think of, and I wasn’t sure how to go about fixing it. If I apologized for that, and it turns out that I was wrong, and she was upset about something else all I would be doing would be giving her another reason to prolong my chastity. It felt like a losing situation, so I waited to see if she would drop any hints about it, and then I would try to get in front of the issue and go from there.

She pulled into the garage so that nobody in our neighborhood could see me dressed as a sissy, so I knew that my offense was not too bad. She had never done it, but I knew that she always could expose me as a punishment, but I had a feeling that Samantha was never going to do that to me. It was a level of trust between a submissive and his dom, however, she also knew that I could tell everyone that she actually had a futa-cock and that would ensure mutual assured destruction if either of us overstepped our bounds. It was something that was never talked about, but somehow we both knew this fact, and we also knew the other person knew as well.


Wearing my pink thong for Samantha


“Okay, we’re finally home Brandy!” Samantha said as we walked upstairs from the garage into the living room, “let’s see how your new thong looks!”

“Yes goddess,” I said as I tried to look for any type of sign on her face for what it is I could have done.

I opened up the shopping bag and laid the pink thong on the arm of the couch. Carefully, as to not make the button break, I took my skinny jeans off and then pulled off the green panties that I had on underneath. I put them aside, and reached for the thong to put it on.

“Hold on!” Samantha said, “let me see how the little guy is holding up.” She came over and grabbed my caged cock to examine it. “He looks to be doing fine!” She said noting that there was no hint of discoloration and I assured her that it felt fine. I had grown used to being in chastity by this point.

I had worn thongs before, and when my cock was not caged, I always loved the tight feel and the type of fabric that they used. I could never understand why I got aroused wearing women’s clothing, but it was just the way I was, and once I accepted that reality the reasoning behind it didn’t matter as much to me. I did, however, wonder why men’s underwear was made of such boring materials, whereas the women’s fabric seemed to have a different feel. I could never figure that one out.

The thong fit nicely, and the string went between my ass and covered me sufficiently. The front part barely was able to contain the huge lump that was created by the chastity cage, but it managed to just fine. My cock made an attempt at getting hard, but the poor guy seemed to give up whenever it realized that it was in bondage.

“Turn around!” Samantha was standing near me, “let’s see that ass!”

I turned around, only to hear her laughter as she repeatedly spanked my ass in a playful manner. I wished that I was out of chastity because being spanked by her was among my favorite activities.

“How does it look?” I asked.

“Looks okay,” she said as if she was now uninterested in me, “but now that we got you in your new thong. It’s time for you to beg for forgiveness.”

She started to remove her clothes, and I knew enough about her to know that I was going to be on my knees doing something. What she wanted was unknown, but I got on my knees as that was a guaranteed requirement.

“You are so smart Brandy!” She said in a condescending way, “you always know when to get down for your goddess.”

“Thank you goddess,” I said, “would you like me to help you with your socks?” I asked when I noticed that her socks were the only clothes left on her body.

“That sounds wonderful!” She held out one of her feet for me to take off her sock. “And this one too.” She held out the other foot, and before me stood a beautiful, naked woman with a flaccid futa-cock that was larger than mine on a good day when hard.

Her toes were painted a dark red, and they smelled slightly from the day spent walking around the mall. She must have noticed my desire to worship them, because she gave me an order to clean her feet.

“Thank you goddess,” I said as I lowered my lips to the tops of her toes and began kissing.

She took a seat on the couch so that she could relax, and I lifted one leg and rested it on my shoulder, and then grabbed her other foot and began kissing all over. Once I kissed it to the point that I knew she would feel the level of respect she required, I began to suck on her toes and lick the bottom of her feet. She moaned once I brought my tongue into the mix, and it gave me the motivation to try harder as her moaning was seen as a reward to me. I repeated this process with the other foot and when I was finished, I gently set her feet on the ground and bowed, keeping my forehead to the ground until I was given permission to sit back up.

“Thank you Brandy,” she said, “you may get up now.”

I lifted my head and kept my eyes on the floor as I waited for her next command. Licking her feet clean was not my way of begging for forgiveness, it was an extra service that I had asked her she would like. I still wasn’t off the hook yet!

Samantha reached over and grabbed me from behind the neck and started to pull me closer to her futa-cock that had grown in size from me worshiping her pretty feet. She did not have to say anything for me to know that I was required to pleasure her futa-cock with my sissy mouth. I planted kissed on her cock, and sniffed her crotch and showed my love for her scent. She smiled down at me with a powerful gaze and stuck her tongue out to signal to me that she was ready for an increased level of stimulation.

I kept my hands behind my back to show her my will to submit to her, and I used my tongue and bottom lip to scoop the crown of her futa-cock inside of my mouth. Once I had a hold of it with my mouth, I began to suck gently while flicking my tongue. I looked at her face for encouragement and to see if I was effective, and it became obvious that she wanted me to take more of her inside of my mouth. I lowered my head half-way down her massive cock, and she put her hand gently on the top of my head. I could feel her grab a chunk of my hair so that she would have control over my head, and she started to press me further down her cock. I knew from experience that I could only take three quarters of her cock, and she seemed to know and respect that limit as well, because that was where she stopped applying pressure to the back of my head.

“You’re such a good dick sucker Brandy,” She said praising me which gave me the courage to try and get more of her in my mouth. “Oh my god! Be careful!”

`I pushed through the initial stage and I was successful in defeating my gag reflex. I was never going to be able to get my lips down to the base of her cock, but I did manage to set a new record. I felt that it was the least I could do for such a beautiful futa queen, and I always loved to impress her, even if it meant setting a new bar that she would expect me to be able to meet the next time I went down her beautiful cock.

I could feel her cock starting to pulse inside of my mouth, and her moans were filling the room. The sounds of me slobbering all over her cock were drowned out by her pleasure. She pulled my hair so that I would not have to have that much of her inside of my mouth. I was much better at servicing the tip of her cock, so I started to swirl my tongue around the crown as I looked her in the eyes. She looked at me as if I was a joke, and I could not fault her for that. I was wearing a wig and she was calling me Brandy, and I was on my knees sucking her cock. If the outside world knew what happened in our home they would be shocked, and I’m sure there would be a segment of the population that would call for us to be sent away to a faraway island where they would never have to see us again. We were deviant, but we loved it!


Owned by the futa


“Get up bitch!” Samantha said as she pulled me away from sucking her wonderful futa-cock. “I’m going to own that little ass of yours!” She stood up and I could feel her lusting rage as she released her grip on my wig so that it would stay on. “Let’s go!”

Saying nothing, I stood up and let her lead me into the bedroom where I knew I was going to feel her deep inside of me. I craved her cock inside of my ass, and wondered how hard she was going to fuck me. My cock was throbbing inside of its cage, and I wanted more than anything in the world for her to set me free, but I knew that asking would achieve nothing but a longer sentence. I kept my mouth shut, and prepared to open my ass for my futa goddess, and pray that she would compassion at some point in the future and let me out to masturbate at her feet.

At all times, we had a bondage set connected to our bed. It ran underneath the mattress and arm and leg restraints could be pulled up from the side of the bed at any time. Because it was connected to the bed, I was effectively stuck on the bed and I loved the feeling of vulnerability that the restraints gave me. She pushed me onto the bed, and I landed on my stomach. She came around the side of the bed, and connect the wrist restraints to my right hand to immobilize my strong hand early. She repeated the same for my left, and then she stuffed a pillow underneath my chest. Sometimes she would restrain my legs as well, but she chose not to as her plan was to have me support myself with my knees so that she could mount me with little effort, but I waited for her to pull down my pink thong before I used my knees to present her with my ass.

“Next time,” she said as she pulled off my thong aggressively, “I ask which color you prefer, you give me a fucking answer!” She smacked my ass hard, and waited for me to begin to speak before she smacked me again even harder.

“I-I’m sorry goddess,” I said as I felt the wrath of her strong hand, “I’m so sorry goddess!”

“Just for that,” she spanked me again, “your not going to be let out of chastity tonight!” She gently rubbed my ass which was more scary than her spanking because I was not sure if she was going to hit my ass again. “Ass up now.” She ordered as she laughed at me. “You’re a fucking joke!”

I did not reply to anything that she said. It was very clear where I stood. I presented her my ass, and waited to feel her inside of me, but I was instead met with more humiliating spanks. My poor cock was throbbing, and I loved the feeling of being spanked by her, but I longed for my cock to be hard and to come. She spit in the center of my ass and spread it around with her futa-cock, and slowly, she put the crown of her cock inside of my ass. I did my best to not make a sound, and I focused on letting out the feelings through quick, shallow breaths.

“Nice and tight!” She said as she stuck it in a little deeper, “just the way I like my bitch!” She smacked me one more time on the ass to cover her pushing even deeper inside.

I could not contain my ability to remain silent anymore. I let out a moan that made her laugh, because she loved the power of being able to humiliate me, while making me lust for her even harder. It was a strange dynamic to normal people to understand. She reached both of her hands around my thighs and pulled me into her cock. I could not move if I wanted to, and all I was good for was being a hole to cause friction on her cock. She was using me as a toy, and I loved it.

“Tell me Brandy,” she said as she started to find her rhythm, “why have you not apologized to me for trying to find a loophole in our little game?”

“Oh my god,” I said in response to her cock but also in an effort to change the subject.

“No, no, no, no, no,” She was not having it, and could clearly see through my attempt to avoid her question. She spanked my ass even harder than she normally did, “I. Asked. You. A. Fucking. Question!” She spanked me again, and again, and again.

“I-I’m sorry goddess,” I yelled out as she spanked my poor butt, “I’m sorry for trying to cheat our little game!”

“So you admit it!” She had gotten her confession and it only made things worse from her point of view, “how dare you! What gives you the right to try and subvert my rule?”

“I’m sorry!” I said, “I’m so sorry!” It was challenging to have a conversation with such a large cock rushing in and out of my ass at ever increasing speeds.

“I asked you a question!” She spanked me again, “What gives you the right?”

“I don’t know goddess,” I said realizing that she was now just trying to stack as many crimes on top of one another as she possibly could. I was playing a losing game no matter what I did, and being silent would not help me in any way. “It was wrong of me to do. I accept the punishment. Thank you for being who you are!” She was fucking me hard enough, and deep enough to make me moan like the little bitch that I am.

“I was going to let you out of chastity today,” she had slowed down her fucking, but was still pumping at a decent rate, “now I don’t know how long to keep you in there. What do you think is a fair amount of time?’

She was relentless in her dominant ways. The first thought was to give her a figure such as the following day or somewhere around there, but by giving her such a short time she could easily see that as me trying to get off easy. If I overshot and told her a long time line, I could end up being locked up longer than she was originally planning. It was a very hard decision to make, and it reminded me of those moments in life where I was asked to grade my own work.

“One month,” I answered feeling as if it was a long enough time frame, but not a time period in which I would have huge difficulty enduring. “One month goddess.”

She laughed, and right away I realized that I had made a huge mistake. From the tone of her laughter I realized I could have gotten away with something like two or three days.

“As you wish my little sissy bitch!” She continued to laugh, “I’m glad I asked you. I had a way different number in my mind.”

Her futa-cock was picking up steam, and the walls of my ass could feel it throbbing rapidly. I could tell that she was setting herself up to come soon, and my cock instinctively made another attempt at getting hard, but it failed as the chastity proved to be too effective. I was feeling great pleasure in my ass, yet it was ruined from the fact that my cock was locked up. It was the ultimate tease, and a punishment that I would not wish on anyone. I much preferred to be spanked than to be teased and denied.

“One month it is!” She continued to rub my mistake into my face. “This is why your opinion matters so much Brandy. Without you, I might find myself being too nice and generous, but you’re always there to set me straight!”

I moaned when I felt her first burst of hot semen shoot inside of my ass. It clung to my walls, and she spanked me for no reason at all, but to further humiliate me. She knew that I was desperate to be set free, yet she could hide behind the fact that I had suggested to her that I remain in chastity for one month. She knew what she was doing; she was almost too good at being a dominant woman, and I feared for any man that may come after me if she ever decided to leave me. I felt that I was the only person on the planet that could endure such shameful humiliation, but then again, there were likely one hundred men that would line up in the hopes of being treated in this way, if not more.

“Did you come?” She asked as her cock was beginning to empty completely, “hmm, did you Brandy?”

“No goddess,” I answered as she removed her cock from my ass. “Thank you goddess.”

“That is too bad.” She said as she stuffed a tissue to my ass to prevent her come from dripping all over the place, “I’ll tell you what.” She paused knowing that I would grow excited from a sentence starting out like that, “in one months time, I’ll let you come two times in one day. You see, I am such a good woman.”

“Yes goddess,” the disappointment was soul crushing, “thank you goddess.”

Samantha let each of my arms go, and I grabbed the tissue and held it so that the come would not drip everywhere. I stood up, slowly, and walked towards the bathroom so that I could shower. I shut the door behind me, and I could hear her laughing. I looked at myself in the mirror, and I felt a level of shame that was greater than the feeling I got from being seen as a sissy in the mall.


Part X


The FUTA Wife: Femdom Chastity



You must obey me


My husband, Jason, has been a submissive since the beginning of our relationship years ago. He had no idea that he was, but I could see it from the very start of it all. His mannerisms, his speech, the way he looked at me were all signs that he was the type of man that wanted to be on his knees before me and bowing down in an act of worship while calling me his goddess. Luckily, he was the perfect man for me because I had always wanted a man to treat me in this way. There was, however, one issue that I was worried about.

Being a futa, I have all sorts of challenges, and he had no idea about it. If I was honest the first second he spoke to me, he might not have given me a chance, so I waited for our first date after we had already established a small connection. It was fair, in my opinion, to not tell him for a short time so that he could at least give me a chance, but I didn’t wait until we were in the bedroom to surprise him. That would be unethical.

“Jason,” I said during our first date over dinner, “I have a confession to make, and it might make you want to get up and leave.”

“W-what is it Dana?” He asked looking as if he was willing to accept anything that came out of my mouth, “go on. Tell me please.”

When the wait staff was not around, I told him the truth about me being a futa. I had to explain it to him several times, because he didn’t believe me at all.

“No way, you’re a woman!” He said thinking that I was joking.

“I am a woman!” I countered feeling a tad offended that he would imply I was not if I was telling the truth, “I just have a, you know?”

“Are you joking?” He was not impressed, “If you don’t like me you can just tell me, and I’ll drive you home. No hard feelings.”

That was one of the things that he said that lead me to believe he was submissive in nature. He was so used to women rejecting him that he thought my honesty was a clever way to ditch him, and I noted that and it put a few points in his favor. I reached under the table and grabbed his hand, his face turned bright red, and I slipped it under my dress. I put his hand on it, and I watched as he tried to process all of the information he was getting from his sense of touch. I could understand how it was all confusing for him, and then I pushed his hand away and looked at him very closely to see his body language. He, surprisingly, was not disgusted or ready to end the date.

“What do you think?” I asked him.

“Wow, umm,” he didn’t know what to say to me, “I guess it doesn’t matter that much.”

We discussed it for a while, and it was the first time that I was on a first date and we talked about sex so plainly. It turned out that he was into femdom, and part of his fantasy involved being pegged by a woman with a strap-on. It was clear evidence that he was the submissive man I thought he was, and we joked about saving money on sex toys since I already came equipped with what he craved. It made me feel good to not be chased off and yelled at like I had experienced in the past, and the fact that he was accepting of who I was made me feel good about our potential relationship.

After that date everything seemed to work out for the two of us. We connected on an emotional and physical level, and it was unlike anything I had ever experienced with a man. Having him bow to me, and treat me as if I was his literal goddess made me want to spend the rest of my life with him. How could a woman like me not want a man like him?

“I want to worship you,” he told me when we were intimate, “like literally worship you. I want to put you on a pedestal and bow down to you every morning, and submit my life to you and make it my goal to ensure that you are happy.” Jason dropped to his knees and put his hands together as if he was praying before bowing down and touch the ground in front of me. He kissed the tops of each of my feet, “I will do anything that you request goddess.”

That moment was one of the greatest moments of my life. I knew that I had him right where I wanted him, and I told him about my plans of placing his cock in chastity, so that I could hold the key and control his lustful urges. He was looking at me as if I was giving him everything in the world. For some men, being placed in chastity is a way to bond with their partner, and I truly believe that. It keeps them in line, and ensures that their actions are thought about before doing. It gives them an incentive to want to please you as a woman, or in this case, a goddess.

“I can’t believe you want me to do this,” he said, “I’ve always wanted it, but I never had the balls to ask. Is there anything else you want from me?” His eyes were full of adoration towards me and I loved it.

“Not really,” I said, “you just need to remember one thing.”

“What is it?” He was desperate to know what was going on in my mind.

“You must always obey me.” I said sternly with a sexy smile across my face.

“Yes goddess,” He bowed again and kissed the tops of my feet again. It was the sweetest gesture, “I can’t wait to have my cock locked in a cage.”

“Really?” I found his desire to get into chastity interesting, “well if that’s the case, let’s go shopping for a cage!”

His eyes lit up, and he stood up and found his car keys. Jason was not playing any games about having his cock stuffed inside of a metal cage and handing me the key. I stood up, feeling confident and strong, and went with him to his car. I was impressed that he was so eager, and that he seemed to not care if anybody saw what he was purchasing. I would have been willing to order the chastity cage online, and have it mailed to us so that no individual would know that he was going to be locked up, but his desire made everything go faster and easier, and I really liked that about him.

“I love you goddess,” he said as we were on our way to the adult store, “I want you to know what this symbolizes to me. You will have the key to my manhood. It means you are in control, and you can do anything you want. I want you to train me into the man that you want me to be.”

“That is so sweet,” I said, “thank you for being such a good guy.” I sat back in the car and thought about what was to come.

Suggesting chastity brought us together, and it was probably the main reason why we managed to get married so early. He wanted nothing more but my happiness, and I allowed him to please me for the sake of keeping him happy. It was a strange symbiotic relationship we had, and many would disapprove of our lifestyle, but those types of people were boring and sexless while we were wild, kinky, and in love.


You’ve been locked up for such a long time


Fast forward to modern times, and Jason is an expert at being in chastity. He’s gone longer than most men could possibly dream of.

“Well Jason,” I said holding the key to his cage in front of his face in a taunting manner, “you’ve been locked up for six months. Should I set you free?”

“Please goddess,” He said as he knelt in front of me completely naked, his cock pushing against the confines of its bondage, “please goddess, I’ll do anything for just a tiny bit of freedom.”

One cannot describe the rush you feel when you have this type of power over your husband, and it is something that, for some reason, most women would reject if their husbands presented it. I, for one, see the value of being a key holder, and I love the feeling of being able to get anything I want at anytime, because of the circumstances. It is a dream come true for a woman like me, and for my husband, it is what he requires to be happy.

“All you’re going to do is beg me?” I put my hand on the back of his head and grabbed his hair, “is that all you fucking got bitch?” I spit on his face and jerked his head around before pushing him to the floor. “Worship me bitch!” I stood up and he quickly got back up so that he could remove my pants.

“I love your futa-cock,” he said, “I love it so much.” He began to kiss it when I was completely naked.

It was no surprise to me that he loved my futa-cock. During his six month chastity sentence, I had received oral more than most people have sex or eat steak. I was literally his goddess, and he worshipped me every morning and every night. He worked hard to earn money, just so that he could deposit the money into my account so that I could make the decisions for us. It was the way he and I both wanted it, and it worked well considering our personalities.

My cock was twice the size of his, and I always made it a point to remind him that though I was a woman, I was still more of a man than he could ever be. As he kissed my soft cock, I told him how tiny he was, and it only caused him to worship my cock more. He loved the feeling of inferiority as it was his natural role in not only our relationship, but also in society.

“How did I end up marrying such a fucking beta male!?” I asked rhetorically as my cock started to grow from his kisses, “huh? Why are you such a pathetic and small man?”

“I don’t know goddess,” he was breathing heavily from the prospects of possibly being permitted to orgasm after six months of chastity, “I’m such a beta male!” He loved acknowledging his shortcomings.

My cock was almost there, but I wasn’t ready for him to suck it. I wanted to take his ass, but I was not done humiliating him. I pulled him away from my cock, and ordered him to place his hands behind his back. Doing so was one of my favorite ways to dominate him. He had the ability to move his hands, but his mind kept them in bondage, and behind his back as he submitted to me.

“My eyes are up here!” I said while laughing as he had trouble taking his eyes from my massive cock, “look at me!”

He looked up at me, and I slapped him lightly across the face. He loved it when I slapped him around, but I loved the act even more. It was among the most humiliating things you can do to a man, and he was allowing it which further proved his status as a beta male. One after the other, I alternated hands as I slapped him across the face. Each hit was getting harder than the last, and the sound of my slap was starting to echo in our home. Eventually, he was calling out in pain, but I knew his limit as we had experimented often in the past, and he had the power to use the safeword if he chose to, but he did not. I could almost feel him trying tell me that I wasn’t hitting him hard enough!

With a final, hard slap I turned around and presented him with my ass. I said nothing, and I could feel his face come near my ass, but not touch it. He was smelling it like a little bitch, but he knew not to touch me until I gave him permission. I allowed him to sniff for a little bit before I placed my hand on the back of his head and pushed him between my cheeks. I held his face in my butt for a moment as I shook my ass around, and then I released him. He wanted to go back in, but I teased him, and only allowed him to smell it until I was ready for his tongue to clean my ass. I could sense his little cock trying to get hard inside of its cage, and I could only imagine the feeling of frustration that he must have felt. I never even considered putting myself in chastity, as from my point of view, only a pathetic individual that treats their partner as a deity would be willing to do such a humiliating thing.

“Kiss my ass!” I ordered him, and within seconds I could feel his lips on my butt. “Faster! Faster! Faster!”

He was kissing my ass two times per second, and I made sure to tell him to spread out his kisses as he was starting to focus to much towards the center. He loved my ass, and allowing him to kiss my ass was like giving him a treat for his good behavior. My cock was throbbing from the sensation, and the power I feel when having Jason on his knees behind me worshiping my ass.

“Such a good husband.” I said in a condescending tone, “do you love my ass?” I asked even though I already knew the answer and had listened to him rant and rave about how “divine my holy ass was” during the course of our long marriage.

“Yes goddess,” he said in between kisses on my ass, “your ass is the most wonderful thing on this planet. It is one of the many reasons I am able to wake up in the morning, and the thought of worshiping your butt makes me want to come!” He continued to kiss my ass quickly after his short speech.

“Good husband.” I said, “now.” I paused, “stop!”

I could hear him moan from being denied the ability to worship my butt. If I said nothing, I could literally have stood there for hours while he kissed my ass and there would be no need to even talk to one another. I could sit down on his face and do work on the computer, and ignore him and he wouldn’t dare complain. In fact, he often begged me to do this to him, and though I loved it, I would say no most of the time because once he admits how much he enjoys something I view it as a reward. He must be a good husband if he wants me to use his face like a chair.

I spread my butt cheeks apart, and I hear him sniffing my ass and I couldn’t help but laugh at how pathetic he was.

“You really are a fucking bitch, you know that right?” I asked.

“Yes goddess,” he sniffed my ass long and hard, “I am a bitch!”

“Lick.” I only needed one word for him to do as I pleased.

The feeling of having your ass licked is hard to describe, but I can say that when you know the man doing it loves it it becomes ten times more pleasurable. Multiply that with the fact that he loves it, and his cock his in bondage, and you have yourself a rush that makes you feel like a literal goddess.

I stuck my ass out and let go of my ass cheeks so that they would close around his face. I could hear his breathing pick up from the excitement of being between my ass, and I started to twerk on his face. He was struggling to lick my ass, and eventually he grabbed my cheeks to hold me still, and he thrust his tongue inside of my asshole. I moaned from the pleasure, and I ignored the fact that he took it upon himself to try and hold me down. Having his tongue up my ass was far too good a feeling to punish him for it.

My futa-cock was standing at its tallest, and I was stroking it gently as he tongue fucked my ass. I was tempted to come, and just allow him to masturbate, but I had to stick to my plan and take his ass. Putting my cock inside of his ass was just another way for me to prove my dominance. Part of me was considering releasing his cock before I fucked him, but I wanted to humiliate him more. By fucking him up the ass while he was in chastity, his cock would grow inside of the cage, and he would be to the point of tears from the teasing, and when I did release him, he would only be allowed to masturbate while I watched and ridiculed him for having such a tiny cock.

“Alright butt licker!” I said loud enough that a neighbor walking by could hear my insult, “assume the position!”

“Yes goddess!” He said taking his tongue from my ass and bending over for me to fuck his hole.

He somehow knew he wasn’t going to be let out of chastity until I had come.


Taking my husband’s ass


Idropped to my knees behind my husband who was on all fours with his ass pointed up in the air. He was resting his weight on his head as he had both of his hands behind his back, spreading his ass apart for me. Gently, I ran my fingers down his crack and I watched as he shivered from the sensation. I repeated the process to watch Jason squirm from the anticipation, and then I focussed on his locked cock. With my face low to the ground, I pulled his caged cock towards me and started to suck on the outside of it. I flicked my tongue through the tiny openings of the cage, and he moaned from my teasing. I never sucked his cock, not once, during our entire relationship, but I would often lick and kiss the chastity cage to drive him wild from the teasing. It was all about dominating him.

“Please let me out goddess!” He begged like a little bitch, “please!”

“Shut up!” I said as I gently bit his balls to punish him for speaking out when not asked to, “shut the fuck up!”

I moved my attention from his balls, and got up so that I could mount him from behind, but I wasn’t ready just yet. He needed to be punished further for begging me to set him free, so I decided that I would spank him for his misbehavior. His ass could take much more than his face, so I let it loose as I spanked him hard and fast, and I did not stop until I could hear his pain.

“You like that bitch?” I asked as I continued to spank him, “this is what you get when you fucking beg! You good for nothing bitch!” I spanked him some more.

“I’m sorry goddess!” He cried out as I continued to turn his ass cheeks red, “I’m so sorry! It won’t happen again, I promise you goddess!”

“Good husband.” I spanked him one last time, “Don’t you ever fucking think you can speak to me like that again.”

I spit in the center of his ass, and began to rub my throbbing futa-cock to spread around my self-made lubricant. He moaned from the feeling, and I laughed on the inside as I knew that he wanted to beg me so bad, but he knew that there would be major consequences. He would be set free, in due time, but his orgasm would be quick and humiliating. I had to give him credit, because he had gone for such a long time without experiencing his biological need, and that fact only made my cock lust for his ass more.

Carefully, I pushed the crown of my large cock into his ass and held it there for a moment for his body to adjust to its size. Even though I had fucked him many times, his ass seemed to always be surprised by the size of my cock, and I could not hold that against him. I was hung larger than most men, even porn stars that were well known for large cocks would envy mine, and it often made me wonder if I should star in adult films. I was too discrete to be plastered all over the internet, and I think Jason liked that my cock was a secret. It made our day to day lives easier as we could avoid gossip and cruel comments from ignorant people.

“Do you feel okay?” I asked Jason before I continued to stuff my cock inside of his ass. “You can handle it fine?”

“Yes goddess,” he said calmly, “fuck me. Please.”

I moved my hips into his ass so that my cock could go deep inside of him. He moaned loudly, and I knew that if I could see his face his eyes would be in the back of his head from the sensation my futa-cock had given him. I had seen his reaction often, and it was always satisfying to know that I had this type of effect on him. It reassured me that I really was his goddess, and that he was subservient to me no matter what.

It was important, however, that I checked in on him as I fucked him as I have a habit of wanting to thrash myself into him as if he is not a person. He can take a lot, but I fear hurting his ass from my size, but we never had any issues, and it was likely because I was careful and we communicated well with one another. It was this type of kindness that I knew he appreciated, and it made him want to treat me even better to know that his goddess was not just a cruel mistress that wanted to dominate him all of the time in every way. Sometimes I would be sweet, and gentle to make him feel good about himself, so that I could tear him back down and spit on him. It was a fun little game for the two of us.

I was picking up speed with my cock in his ass, and I was holding onto his hips as I pounded my futa-cock inside of him. We were moaning in unison, and I knew his cock had filled the cage to the brim and I would not have been shocked if his cock managed to break free from the cage. I shifted my body to the side and hit his ass at an angle with my cock that always made me feel good, and he moaned. I grabbed his hands from his ass and held them behind his back, and he started to sink into the floor. He was unable to move, and I took him the way that I wanted to while he moaned in a teased, half pleasure as I was getting myself off. I loved the dynamic of being the only one that would come during sex.

My cock was pulsing and ready to blow. I knew that I did not have to warn him, because he had proven himself able to figure out when I was ready to come based on the way my cock twitched inside of his ass. I pumped the way that felt the best, and I continued to keep the same pace until I was at the finish line.

“I’m going to fill you up bitch!” I said right before I released the seal and sent hot come into his little ass. “You like that bitch?”

“Yes goddess!” He cried out in joy, “thank you for your come!”

The feeling of letting loose inside of him never gets old, and I moaned as I smacked his ass. I pulled my cock slowly out of his ass as I continued to fill him to the brim, and I left only the crown of my cock in his ass for a moment. I could see him shaking with lust and desire, and I chose to be kind and allow him to come.

“On your knees.” I ordered as I pulled my cock from his ass. “I think you’ll like this!”

“Yes goddess,” He said sitting backwards with my come dripping out of his ass.

I went around the front of him and unlocked his chastity. I instructed him to remove the cage, as he knew how to do it best to avoid feeling any pain. As he did that, I circled behind him and covered my foot with my own semen that was dripping from his ass. I had a plan to make his orgasm among the most humiliating that he had experienced, and I saw it as a fitting reward for a husband that was able to endure six months of total chastity.

“Open your mouth!” I said as I took a seat in front of him, “jack that little cock of yours!”

His cock had grown immediately to full size once it was removed from the cage. Months of denial were coming to an end, and all he had to do was taste my semen covered foot as he masturbated. For him, this was a monumental moment of his life and something that he would dream about for years to come. I had no sexual desire, but I loved the way it looked as he sucked my come off of my foot. It was also nice to listen to him grunt and groan as he pumped his cock.

“You really got short changed Jason,” I said as he was sucking on my toes, “your cock is so fucking small! I mean, how the hell can you call yourself a man?”

My mean words were only aiding his masturbation, and I was feeling powerful as he started to grunt. His cock was twitching uncontrollably, and I laughed at him as he began to spill his seed on the floor. He didn’t know it, but I planned to have him lick it up when he was finished feeling lustful, and then he would go to the shower to clean himself off.

“Feel good?” I asked as I pulled my foot from his mouth, “looks like a lot!”

“Thank you goddess,” he said as he tried to catch his breath, “that was wonderful. Thank you so much!”

“Good husband.” I said with a smile, “lick up your mess, and when you’re done you can go take a shower. Make sure you clean yourself well, because who knows how long you’ll be in chastity this time. One week? One month? One year?” I hadn’t decided, but I loved to see the look on his face when I threw numbers out.

“Yes goddess,” he said as he lowered his lips to the pool of semen on the floor, “thank you!” He started to lick up the mess while I sat there and laughed at him for being such a beta male.


Part XI


FUTA Goddess Candy: Futa on Male



Goddess Candy


Candy was cool from the moment that I met her. She was tall, roughly five foot eight, and she had an hourglass figure, in addition to long blonde hair with blue eyes. She was beautiful woman that could have been a model if she had been led down that path early on, but instead I ended up meeting her at a restaurant where she was waiting tables. I have to admit that I got lucky. If the hostess seated me one table to the left, I would’ve never had my chance to talk to Candy so easily. It would have been much more difficult trying to approach her while she was working, but since waiting my table was part of her job, I found it very easy to strike up a friendly conversation with her.

When she first came up to take my drink order I could tell that something was off. She was a gorgeous woman, but for some reason it felt like she really liked me, and that was not typical. I’m not a bad looking guy, but usually the stunners are neutral at best, and really mean to me at worst. Candy, however, was warm and friendly, and I figured that she was just fishing for a good tip at first. There was something different about how she was talking to me, and I noticed her constantly playing around with her hair, and that made me summon up the courage to get a little bit more personal with our interactions. I complimented her by telling her that I thought that she was pretty, and that’s when she made the first move. She pulled out a pen from her shirt pocket and quickly scribbled her phone number on one of my napkins. I was shocked, but I quickly put that napkin in my pocket for safe keeping. I couldn’t wait to talk to her outside of her work environment.

After I left the restaurant I kept trying to figure out what else it was about her that made me have that feeling of suspicion. It seemed to easy. Rarely, telling a woman that I thought she was pretty actually lead to something more than a “thank you” or a “you’re so sweet.” Candy just gave me her number, and there was only one thing that I was able to speculate on, and that was the fact that I was almost positive that I saw a bulge in her pants. Initially, I thought it was just the result of her having to wear a work uniform that might of fit her weird, but when I added the fact that she handed me her number so easily I did begin to wonder if it was possible that she had something that would turn off most men. It made sense to me, because even though she was so beautiful, the average man would likely run for the hills if they found out she was a futa. Not me.

Truthfully, I don’t really worry about those sort of things. If I find myself attracted to someone, anyone, then I go for it. I think a lot of people in this world miss out on some wonderful experiences and opportunities because they allow themselves to be put in a box with a big huge label on the front of it. I used to be that way, but then I started to not care at all about what friends or random strangers thought or said about me. I realized that it didn’t matter in the end, and that everybody went about their day without really thinking about you that much.

I asked Candy out the same day that I got her phone number, and she agreed. There were no games. No waiting three days, or playing phone tag. She was straight up. She let me know that she got off from work at nine o’clock, and she said that I could pick her up and we could go from there. I didn’t feel any pressure to take her to a fancy place, or the need to impress her with my wealth. Candy seemed like a genuine person, and I really liked that about her.

I went back to where she worked a little bit before she was scheduled to be done, and I waited in the parking lot. I sent her a text message to let her know where I was parked and what kind of car I had so that she could just come over and get in. I had decided on a local coffee chain for our first date.

“Hey,” she said as she walked up to the car, “sorry for having you wait so long!” I looked at the clock and it was only five minutes past nine.

“No problem,” I said, “coffee good for you?”

“Oh my god! Yes,” she seemed pleased with my decision, so that left me already feeling more confident about our date.

I paid for our coffees and we took a corner booth away from everybody else that was in the shop. We exchanged the typical small chat that goes on during a first date, and then Candy came right out and confirmed what I had already suspected.

“So, uhh, Ralph, uhh,” she was having a hard time getting it out, but she looked determined. “I have to tell you something.” She looked down and I could see she was getting lost in her own thoughts and I wanted to do all that I could to help her feel comfortable around me.

“What’s up?” I said with a positive tone.

“This is the part of the date where I usually end up going home alone.” She laughed nervously, but it looked like she was getting a bit more comfortable. I wanted to tell her that I already knew, but that was a high risk play. If it turned out that I was wrong, I would sound like a really strange guy.

“There’s not much you can say to shock me. If that’s what you mean.” I looked her square in the eye to show her that I was serious. I took a sip from my coffee as I waited for her to get the courage to tell me what I already knew.

“I have a cock.” She said quietly. I watched as she looked around the store to see if anyone had heard what she said. “I’m not joking by the way.” She must have had experiences with other men that wouldn’t accept her telling the truth. I could understand how the average dude would struggle accepting that such a beautiful woman had that sort of set up.

“You’re a futa,” I said in the same quiet tone she used to avoid drawing attention to us. “I figured as much.” I took a sip of my coffee and I watched as she tried to read me. There was nothing on my face aside from understanding and acceptance.

“You know about that?” She asked. She looked as if she was getting excited. I could understand, it must’ve been hard for such a pretty woman to find a guy that was cool with her as an individual.

“Yeah, and I’m cool with it.” I said taking another sip of my drink. “I have to tell you something too. It may, or may not be what you’re looking for.” I was feeling good about telling her openly that I was into femdom. I found it easier to tell it to a woman that had just confessed a secret to me.

“What is it?’ She sat on the edge of her seat. She wanted to hear what I had to say, and I knew right then and there that she was willing to entertain my deepest, darkest needs.

“I’m into BDSM.” I said as I watched her eyes for a response. It looked mostly positive, as if she had some sort of experience already. “You ever heard of femdom?”

“Oh my god! Yes!” She said loudly. The two of us broke out into laughter when everybody in the shop shifted their attention to us. We laughed until everyone eventually got bored trying to figure out why we were laughing so much. Then we continued, but with a much softer tone of voice to avoid people judging us.

“You’re into that?” I asked.

“Yes.” She said with a big wide smile. “I’ve always dreamed of finding a man like you. Can you pinch me? Am I dreaming?” She put her arm on the table, and I pinched her pretty hard.

“You’re not dreaming.” I said.


Hooking up on the first date


After our cards were out on the table, Candy suggested that we go back to her place. She said that she had a few toys that would be relevant for what we were talking about.

“I’ve been waiting so long to be able to use some of these things!” She said as I started up the car and began driving towards her place.

“I can’t wait.” I tried to play it cool to the best of my ability. To be honest, I wanted to confess my love for her right then and there. She was checking every single damn box that I ever had for what I viewed as the ideal mate. Her enthusiasm to dominate me felt greater than my desire to be on my knees for her. That was something that I was not used to when dealing with females.

Walking into her home was like walking into a different world. All of the art on the walls, and the color scheme all screamed femdom to me on an unconscious level. I don’t know if I would have felt the same way if I hadn’t already had my brain framed in that way due to our conversation, but my impression was that she truly meant everything that she told me in the coffee shop. Nothing was too obvious, but I could just sense that everything had some sort of femdom meaning behind it, at least in her eyes.

Candy was walking in front of me, and I could keep my eyes from staring at her perfect ass. It was large for her body, but not oversized and sloppy. It looked like a peach that was ripe and ready to be tasted. I wanted to get on my knees and stick my face between her cheeks and follow her around her home, but I waited for her to command me as I did not know what she wanted to do with me. She turned around and she noticed that my eyes had been fixated on her butt.

“You like my butt?” She asked quietly as she turned to the side to show me a little bit more of it. She had a huge grin on her face, and I sensed that she was going to have me lick away the sweat from her hard days work.

“It’s amazing,” I said trying to keep cool and not act overly interested.

“You know you left me a lip, but I have to admit it felt a little light.” She said with a flirty expression.

I had tipped her thirty percent. Typically, you’re lucky to get twenty, and I didn’t even order that much food or drink. Candy was clearly roleplaying, and I was into it. I wanted her to punish me for not being a generous tipper as a goddess like her deserved every single dollar in my wallet. She deserved it more than I, and I was just lucky to be in the same room as such a beautiful futa queen.

“You look like an ass licker.” Candy was pulling down her pants slightly, and I caught a glimpse of her creamy white skin. I wanted to lick the sweat from all of her pores.

“I am.” I said as I bit down on my lower lip with my eyes glued to her clear skin. “I want to taste it so bad.”

“Come on,” she said. Candy started to walk towards her bedroom, and I followed her like an obedient man. “Come and worship your goddess!” She put her knees on the bed and started to pull down her pants. I quickly realized that she was not wearing any underwear as I stared at flawless ass.

“Thank you goddess,” I said as I dropped to my knees and slowly crawled towards her butt. She laughed at me for calling her goddess, but I knew that doing so would seal the deal. To tell a woman that she is a goddess is the quickest way to ensure that she will forever see you ass subservient to her; she will know that she owns you.

I started by kissing the entire surface of her ass. She laughed and shook her ass around to make me chase her butt with my lips. She put her hand on the back of my head and thrusted my face between her ass cheeks. To get inside, I put my hands flat on each side of her ass and spread them open so that I could kiss her asshole. She moaned as she pushed me harder into her ass.

“You fucking love my ass!” She said as she continued to apply pressure to the back of my head. “I’ve been on my feet all day working hard. Does it smell good?” She released her grip on my head to give me a second to answer.

“Yes goddess,” I said, “it smells amazing!” I quickly shoved my nose between her cheeks and took in a ton of air through my nose. She truly did smell divine, and I exaggerated the sounds of my sniffs in order to show her how much I loved it.

“I’m so lucky to have found such a good little bitch!” She said as she pulled her hand away from my head.

Candy began to push her ass towards my face as I was lunging to get my mouth between her cheeks. As she did this a few times I began to realize that her futa-cock was starting to become visible to me through her legs. Taking a chance, I stuck my hand between her legs and felt her stiff cock. I knew right away that she was thicker than I when I grabbed her stiff futa-cock, and as I began to slide my hand gently up her shaft towards the crown of her cock I realized she was much larger than I. It felt good to know that I had the ability to make such a beautiful woman so turned on by worshiping her ass, and I continued to stroke her cock until she could take it no more.

“Fuck,” she said as she laid down on the bed, “pull my pants off!” She was kicking her feet up and down like a swimmer.

I made quick work of her pants. I noticed that she was slowly humping the bed as her hard cock was pressed against the mattress. I envied the mattress, and wished that it was my face that she was using to feel pleasure. I would do anything to make this goddess feel good, and it didn’t matter how it made me look, or how she would perceive me. I saw myself as beneath her, as a loyal servant, as her beta male that was destined to serve and worship her as she expressed her beautiful dominance over my pathetic life. I was hers.

I began removing my clothes once I got her pants off. She worked on her shirt, and I was working on my zipper when she finally turned over on her back. It was the first time that I saw her futa-cock in full. It was an impressive cock, one that would shame many men, and I could see how the typical male, even an alpha male, would be unable to be with her. If you’re the type of man that needs to feel superior you would find yourself feeling weak and impotent around her. She was truly a goddess, and unless you had the ability to worship, and obey, you would not be happy as Candy was a futa that outclassed most men on the planet.

“I want to worship your futa-cock goddess,” I said as I got out of my pants and boxers, “it’s beautiful.”

“Do it.” She was resting on her elbows and looking down her perfect body at me. Her smile told me that she was thankful and happy to have me in her bedroom. She was finally able to find a man that knew his place. I had no ego getting in the way, nothing to psyche me out about her being more dominant and aggressive than I. I viewed her the way that she viewed herself, and this is what allowed me to worship her, and what allowed me to taste the flavor of her delicious futa-cock.

“Thank you goddess,” I said. I started to crawl onto the bed. I kissed her body slowly as I worked my way up to the crown of her cock. I kissed the crown of her cock while looking at her.

With a rapid motion, I flicked my tongue on the tip of her futa-cock. I kissed and sucked the tip of her cock and did my best to look into her eyes. I wanted Candy to see that I loved her futa-cock, and that she could continue being herself around me. I only took my eyes away from her when she laid down on her back and put her hands over her face. That was a good sign. It meant that I was successfully pleasing her. I ran my fingers across her body, I worked towards her chest and I squeezed her breasts. She moaned and placed her hand over mine and squeezed.

Candy eventually was able to get ahold of herself after she got used to the sensation I was giving her cock. She sat up and took her hand away from mine, and placed it on the top of my head.

“Take it all bitch!” She said. I looked at her and I could tell that she was serious about showing me who the boss was. I was fine with that, and I removed my hand from her breath, and I grabbed her hips. “Yeah, that’s right.” She said as she started pushing me further down her shaft.

I wanted to take it all, but I knew that I could not. My gag reflex was already being triggered and I was only a third down her cock. If it wasn’t as thick as it was, I could have managed to stuff more of her futa-cock into my mouth. She was watching me intently, and she knew that she had reached my limit.

“Not bad,” she said with a chuckle. “You look cute with my cock in your mouth!”


Mighty futa-cock


“Iwant to fuck you,” she said, “do you think you can handle it?” She moved her hand from my head so that I could get her cock out of my mouth.

“Yes goddess,” I said. Saliva was dripping from my mouth, and it felt strange to not have something inside of my mouth. “I want it so bad!”

“Have you ever been fucked in the ass?” She asked as she started to change positions.

“Yes,” I said, “but not by anything as big as you.” I said as an image of my first time getting pegged came to mind. It was an enjoyable experience that I always struggled to replicate.

“I’ll be gentle,” Candy said as she started to pull me towards her, “you’re such a good little bitch.” She kissed me aggressively with her tongue flying into my mouth and pinning mine down. She bit down on my lips and pulled away from me. When she released my lip I was speechless and in a lustful daze.

She smiled at me wickedly and pushed me down on my back. She had me pinned down with her hands on my shoulders and she started to gather saliva in her mouth.

“Open your mouth bitch!” She said as she flashed me the gob of spit on her mouth.

I didn’t hesitate for a moment. I wanted to taste her sacred nectar and swallow her saliva as I considered it a holy gift from my beautiful futa queen.

“Good job,” she said smiling at me as if I was her employee.

“Thank you for your gift goddess,” I said. Her saliva was thick and delicious and I was almost sad when it left my mouth and went down my throat.

Candy said nothing, but instead giggled as she moved her hands from my shoulders and under my legs. She pushed my legs up to make my asshole accessible, and I was amazed that I was going to be fucked in the ass as she looked me in the eye. I had imagined that I would be on all fours, looking away from her, and the realization of her seeing my reaction was humiliating. She would know how much I loved her cock, and for some reason I felt a slight amount of embarrassment. Candy would see my stiff cock, and she would know that I was not as big as her.

“Somebody is excited,” she said as she gently ran her fingers down the shaft of my hard cock, “I think he wants my cock in your ass!”

“Yes goddess,” I said as I was breathing heavily, “I need you inside of me. Please!”

“As you wish!” She said. I watched as she spit in her hand and covered her massive cock with the same substance that she had gifted me earlier. Her futa-cock was glistening as she added on her homemade lubricant, and she watched me closely as she pressed the crown of her stiff cock to my asshole.

My asshole opened widely for her, and her cock was tight against the walls of my ass. She slowly pushed deeper as she watched me to see a response. It didn’t hurt, surprisingly, and I begged her to go in deeper.

“Please goddess,” I said, “I can take it all. Go slow, but I can do it.” I said with my eyes closed as I imagined what it was going to feel like to have her thrashing in and out of me with all of the might of her futa-cock. Her cock felt harder than my own, and it made me wonder if her cock was not only bigger, but also better in every way possible. “I want you to come inside of me!” I begged, and my plea for her come made her motivated to fuck me harder as was evidenced in her facial expression.

“Be careful what you wish for.” She said with an ominous tone. I didn’t care about anything in the world; I just wanted to feel her massive hot load inside of my ass, and for my own cock to empty all over my body.

Once she established that her cock could go nearly all of the way in my ass, she slowly began to rock in and out of me. I put my hands under my knees and helped her keep my ass in position so that she could focus on getting more leverage, and she increased the speed and strengths of her thrusts. There was a point where she realized that my ass had gotten used to her size, and she liberally pummeled her beautiful, stiff futa-cock in and out of me as if it was nothing. I moaned and begged for more while she grunted and laughed at my pathetic need to bottom for her superior cock.

“You like that?” She asked but it was not in the tone of a question. She knew how much I was loving it purely from the sounds of joy and pleasure coming from my mouth as she fucked me with all of her strength.

“I love it,” I said, “thank you goddess Candy! I love your cock!” I said and I meant it from the bottom of my heart.

She began to play with my cock as she found a stable and comfortable rhythm for herself. My ass was tightening around her cock as she brought me closer to orgasm, and I knew that the tightness of my ass would cause her own cock to spill her come inside of me. I tried my best to relax and allow her to bring me into the heavenly state of mind that I was approaching. She pushed my legs up more so that my cock was pointed at my face.

“Fucking take that come bitch!” She said as she started to stroke my cock more. I couldn’t keep my mouth closed as my cock began to shoot come into my face, some of which entered my mouth.

She laughed at the initial splash of come that blasted me in the face, but that quickly changed into a series of loud moans as her own cock was unable to keep it in any longer. Her cock shot hot semen into my ass and that only propelled me up into an elite tier of pleasure. It was a feeling that I had never experienced. A feeling that was only possible by allowing a futa goddess to dominate and humiliate you for her pleasure. I was in a state of bliss, and we both came in harmony, our bond strengthening. Candy is amazing!

“Wow,” I said as we both came down off of the initial rush of having just came. “That was incredible. I can’t believe that just happened.”

“Thank you sweetheart,” she said softly. She slowly pulled her futa-cock from me and leaned down and kissed me on the forehead. “Thank you for coming into my life.”

It’s a strange thing to cuddle with your partner after they just had their way with you, but it is one of the best parts about being submissive to a goddess. When you please them in a way that makes them happy, they reward you with their loving kiss, their kind words, and they remind you why it is you do what you do. She played with my hair, and we talked for hours as we laid naked in her bed. Neither of us cared about anything but one another, and that is a feeling that is hard to get, and when one finds it, I recommend you hold onto that person for dear life. You can always try to find something better, a more superior goddess, but if you find one that accepts you, and allows you to worship at the altar of their body, you must cherish them, and continue obeying them. I decided in that moment as we transformed from a lustful femdom frenzy to a more gentle, loving, sweet time together that I would do everything in my power to hold onto Candy. She was the only goddess for me, and I wanted to dedicate my entire life to her, and her wonderful futa-cock.


Part XII


Foreign FUTA Goddess: Futa on Male



Beautiful Anne


In my experience, the highest form of arousal comes from being on your knees in front of a beautiful futa. Seeing her standing high above you with a look of dominance in her eyes and an evil smile that just lets you know that you are beneath her. That’s how I like to live my life, and that’s one of the reasons I pursued Anne for so long. She was not advertising the fact that she was a futa goddess, but I could just see it in her eyes, but also in her pants.

Anne was a beautiful Hispanic woman that stood nearly as tall as I, and when she walked her hips swayed so much it felt that they were talking to you and telling to crawl behind her and sniff her lovely butt. As a natural submissive male, I can not help but have these dirty thoughts when I see a beautiful woman, and the desire I feel is compounded when I suspect the woman is a futa. Despite her beauty, Anne was shy. I knew exactly why. All of these guys would hit on her and she would have to turn them down. She knew that they would get upset and possibly insult her if they found out the truth about her body. I was willing to accept her for who she was. Communicating my knowledge of her futa status was an important step in getting my opportunity to bow to her greatness.

Anne was browsing inside of a department store when I first saw her. I was lost inside the store and ended up in the women’s section, and I spotted her browsing lingerie. She caught my eye and I immediately started to imagine her wearing some of the items that she was looking at. The trouble was, of course, approaching her in such a strange environment. The only reason for a guy to be browsing around that section would be if he was with his partner and she took him shopping. I walked past the lingerie section and stopped somewhere where it would not be terribly weird for me to stand on my own and I thought of a plan. I could wait and see where she went, but that seemed risky. She could easily disappear somewhere, and I would lose my chance. I decided that the best move was to simply approach her and forget about how she or others would think of me. If she rejected me it was okay. There are a lot of beautiful women hanging out in the mall.

“Hello,” I said as I walked straight up to her. “How are you doing? I’m Ron.”

“Oh, umm hi,” she said as she set down a set of bra and underwear. She looked slightly embarrassed, but she didn’t yell at me or anything. “I’m Anne.” I noticed right away that she was a foreigner because of her accent.

The conversation went surprisingly well. After asking, she revealed to me that she was from Brazil and that this was her first time in the United States. Her English ability was rather good, and I complimented her several times on it. She seemed to really like me, but during our conversation I noticed that something was different about her. I could see a slight discomfort as she realized that I was hitting on her. It wasn’t because she didn’t like me, but because she had something that always got in the way of her and the opposite sex.

“How long are you in the states?” I asked as I tried to figure out what it was that was making me feel like she was different.

“I’m only going to be here for another fifteen days.” She said with a somber tone. Her hand cupped her crotch for some reason and she had a sad facial expression. I figured it could be because she liked me, but when she told me she was working with such a short time frame there was little possibility of starting a regular relationship.

“I want to hang out with you before you leave,” I said as I realized that I had to act fast. I wanted to at least give it a shot. “Give me your phone number.” I said as I handed her my phone with a new contact opened up.

Without hesitation, Anne gave me her number. She handed me the phone back and told me that she was going to continue shopping. I let her know that I planned on giving her a call later that night. As I walked away, I ended up looking back and she was back to looking through the products. I kept my eyes focussed on her ample ass. It was a sight to see, and I found it hard to look away. Eventually, she turned to the side and I caught a glimpse of what appeared to be a bulge.

“Maybe that’s what it was,” I said to myself as I started to walk away when it looked like she was about to look in my direction. “That could have been it.”

As I tried to get away to avoid her from seeing me pathetically stare, I realized that I failed to buy what I was looking for. For some reason, I decided to get it in another store that was inside of the mall as my mind kept showing me the image I saw of her bulge. If she was a futa as I expected it could explain the vibe I picked up when talking to her.

The mall was full of beautiful woman, and I enjoyed window shopping while I got what I needed. The thing is, I had lost all desire to approach anyone else which was strange for me. Typically, I would take advantage of being around so many beautiful women that I would start conversations with several just to increase my odds. Anne was the only thing on my mind, and I was willing to throw all of my eggs into the one basket. It just felt right.

When I got home it took all of my willpower to not try and get in contact with Anne. I have always struggled with what others call the “three day rule” when it comes to translating a phone number into a date. Due to the time constraints it did not seem like a wise idea to play games trying to look hard to get, so I decided that I would give her a call the following morning.

I laid in bed and struggled to fall asleep even though the lights were off and my eyes were closed. Anne’s beautiful ass and her potential futa-cock kept my mind constantly moving and thinking of scenarios where she had me on my hands and knees while she dominated me. Her accent only made her sexier in my mind, and I could hear her voice ringing in my head even though the room was silent. It didn’t feel like a possibility, but I wondered if she was thinking about me too.


Trying to focus on her instead of her ass


It was around lunch time when I finally picked up my phone to call Anne. That feeling of anxiety as you wait to see if the woman will pick up the phone never seems to go away. Within the four rings that it took for her to answer my call I had already gone through five or six different ways of trying to set up a date with her. I was never the most smooth guy, but I did have the ability to pursue and I had learned early on that most of the struggle was getting yourself out there. In other words, if you don’t talk to women then you will seldom have the opportunity to be on your knees as they press their butt against your face.

“Anne!” I said when she picked up the phone. “It’s Ron.

“Hi Ron,” she said. It was a good sign that she remembered who I was. There was always that chance that she would have completely forgotten me considering how beautiful she was.

“I want to take you to lunch today,” I said with the hopes that expressing my wants would come across as me being at least partially confident in myself.

“Okay,” she said with some enthusiasm. “What time?”

I told her that I was looking to pick her up soon and she agreed without me having to change my plans around. I got the address to her hotel and I told her that I would be on my way. Based on the pictures on the internet, the hotel she was staying at looked really nice. It surprised me that someone from Brazil would be able to afford such a nice hotel. It became more obvious that she was well off. Curiosity of how she managed to come to the United States for so long and to be able to afford such nice accommodation was starting to take over a lot of my thoughts.

She was standing outside of the hotel when I pulled up in front. I watched as she handed the hotel staff a paper bill, and they came over and opened the front door of my car to let her in. She was dressed in a colorful dress that covered everything, yet allowed the eye to see more than it probably should be allowed. Her figure was unlike anything of the women that I was used to in my country. I knew that I would be getting all sorts of jealous looks from men when they saw the two of us walking together.

“Hello,” she said as the hotel staff member closed the door behind us. The guy stepped into traffic and helped me pull out onto the street. Her habit of tipping the staff was clearly making sure that she got the best of treatment.

“Hey,” I said as I started down the road towards the restaurant. I chose a small, quiet place that was mid level in price. Not too expensive, but not some cheap meal that would make me look cheap. It felt like a good decision.

“You look wonderful,” I said as I looked at her for a moment. It would have been very easy for me to stare at her long enough to lose control of the vehicle.

“Thank you,” she said with a smile.

She told me about herself, and I didn’t even have to ask to figure out how she was able to come to the States so easily. Her family grew some popular crop that sold really well in America, and she was here to set up a business deal. She had already gotten all of the work done, and decided to relax and enjoy her vacation for the rest of her time. I never really considered the fact that there were people in Brazil that had gratuitous amounts of wealth, and I considered myself lucky to have one such woman’s ass sitting next to me. I was jealous of my passenger seat. It was being sat on by a beautiful Brazilian butt, and I wished for the superpower to be able to insert my mind into any object, so that I could experience the pleasure of having her butt firmly planted on my face.

Luckily, she started to ask questions about me. I was starting to have to deal with a hardening cock from my dirty thoughts of becoming the seat. She asked me about my job and the things I enjoyed doing. I tried my best to sound interesting, but it felt impossible because of who she was. She was obviously a higher status person than I, but I still had the foreigner element to use. Anne seemed interested more in the fact that I was showing interest in her, and that only confirmed my futa theory. If she was what I thought she was then I could see her having difficulty finding a guy to date.

We arrived at the restaurant, and as I thought nearly all of the men kept staring at her and I. Some of them looked upset that a regular looking guy like myself was with such an exotic looking beauty, but they were too shy to make any moves on her. I smiled at everyone that made eye contact with me, and I watched Anne’s eyes carefully. She displayed interest in only me, and it was something that I had never seen before in a woman. Usually my dates would still show subtle signs of interest in the other men in our environment. This made me feel like she really was different.

“What made you come over and talk to me?” She asked after we ordered some food and drink from the waitress.

“Well,” I said as I started to scratch my head, “I just happened to be walking by and I saw you shopping. I thought you were beautiful, and I knew that if I didn’t at least try and talk to you that I would be kicking myself in the ass for the next week or two.”

“That’s cute,” she said laughing. She started to get a little more serious in her tone. “What if I turn out to be not what you think I am?” She asked. Her eyes were glued to my face as she tried to read my true thoughts.

“Well,” I said. I was starting to feel confident that she was hiding a futa-cock underneath that slim fitting dress of hers. “You could end up having a cock and I’d still be interested in you.”

Her facial expression changed quickly. I knew that I had taken a bold move by saying such a thing, but I knew that if she ended up not being a futa I could just laugh it off and act like I thought she was beautiful enough to not care. Her mind was in deep thought and I noticed that her heart rate had sped up. All there was left to do was wait and see if she had any revelations to give me.

“I umm,” she paused when the waitress delivered our order. She was looking down into her lap, and I knew that I had to do everything in my power to make her feel comfortable.

“Listen,” I said when the waitress left the table. “That wasn’t a joke. I’m serious about that.”

“Really?” She asked. “Do you know what a futa is?” She looked at me with nervous eyes.

“Yes,” I said, “I’m not going to lie to you. I was almost sure that you were exactly that.” I paused and watched her reaction. She still seemed nervous about it all, and for good reason. “I like that.”

“Are you sure?’ She asked. Anne did not admit to being a futa one hundred percent, but I was sure about it based on the way she was talking.

“Yeah,” I said, “have you ever heard of femdom?”

“Yes!” She looked excited.

“I’m one of those guys.” I sat back in my seat and smiled at her. “I would love nothing more than to be on my knees for you, serving you, and treating you like a goddess.”

Her face turned red, but her smile got bigger. It was beautiful to see her start to feel comfortable with me, and she started to talk about me going back with her to the hotel. I was more than willing to go with her, and I was mad at myself for taking her to a restaurant. If it had just been a coffee date we could have quickly finished our drinks, and went straight to her room. Instead, we had to eat as the sexual tension was building. Her tone continued to become more dominant, and my cock was reacting to the sound of her voice.


Submitting to Anne


“Just give the guy your keys,” she said as we pulled in front of the hotel, “he’ll take care of it for you.”

“Alright,” I was feeling what it was like to be a VIP for the first in a very long time. I handed the friendly guy my keys and he hopped in and took my car to the lot.

“Good afternoon Miss Anne,” the doorman said as he held open the door for us. She slipped a paper bill in his front shirt pocket and he thanked her. He smiled at me and I felt really welcome. It made me consider my personal beliefs on tipping.

I followed behind Anne as she led me to the elevators. Her ass swayed with every step, and I could feel others in the lobby staring at her ass as well. My instinct was to drop to my knees and shove my face into her ass as she walked. I had to do everything to resist the urge to submit to her right there in the hotel lobby.

“You’re going to love my room,” she said as we entered the elevator. I saw her press the button to the highest floor. “It’s the only room on the floor.”

“That’s crazy,” I said. It felt like I was just nodding and agreeing with her as I tried to keep myself from doing anything prematurely.

“So you’re sure you want to submit to me,” she said referencing the conversations we had earlier at the restaurant.

“Yes,” I said, “I want to do anything for you.”

“Good,” she said as she turned towards me and pinned me against the wall of the elevator. Out of the corner of my eyes I could see that we were only two floors away from arriving to her suite. “I have three rules for you: number one, you must call me goddess no matter where we are. Even if there are others around.”

“Yes goddess,” I answered quickly and she smiled at me rewardingly.

“Two, you may only crawl when you’re in my room. You are not permitted to stand.” She laughed slightly as she looked to see my response. I nodded my head in agreement as I waited for the third. “And lastly, if for whatever reason you feel uncomfortable you must use the safe word. Your word is orange.” She stepped back as the doors opened to her suite. “Do you understand?”

“Yes goddess,” I said as I dropped to my knees in order to crawl into her suite. She walked in front of me and I kept my eyes fixed on her ass as I crawled into her room. The door of the elevator closed, and we were left alone in her luxury suite.

“Kiss my ass,” she said. She was standing in the middle of the room. She started to playfully shake her ass back and forth at me in a taunting way.

I lunged towards her ass, and I was transferred to a comfortable state of bliss. Being on my knees behind her with my lips worshiping her butt was my rightful position. I wanted to yell out to the world my love for her ass, but I remained calm and simply obeyed her command.

“Very good,” she said as she turned around to face me. I wanted to circle around her and wedge my face between her cheeks. “Help me with my shoes,” she said as she started to take her dress off.

“Yes goddess!” I said as I started to undo the straps of her heels. I could smell the lovely scent of her feet, and I admired how well taken care of her feet were. She seemed like the type of woman that got pedicures often.

Her dress fell down to the floor and I helped her step out of it. I looked up to see a fully naked futa queen standing over me. She smiled at me as she caressed my chin, and my eyes were stuck to her futa-cock. It was still soft, but it was as large as my own cock on my best day. It was more proof that she was worthy of my submission.

“Do you like it Ron?” She asked as she slowly started to stroke her futa-cock.

“Yes goddess,” I said as I licked my lips. “I want to worship it.” I bit down on my lip as I started to breathe heavily.

“Do it,” she said. Anne took a few steps in my direction and her cock was rubbing against my face. I closed my eyes and inhaled through my nose as I felt the warmth of her body. She ran her fingers through my hair and finally I began to kiss her soft cock.

It started to react to my kisses by the fourth or fifth one. Slowly, it grew in length and width, and it felt as if it could grow forever. I lifted it and began kissing underneath her futa-cock as I worked my way up to the pulsing crown. My lips were at the very tip, and I looked at her as I opened my mouth and tasted her for the first time. She closed her eyes and pushed my head down on her futa-cock. I did everything that I could to get as much of her inside of my mouth. She got half of it inside of me, and then she opened her eyes and looked at me.

“Clothes. Off. Now.” She said as she slowly pulled her futa-cock from my mouth. She used her hand to move her cock and gently slap me across the face with it. Its firmness was much more than anything I could I ever achieve.

Anne stroked her cock as I got out of my clothes. She was looking at me and studying my body as I revealed myself to her. She looked down at my hard cock and smirked.

“It’s smaller than mine,” she said as she stepped towards me. She put her foot on my cock and lightly played with it. “And it’s hard too. Is that all that you’ve got.”

“Yes goddess,” I said as her foot teased my pulsing erection.

“No wonder you’re willing to serve me,” she said, “a little cock like that could never make a woman happy.”

The fact that she was criticizing my manhood only aided in my desire to worship her. She was absolutely right about my inability to pleasure a woman effectively. It was one of the many reasons that I had trained myself to be good at giving oral, and to use my tongue in places that the average man would never consider. It was my way of working around the system, and through the years I had learned to turn insults directed towards my size into fuel for erections. She laughed as my cock started to get even more interested after she insulted it.

“Your cock isn’t going to do much for me,” she said as she turned around. Her ass gently grazed against my nose. “Your tongue will have to make up for it.”

“Yes goddess,” I said, “I would love to lick your ass. It’s beautiful.”

“Good answer,” she said as she started to walk backwards towards my face.

Once her ass made contact with my face she continued to push backwards until I started to let my body lay down on the floor. She continued pressing her ass against my face until I was on my back and then she sat down on my face as if it was her personal throne. I was so happy that I got to experience what it was like to be her chair, and I no longer felt jealousy towards the passenger seat of my car.

Anne used her hands to spread her ass apart, and I slipped my tongue between her thick, strong cheeks and tasted her asshole for the very first time. It was the most delicious ass that I had ever had the pleasure of pleasing and she added more weight so that it could go deeper inside of her hole.

“Yeah, that’s right!” Anne said as she started to bounce up and down on my face, “you’re nothing but a fucking ass licker!”

My cock twitched on its own. I was tempted to reach down and begin to stroke my cock, but I did not want to suffer any consequences from my goddess. She was very firm, and I could tell that if I did anything without permission she would scold me in the best case scenario. I had no intentions of trying to end the session, and I wished that I could have kept my tongue inside of her ass forever.

As I lived my fantasy out I could not help but think of a scenario where she brought me to Brazil to serve her full time. I imagined my body being restrained with my head serving as a place for her to sit as she worked on her business. I could see her colleagues coming into her office and noticing that she had an American man to use as a stool, and I could only hope to hear the things they would say about it after they dealt with her. She would surely come across as a ruthless business woman if it was known that she used a man as a chair.

She used my face for what felt like hours. I did my best to keep up with her rhythm as she bounced up and down on my face, and I fought through the fatigue. My tongue began to feel nothing, and my face was being covered with my own saliva. She moaned as she continued to ride my face.

“Do you think you can handle my futa-cock inside of you?” She asked as she leaned forward to give me a chance to speak.

“Yes goddess,” I answered. Slowly she began to stand, and when she turned around I was confronted with the largest cock that I had ever seen in my life.

“Are you sure about that now?” She asked as she turned slightly to the side to show off the huge length of her futa-cock.

“Yes,” I swallowed some of the built up saliva in my mouth as I looked in awe at the masterpiece before me. “Yes goddess, I’m ready.”


Bottom for a futa


Iremained on my back as she dropped to her knees between my legs. With a gap between her body and mine, her futa-cock formed a bridge that rested on my body. I closed my eyes for a brief second and got my head into the zone for what was to come.

“Just tell me if it’s too much,” she said as she started to use her own saliva to lubricate her cock.

“Yes goddess,” I said in a whisper, “I’m ready for it.”

Her futa-cock was pressed into my ass and she slowly allowed my ass to adjust to her girth. She gasped when the crown entered inside, and I moaned from the pleasure. My cock twitched again without even being touched and she wrapped her fingers around it, and squeezed hard. I let out sounds that I had never made before as she looked me in the eyes and pressed her cock deeper inside of my ass. The only thing that could have made the experience more enjoyable was if she was somehow able to sit on my face at the same time.

Anne started to fuck me slowly with her hand firmly wrapped around my cock. She progressively made her thrusts harder and faster, but at a rate that I could handle. She was clearly experienced at breaking in a new man, and I reached behind me to hold on to the leg of a chair tightly as I tried to maintain my dignity. I knew that I was making faces that made me look pathetic, but it never seemed to phase her. She was reading me, watching me, and adjusting to what I could handle. Eventually, she came to the conclusion that I was ready for her full thrashing.

“Such a tiny dick,” she said as she let go of it, “that’s why you’re getting fucked!” Her hips were slamming against mine, and she pushed my ankles towards my head.

She was inside of me deeply, and I looked down to see that the majority of her futa-cock was still outside of my ass. I didn’t seem possible for her to get the entire thing in, and she was aware of it. Anne was fucking me harder and faster than anything that I had ever been able to do. If I was pumping my cock inside of her with the same speed I would have came within seconds.

“Do you think you’re a man?” She asked as she reached over and squeezed my face with the same hand she used to hold my cock, “huh! You think a real man gets fucked in the ass?”

“No goddess!” I called out as her words heightened the sensitivity. Her belly was brushing against the underside of my cock as she leaned over.

“Open your fucking mouth!” She ordered. She allowed her spit to trickle out of her mouth as soon as I obeyed. I swallowed every drop of it, and it served as another reminder of who was in charge. “Do you like that?” She asked.

“Yes goddess!” I said, “thank you so much!”

“You’re fucking pathetic,” she said as she started to fuck me with hate in her eyes. I knew that she liked me, but as her futa-cock pummeled my ass it felt as if she had become a different person.

She was the only woman in my life that had the natural ability to dominate. Everything about her was worthy of worship, and her attitude as she fucked me made me love her futa-cock even more. I wanted her to punish me. The feeling of shame that I felt as she spit in my mouth and fucked me as if I was nothing was something that I would forever remember. The need for her cock inside of my ass was very real, and I begged her as she slammed into me to go harder and faster.

“Are you sure?” She said. She took her hand from my face and repositioned herself so that she had the most amount of leverage.

Her cock was pulled almost entirely out of my ass with only the crown staying inside and she slammed it hard inside of my ass and repeated the process several times. It felt like her cock was growing in size and getting harder as it pressed against the walls of my ass. My cock was twitching, and it started to shoot come all over my chest and belly without even being touched. She laughed as she continued to fuck me mercilessly, and I felt her futa-cock twitch inside of my ass.

“Good job,” she said as I let out my pleasure in vocal form. My come was dripping down the sides of my body.

She started to moan, and her cock turned into a vibrating stone as it shot her hot come inside of my ass. I yelled her name as my ass was constricting rapidly around her cock. Anne’s eyes rolled into the back of her skull as she emptied herself inside of me.

“Holy fuck!” I said as I started to focus on my breathing. “Wow.” I said plainly as she stopped thrusting her cock in and out of my ass.

Anne kept her futa-cock inside of me for a minute as it continued to shoot out the last few drops of her come. When she pulled it out of my ass there was a clear personality shift. Her tone was soft and sweet like it had been inside of the mall, and she leaned down and kissed me gently on the lips.

“Are you okay Ron?” She asked as she smiled at me sweetly.

“Yes goddess,” I answered. I lifted my head from the floor and pecked her on the lips. She did not turn my kiss into a situation where she felt the need to punish me, and that made me feel good about her as a potential long term partner.

She helped me off of the floor and led me into the shower. I grabbed a washcloth and after putting a huge gob of liquid soap on it, I cleaned every square inch of her perfect body. It was such a powerful bonding moment, and it displayed my desire to serve her. She acted as if my desire to please her in that way was normal and expected.

“I’ll feel so bad when you have to leave,” I said as I cleaned the spaces between her toes.

“Aww,” she said as she put her hand out for me to take. She helped me to my feet and then she pulled me in tightly to her body. The soap was spreading all over my chest. “You can always come down to Brazil and live with me.”

“Really?” I asked. “Are you sure?”

“Sure,” she took the washcloth from my hand and started to clean me. “As long as you really are committed to serve me.”

“I am,” I said, “I want to worship you as my goddess everyday.” It felt like the opportunity of a lifetime to get out of the terrible job I had and to live with a beautiful woman that understood who I was as a person.

“Good,” she said. “You’ll have to start making arrangements quickly.” She continued to spread soap all over my body.

It was in that moment that I was glad that I never did much with my life. If I had owned a home, or a lot of things then it would take me a long time to be able to get rid of them. As she washed my body I realized that all I had to do was pack a few bags, throw out most of my unnecessary items, and sell my car. There was only three months left on the lease to my apartment, so I knew I could just pay it down and leave the key for the landlord.

“I’ll do it!” I said proudly. I felt a rush of excitement from the prospects of starting a new life, with a new woman. Everything that I ever wanted in life was happening, and it was all because I was willing to talk to Anne. It could have been anyone, but I was the lucky one that got to serve her.

“Good,” she said, “now bend over!” She started to laugh and I noticed that her futa-cock was growing.

“Yes goddess,” I said as I turned around and presented her with my ass.

My fantasy had become my life in the blink of an eye!


Part XIII


Femdom FUTA Wife: Cuckold MMF



The crazy game we play


There was only one day left of chastity until my release, however, my futa wife Dani wanted me to participate in one of the most humiliating sessions on the planet for a married man. We had an open marriage, and as one would imagine, I spent my days in chastity while Dani had several men trying to sleep with her. I had no desire to sleep with another woman as I viewed it my role to be subservient to my beautiful futa queen, but I couldn’t help but feel shame when she told me that she wanted to cuckold me as a way to enhance her alpha male boyfriend’s virility. It was something that I was willing to do for my love, but I would be lying if I said I didn’t feel a great amount of shame when I had to look the man in the eye as he pleasured my futa wife in a way that I would never be able to accomplish.

Her boyfriend’s name was John, and he was much larger than me and a loyal servant to the gym. He claimed to spend four hours a day working out, and he often insulted me for hardly putting any effort into my physical appearance. He wasn’t wrong. I’m just a skinny fat beta male, and I’ve made attempts at trying to become more thing and strong, but not for the purpose of being an alpha male. I just want to look better in the dresses Dani likes to put on me when we have fun in the bedroom.

I actually met Dani at an even that was hosted to bring people in the BDSM community together. I was surprised to see Dani not getting the same amount of attention as the other females at the event, so I approached her thinking that I would have the best odds finding a mistress by pursuing the one without as many people competing. She told me the reason for it, and initially I wasn’t sure about the whole idea of her being a futa. Her personality, however, put me at ease, and I started to think that choosing her over a conventional woman would be the better choice for me. She seemed to really like me, and she also didn’t seem as full of herself like the other women at the event that had several guys running up to them and calling her “goddess” and “mistress” before even shaking her hand or introducing themselves.

My strategy when meeting a potential mistress was to not bow down and make myself look like her sub so early on. To me, a potential mistress has to earn my obedience, and I think that I earn their respect by not overdoing it like the average guy that attended those sort of events. They always made comments about how it was nice to talk to an actual person, and I felt the same. BDSM is a fun thing to do, but I just don’t think you secure a partner by roleplaying right off the bat. You have to engage them as a normal person, so that they can see that you’re not a complete weirdo.

One of the things that I had always wanted to try, but was too afraid to ask about was cuckolding. Dani told me within five seconds of telling me that she was a futa that she was only looking for a partner that was a willing cuckold.

“I do all of this to weed out any possible time wasters. A lot of guys want a mistress, but they really only want to indulge some of their personal fantasies. If you want to play with me, you have to do something that I like too!” She said.

I was nervous about agreeing to it all, but I did in the end. It was that type of feeling that I had that made me love the submissive lifestyle. You never truly know what to expect, and your comfort zone is constantly being tested, and this creates a huge surge of excitement and anxiety for me. That’s when I feel alive the most, and in that way I guess you could call me a bit of a thrill seeker.

I had been cucked in the past, so it wasn’t like this experience was too scary for me, but I was desperately ready to have an orgasm after being locked in chastity for so long. This was the final act. The final task that needed to be completed so that my mistress would allow me to have an explosive orgasm. It felt like I was preparing for battle even though I knew that I was in no way going to be perceived as the victor. I’m the cuckold; that’s all that I am!

“When John arrives, you are to greet him and offer him something to drink,” Dani said to me, “and whenever the time is right you are to help him prepare for his and I night. Do you understand cuck?” She asked as she was putting on some makeup.

“Yes mistress,” I answered as I handed her her lipstick. It was my duty to serve as her assistant whenever she was getting ready for a date. It was during these moments where a lot of instructions were given to me, and I mostly just said “yes mistress,” or “I understand mistress.” There wasn’t much to discuss outside of what was expected from me as her loyal cuckold. On the outside it may look cruel, but this is exactly how I like to be treated by wife.

How John wanted me to help him prepare was entirely up to him. Typically this involved me helping him take a shower and cleaning all of the hard to reach places on his body for him, and other times it meant degrading myself by kissing and licking his feet. Sometimes he was nice, and other times I could tell that he just wanted to make a fool of me. I was okay with either option as I had long accepted my sexual role in the universe. The cuckold lifestyle is not for everyone, but if it’s for you it can be one of the most rewarding experiences of your life. To see how happy you can make your mistress by submitting yourself to her in every way is what keeps me going in this world. I love every minute of it, and I don’t have a single regret about it.

“When will he arrive?” I asked as she handed me the lipstick and I handed her a piece of tissue paper so that she could remove the excess lipsticks on her lips.

“Within in the hour,” she said, “why don’t you wait for him by the door? I’m sure he’ll be so happy to see you on your knees waiting for him outside.” She started to stand up and I caught a glimpse of her futa-cock. I wanted to worship it so bad, but I knew that if I kept quiet and was a good little bitch I would have my chance later on in the evening when she was getting fucked by John’s cock.

“Yes mistress,” I answered. “I’ll do that right now.” I crawled out of the bedroom, and I waited until I rounded the corner to stand up. My mistress preferred me to crawl whenever she was in the bedroom. She said that it was a sign of respect, so I did not fight her. Disrespecting my femdom futa wife was not an option.

The neighbors must have really wondered what kind of crazy stuff we were into because they had seen me outside before wearing my sissy outfit. They were too shy to comment on it, but the lack of invitations in our mailbox told me all that we needed to know about our social standing. I have to admit, Dani and I are not the best party guests. We often role play in public, but we do our best to not overly involve anyone else. It’s mostly just our usually, “come here, bitch” and “yes goddess” back and forth. Little did they know it wasn’t uncommon for us to go into public places with me wearing a dress and full makeup, so that I could experience the public’s ridicule. If it weren’t for the chastity device, the same of everyone knowing that I was a sissy would have caused me to be walking around with a steel cock that couldn’t go down.

My breathing became more fast when I saw his SUV pull in front of our home. I had to get myself ready for the onslaught of insults he was going to hit me with for waiting on the front porch while wearing a wig and a dress.

“You got this,” I said quietly to myself as he started to get out of his vehicle. “One more thing to do, and your goddess will let you out of chastity. Keep your eyes on the prize!” I stopped talking when John started to walk towards me.


Preparing the alpha male for his session with my goddess


“How’s it going there, cuck?” John said as he climbed the steps to our porch. He was wearing a tight white v-neck shirt and a pair of torn jeans. I envied the way his chest muscles popped out of his shirt.

“Everything is good sir,” I said, “let me get the door for you.” I quickly got up so that I could open the door. I waited for him to enter our home before I closed the door behind me. “Let me help you with your shoes sir.” Quickly, I dropped to my knees and I untied his shoes. He placed his hand on my head to steady himself so that I could take each shoe off one by one. “Can I get you something to drink sir?” I asked while trying to avoid eye contact. I could just sense how pathetic he thought I was whenever I was sissified like I was.

“Naw, I’m good.” He said as he started to walk towards the bedroom. “Dani’s in here?” He asked.

“Yes sir.” I answered quickly, “but she is not ready to see you yet sir. She instructed me to help you prepare for your session tonight.” I said as I looked at his feet. “Sir!” I nearly forgot to give him the respect that he deserved as an alpha male.

“Oooh, that was a close one.” He said, “look at me cuck! You keep looking at my feet like you want to clean them like you did that other time.” He was laughing at me, and my face grew red the moment our eyes met. “Is that what you want cuck? You want to lick my feet?” He asked.

“It is my duty to do whatever you want sir!” I said feeling foolish as he smiled at me. He was much taller than I and that made looking him in the eyes appear as submissive. Nothing I could do would make me look equal or greater than him, but that was never my goal.

“I appreciate that but,” he paused as he looked me up and down. “Doesn’t a woman like you want to suck on these toes?” He asked as he held out one of his feet.

I was being tested. I was sure that he had no interest in having me worship his feet, but instead he was interested in the power game. By calling me a woman, he knew that he was attacking that part of my ego that still clung to my personal identity as a man. I in no way consider myself a woman, but I do consider myself a sissified beta male cuckold. He wanted me to ask him for the honor of worshiping his manly feet, so I decided to give him exactly what he desired.

“May I please lick your feet sir?” I asked while looking at him with conviction. I knew that I was not to be taken seriously because of the makeup and dress that I wore, but I wanted him to know that I was committed to my role.

“So now my feet are good enough for you?” He was laughing and he knew what he was doing, “why the sudden change of heart cuck?”

“I forgot how delicious your feet were sir.” I answered hoping to placate his need to verbally humiliate me.

John seemed to no longer be interested barging into the bedroom to see my mistress. He chose to sit down on my couch with his feet kicked up on the coffee table. He looked at me expectantly, and I knew exactly what I had to do. My cock made an attempt at getting hard, but not because I was excited to lick his feet, but because it was likely my futa wife would walk in on us and have something to say about it. Humiliating myself was always the most enjoyable when it was for Dani’s benefit.

I dropped to my knees right next to the coffee table and carefully removed John’s socks. Neatly, I folded them in half and placed them on the table. I did not want him to feel as if I was disrespecting him by tossing them on the floor. A normal human would not care if their socks were thrown to the side before somebody was about to lick them, but I had to be careful. As a cuckold, you start to understand that showing your masters respect is paramount for your ability to serve them. After all, if I disappointed John, he might have told my mistress about the offense and that would put my release from chastity up in the air. I wanted to come. I needed to come.

“I was at the gym today,” he said as I started to put my lips closer to his feet, “but don’t worry! I took a shower!” He was toying with me. He knew that I was not the biggest fan of licking his feet even though I told them how delicious they were to me. “I did go on a pretty long walk though, so this should feel really good. Go on cuck, lick my feet!” He was wiggling his toes.

The initial flavor of his sweaty feet was strong, but as it began to mix with my own saliva it was more palatable. He pulled out his cellphone and started to play around on the internet while I methodically sucked the sweat from every toe, before turning my attention to the bottoms of his feet. I sucked on his heels and he actually made a slight moan, but I could tell that he was trying to hide how much he loved the feeling. I’ve never had anyone that was willing to worship me like this, but I have sucked on a couple of my own toes in the past. I thought it felt really nice, so I could only imagine what it would feel like to have someone else do it for you while you got to entertain yourself on the internet.

“Oh,” goddess Dani had entered the room and graced us with her beautiful voice, “what do we have here?” She asked.

“I hope you don’t think I’m cheating on you!” John said to my wife. “I just find it so difficult to turn down a woman that is begging to suck on my toes!” John lightly slapped me with the bottom of his foot. “Keep sucking bitch!” He broke character and he and Dani shared a round of laughter at my expense.

I didn’t dare take my eyes away from John’s feet, but I could see my mistress out of my peripherals. She was looking down at me with a cocky smile, and it made my cock swell inside of its container. She was enjoying the show of seeing her beta male husband service her alpha male boyfriend’s feet. The thing is, licking his feet was among the least humiliating things that would be happening. I would be watching this man pleasure my wife with his superior cock, and in the end I would be ordered to clean her ass with my tongue. It was the cuckold’s duty to ensure a clean ass after it had been dirtied by the alpha male’s come.

“Let me show you something John,” Dani said as she walked behind me. She dropped to her knees and I felt her hands pull my dress up to expose my naked ass to her. “He loves it when I fuck him, but his poor little cock can’t really do much when it’s inside of its chastity cage!” I felt her strong hand spank my ass and I moaned with one of John’s toes in my mouth. They both laughed at me, and I started to tremble.

She was right. I loved it when she pegged me with her futa-cock. It was an amazing experience, but rarely did it happen when I was out of chastity. It was a sure fire way to give me the most powerful orgasms, and she was quite aware of that fact, hence why she would do it mostly when I had my cock inside of its restraint. I could feel the pleasure, but not the full amount, and she would stop conveniently whenever my cock reached the point of being able to produce a shot of semen despite it only being semi erect. She was a cruel mistress, but I will always love and worship her no matter what she does!

“Getting fucked in the ass while sucking on some feet,” John laughed at me as he slapped me again with his foot, “you. Are. Fucked. Up.”

The crown of my wife’s futa-cock was flirting with my asshole. She was testing my ability to take it, and I felt her warm saliva trickle down my crack and she used her cock to spread it around my ass. Slowly, I could feel her press it inside of me and my cock jerked instinctively. The sound of the lock on the cock cage slapping against the cage itself made her laugh as she was familiar with the sound. She began to rock her futa-cock in and out of me with increasing speeds while I sucked on her boyfriend’s feet.

John was starting to feel aroused as I noticed his hand slip towards his crotch. He was enjoying the visual stimulation of seeing his futa girlfriend fuck another man from behind. He would never allow her to do such a thing, but that did not mean he didn’t enjoy watching a pathetic loser such as myself be subjected to this level of humiliation.

“Look at how much she loves my cock!” Dani said as she smacked my ass. “Such a good bitch, yeah!” She smacked my ass again as her cock filled my ass.

I found it difficult to focus on John’s feet. My eyes were rolling into the back of my skull and I started to moan and breathe uncontrollably. My cock was aching as it had filled the entire container that it was stuffed inside, and it wanted to grow larger, but it could not. The chastity device made having a full erection entirely impossible.

“Alright,” John said as he pulled his feet away from my face, “I’m ready. Dani let me get inside of your ass!”

I felt a ton of frustration. John ended my pleasure just as it was starting to feel amazing...


My mouth is for their come


“Lay down on your back bitch!” Dani ordered me as she pulled her massive futa-cock from my ass.

“Yes mistress,” I said as I quickly obeyed her command. I was looking up and I could see her massive cock throbbing. It must have been hell for her to not be able to blow her load.

“Open your mouth.” She said as she started to get down on my body so that John could fuck her from behind.

I was going to have to taste my own ass as she planned on fucking my mouth as she got pleasured from behind from John. John was laughing at the idea of me having to suck her futa-cock while he was going to blow his load inside of her ass. I was expected to eat the loads of two people, and there were no plans in either of their minds to allow me to have an orgasm. I was just a prop that they could humiliate.

“Your wife’s ass is looking prime right now cuck,” John said as he got behind my wife. “It’s a shame you don’t get to do what I do.”

There was no way for me to respond to him because my wife shoved her massive futa-cock into my mouth. I licked and sucked the flavor from her dick.

“No teeth!” Dani said as she thrusted her cock in my mouth to emphasize her point. She was looking down at me with a smile, but that quickly disappeared whenever John rammed his cock inside of her ass.

I could hear the sound of John spanking my wife. There was nothing I could do to defend her, but even if I had the chance she would be upset. It was hard to comprehend how Dani was my goddess, but to John she was nothing more than a hole to fuck. She loved to be treated that way by a man that was worthy of her respect. I, on the other hand, was expected to keep my mouth open and pleasure her futa-cock while some other man fucked my wife. It was a situation that most men would never allow themselves to be apart of, but it was what I had signed up for when I met my wife at the event. I agreed to be her cuckold, and that meant that I was essentially a come rag for her and her boyfriends whenever they were finished making passionate love.

As John fucked Dani with more power, her futa-cock went in and out of my mouth with more conviction. It was a struggle to make sure that I did not accidentally allow my teeth to touch her cock, so I did my best to focus with all of my energy. I had to clear my mind and tackle the task at hand. Failure to do so would mean a prolonged chastity sentence, and I had become so excited at the prospect of being allowed to clean my pipe.

Dani had grown accustomed to the strength of John’s cock and she was now able to look at me and smile. She knew that I was working hard to satisfy her, and I wondered what it must feel like to have your dick and ass pleasured at the same time. She was in the best position as even John did not have someone servicing him from behind. She made sure to let me know how much better John’s cock was compared to mine.

“If only your dick wasn’t so tiny,” she said I continued to get face fucked by her massive futa-cock.

“Yeah cuck,” John smacked her ass and started to jackhammer her ass. “If only you weren’t such a little bitch!”

I could feel John’s testosterone through my wife’s cock. It felt like he was hate fucking my wife to show me that I was worthless. As he went harder and faster, I was subsequently feeling the effects as her cock was essentially doing the same to my mouth. My saliva was starting to drip all over my face, and the sound of my wife’s laughter made my cock stir. Being in chastity while in a threesome is one of the most frustrating feelings in the world. I’m doing all of this work, and enduring so much humiliation for no personal reward. The only reward is the happiness of Dani, and after all, that is what I feel is most important in my life. When we were married I made sure to let her know that I would dedicate my life to serving her and that I would do whatever it took to make her happy.

Dani’s cock was starting to contract in my mouth. I knew that she was preparing to shoot her load into my mouth, and I would have no choice but to swallow it quickly as soon she would be sitting her ass on my face, and I would be expected to clean up after John. I loved licking her ass, and I was hoping that when she released me from chastity that I would be able to have my orgasm while licking her asshole. It felt right to have my tongue buried deep inside of her hole.

“Almost there John,” Dani said to him so that he was aware that she was preparing to blow her load inside of me.

Instead of saying anything, John smacked her ass and began thrashing in and out of her with all of his might. I could feel the effect that the increased rhythm had on my wife as her cock was trembling inside of my mouth. Her initial burst caused her to let out a massive moan, and I quickly swallowed it to the best of my ability. There was more come to come.

“That’s right bitch,” she said, “swallow my come!”

“Fuck!” John said. It was evident that he had just begun shooting his own load inside of her ass. It was possible that the thought of her being brought to orgasm served as a catalyst for releasing his own. “So much come for the cuck to eat!” He said with a bit of laughter.

Dani pulled her cock from my mouth whenever she was finished coming, but some of her come dripped around my face. I had my eyes shut as I tried to swallow it all.

“Open your eyes bitch!” Dani shouted at me. As soon as I opened my eyes I could see her smiling over me with saliva dripping out of her mouth. I had just finished swallowing her come, and I opened my mouth to catch her spit. “Good cuck!” She said.

Dani waited a moment for me to swallow her spit, and then she started to crawl up my body. I kissed her crotch and parts of her ass before she put her feet flat on the ground and aimed her asshole to my mouth. With all of her weight, she sat her ass down on my face, and with my mouth open I began to taste the saltiness of John’s come. She looked down at me with a smile as I started to clean her ass.

“How’s it taste bitch?” John said as he stood over me, and looked down. My wife kissed his soft cock, “You see that? I get my dick kissed, and you get to clean ass. You’re a joke!”

He walked off, and I assumed he went into the shower to clean himself. Dani remained seated on my face until I cleaned up all of the come. When I was finished she remained seated simply to tease and taunt me. She laughed at how my cock was moving around, and how it filled the cage.

“You’ve done a good job my dear husband,” her voice was sweet and calm, “thank you for being such a good cuckold. I’m the luckiest woman on the planet!” She finally lifted her ass from my face. I licked the outside of my mouth to the best of my ability to get the last bits of come that had been spread all over my face.

“Thank you goddess,” I said.

“Tomorrow is your day,” she started to walk towards the shower to join John, “you’ve earned it. Just clean up this mess and make yourself scarce. John and I are going to hangout for a while.” She said. She looked even more beautiful now that she had been pleasured. Her flaccid futa-cock was still larger than my fully erect cock.

“Yes goddess,” I said as I started to sit up, “thank you goddess.” She smiled at me and then walked off to go see John.

“Tomorrow is my day!” I said under my breath as I started to clean up the mess we all made in the living room.


Part XIV


The Futa Bar: Futa on Female



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?


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.”


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.”


Part XV


FUTA Best Friend: Futa on Female



Michelle: After all of these years


Lisa was that one friend in my life that stuck with me through everything. She would go out of her way to come to see me so that she could comfort me, and I always valued her above everyone else. There was nothing, it seemed, that I could do that would make her turn her back on me, and I loved her dearly for it. Despite her loyalty, I always felt as if she was hiding something very important from me, but I could never figure out exactly what that secret was until one day when she let something slip.

She was over my house one night and we were coffee when I noticed something strange when she stood up. I had to wipe my eyes a few times to make sure that I was seeing clear. There was a bulge in her pants, and I couldn’t explain why it was there. It seemed possible that the fabric of her sweatpants was bunched up, but I saw her put her hand over the bulge and apply pressure. Nothing changed, and I didn’t know what was going on. I had no reason to think that she was hiding anything crazy, so I asked her outright what the hell was going on down there.

“Lisa sweetie,” I said, “What is going on in your pants?” I pointed at her crotch and began to laugh. The look on her face told me that I might have made a huge mistake.

“I-It’s nothing.” She said as her face turned bright red. “Don’t worry about it!” Her reaction intrigued me. I had no idea why she would respond with anything other than laughter or a comeback of her own.

“No seriously.” I replied. “What is going on down there? What’s the big problem?” I stood up and approached her with a smile. There wasn’t a single part of me that expected her to have anything that was worth hiding from me. That is, until I got close enough to touch her crotch. “Oh, umm.” I said not knowing how to react. “What is that?” I asked.

She took a deep breath and looked me in the eye. I could tell that she was not really in the mood to talk about whatever it was, but I had been aggressive enough for her to just tell me the truth.

“I’m a futa.” She said. “Does that make you happy Michelle?” She asked with an annoyed tone.

“F-futa?” I said. I had no idea what she was talking about. “What the hell does that mean?” I was starting to really feel as if Lisa had been lying to me about something big.

“Okay,” she said. It appeared as if she managed to push all of her feelings of shame and embarrassment from her mind. “Look.” She pulled down her pants and I gasped at what I saw.

“T-that’s a penis!” I was stunned with what she was showing me. “I-is this s-some sort of weird joke?” I asked not knowing what else to say. Why on Earth does my best friend have a penis?

Initially, I had no idea how she could have hidden this from me for so long, but in hindsight she always made a point to avoid taking her clothes off in front of me. A lot of my other friends had no problem wearing their panties while I was in the room, but it wasn’t exactly a red flag that she was against it. I also realized that Lisa must have spent a lot of time taping her cock down so that it was never visible, because I was curious as to how I never noticed the bulge until this time.

“This is who I am honey,” she said as her tone shifted to a more flirty one. “It looks like you’re interested.” She smiled at me and grabbed my hand and pulled it towards her futa-cock. “Feels good doesn’t it?” She asked.

My heart was thumping and there were so many thoughts going on in my mind at the time. My best friend had just turned my world upside down, and I had my hand on her soft cock. What surprised me even more than her cock was how I felt about it. For some reason I had felt this insatiable lust for her that I could not explain. I didn’t realize it until she mentioned it, but I started to squeeze my breast as I fondled her cock. She was slowly growing hard in my hand. Instinctively, I started stroking her cock once I realized that she was beginning to feel aroused. It wasn’t what I would have thought I would have done, but in the moment that was, I felt, the appropriate action.

“Oh my god, it’s so big!” I said as I watched her futa-cock turn into something larger than anything I had seen on any other man before. “D-does it feel good for you to, you know, use it?” I was trying my best to manage my lust for her, and her sweet voice wasn’t helping that situation at all.

“Why don’t you find out for yourself?” She asked. Lisa removed her hand from mine and pulled my face close to hers. “It’s finally happening,” she said, “after all of these years I can finally tell you the truth.” She pressed her lips against mine and kissed me gently. Looking at me carefully, she was determining if I was okay with her to continue. That kiss sealed the deal for me above all else. It was a natural kiss that just felt right. It didn’t matter that she was my best friend, or a woman with an oversized futa-cock.

I was the one that initiated the next kiss. It felt good to have her hold me, and it felt better to touch her large, warm cock. I had every intention to get on my knees and worship her cock as if it was a deity that I prayed to every night before sleeping. Something compelled me to show her my admiration, and instead of fighting those strange feelings I decided to embrace them. I worked my lips to her neck and gently bit and sucked as she moaned. Her hands were exploring my backside and I decided to work my lips down her body towards her stiff cock.

“It’s beautiful.” I said when my mouth was only inches from her futa-cock. “I love it so much!” I began kissing the crown of her cock and she looked down at my eyes. I was trying to show her that I accepted her, but more so that I found her sexually attractive. I understood the bravery it took for her to reveal to me her lifelong secret, and to a good friend at that.

It was crazy that it happened so fast like that. If it wasn’t for the fact that I had known Lisa for so long I’m not so positive I would have been so quick to go down on her. Just knowing that she had a cock made me look at her in a completely different way. It made it so that I could see her as sexual partner, and it was a bonus that I had known her for so long already. If anyone deserved to have my lips wrapped around their cock, it was Lisa.

She put her hand on the back of my head and pushed me down her massive cock. I flicked my tongue and hummed on the way down to add pleasure, and she looked down at me with a more fiery passion. She went from soft and sweet to seeing me as her little fuck toy in the blink of an eye, and that look she gave me drove my pussy wild. I wanted to feel her futa-cock inside of me, and I wanted to know what it felt like to have a woman come inside of me. Something about her led me to believe her cock could pleasure me more than even my most expensive vibrator.

I always saw Lisa as a beautiful woman. She inspired me a lot, and I used her as the standard to which I compared my own beauty. I never felt as if I was on her level, and maybe that was why I felt so comfortable to be on my knees for her. She was taller than me, her boobs were larger, her ass was bigger, and her sense of style was much greater than mine. By the time I caught on to one of the trends she was sporting, she had already moved on to something better. She was always making me look as if I was coming in second place. Lisa was, indeed, the superior woman in almost every single way imaginable.

As I was on my knees with her futa-cock in my mouth, it dawned on me. I had always wondered why she never went home with guys. I used to think it was because she considered herself too classy of a woman to hook up casually, but I realized that it was because not many men would be happy to discover what she had in her pants. It must have been hard for her, because she was getting so much attention, and the only way that she could keep her secret was if she was rude to these guys. I used to think she was insane to reject the quality guys that frequently approached her in the nightclubs that we went to, and some nights I actually resented her for turning down such studs.

“Fuck, I’ve been waiting a long time for this.” Lisa said as she thrust her cock in and out of my mouth. “I thought this day would never come!” She was getting progressively more excited as her cock explored the inside of my wet mouth.

After all of these years, I never thought I’d do anything with a woman, or that I’d find out that my best friend was a futa. I didn’t even know what a futa was, and in a way, I guess that made us agree on the point of thinking that this day would never come. It was beyond my abilities to even imagine being on my knees with my lips wrapped around her massive futa-cock, and if you would have told me I probably would have never agreed with the idea. I guess I just had to see it for myself, and I’m glad that I was given the opportunity.

“I’m going to fuck you to the point of no return.” She said as she pulled her cock from my mouth, “you’ll never want to date a man again!” She gripped her cock with her hand and playfully slapped me across the face. “You’re officially my bitch now!”

“Yes ma’am.” I agreed with everything that she said as her cock slapped my cheek. “I’ll do anything and everything to please you!” It felt good to submit to her; it was my natural role considering how wonderful Lisa is.


Lisa: Finally, I’m getting something that I want!


Deciding not to tape down my cock was the best decision I ever made. I knew that I would never go anywhere with Michelle if I didn’t make my move eventually. Still, I was shy when she first called me out on my bulge as I was expecting to be the one to bring it up first. Her attention to detail was always something that she excelled at. Seeing how positively she reacted made me feel so good about myself. I was fully prepared to lose a good friend, and possibly leave town if she freaked out when she saw it.

It’s not easy to be me. I get a ton of attention from guys, and while I don’t have anything against the idea of sleeping with a man, I struggle with the fact that I have a cock. In 99% of the encounters I would be likely to have my cock would likely make the man feel inferior as I’ve found through research that I’m on the top end of the spectrum when it comes to cock size. A lot of guys would have a hard time dealing with that, and I’ve always feared that they would respond in a way to try and bring me down. Is having a reasonable sex life too much to ask for?

It’s hard for me to describe the feeling I had when she got on her knees to suck my futa-cock. Her tongue felt good, but I was more pleased with the visual of seeing her on her knees submitting to me in a symbolic act of acceptance. It proved that she did not have any bad thoughts about me being a futa and that did loads for my confidence. I was tempted to come on her face for the simple pleasure of seeing a dominated woman at my feet, but I needed to put my cock inside of her. I’ve never been able to sleep with a woman before even though the thought of doing so controls my mind for practically every second of the day.

“Ma’am?” I said to her. I was surprised how quickly she was giving me a title of respect. “That’s okay, but I’d rather you call me hmm,” I thought for a moment, “you can call me goddess!” I always wanted to be treated like an all powerful female god. She looked excited when I gave her permission to refer to me as such.

“Yes g-goddess,” she said in the cutest way imaginable. “I need you inside of me.” I could see the drool slowly coming out of her mouth. It looked as if she had gotten used to having my cock inside of her mouth, and never realized that she could close it. I chuckled at the thought, even though I knew she had no idea what I thought was funny. Her eyes told me that she was feeling a mixture of insecurity and arousal.

“The safe word is “candy.” You are familiar with safe words right?” I asked. I may have never tried it before, but I had watched enough porn to know how to dominate a woman. I was ready for my time to test out what I had learned from the internet. There was an obvious level of excitement in the air for the two of us. Each of us were traveling down a path that we had never been down before.

“I understand goddess.” She said with a serious tone. I could tell that she was anticipating something to happen, and I hadn’t quite yet decided how I was going to dominate her.

Hearing her call me goddess filled me with a crazy desire to grab her by the hair and pull her into the other room so that I could bend her over the couch. Taking away her ability to use her hands was a priority of mine and a fantasy that I intended to act out. For me, the idea of sexually dominating someone is even more arousing when your submissive is as willing as Michelle. I decided to act on that urge, and so I pulled her by the hair and walked her into the other room. She did nothing to resist, and it was clear to me that she was turned on beyond belief. It felt good to be the boss!

“Get naked bitch!” I ordered as I started to get rid of my own clothes. I always wanted to see what her body looked like even though I knew that I was objectively better built. She seemed to get lost in staring at my body as I removed my clothes. “Did I stutter?” I said in an aggressive tone. “Get. Naked. Now!” She was startled by the loudness of my voice. Part of me wondered if she was trying to test my ability to lead. If that was what she was doing, I planned on passing every test and then punishing her for even feeling as if I needed to go through such trials and tribulations.

She snapped out of her daze and obeyed my command. It felt wonderful to have the ability to give her simple verbal commands and have them obeyed. It was the power that I always thought I deserved to have, and I could not have asked for a better woman to have serving me. I watched her carefully remove her clothing. Her skin was pale, untouched by the sun’s powerful rays, and it was obvious that she could use a bit of cardio. She wasn’t overweight, but she certainly had room to improve. I decided then that I would have to show her how to get in shape if she intended to worship me as her full time goddess.

“You need to hit the gym!” I said jokingly. I knew that what I said was insulting, but I reassured her with a gentle kiss. I wanted her to feel slightly unsure of herself before I bent her over the couch and fucked her mercilessly. The idea of her enjoying my cock while simultaneously wondering if she was good enough for me was something that made my cock ache with lust.

Before she could even respond to my insult I leaned her over the couch while laughing at her. I was going to make the best of being in this position, and I was happy that I came prepared. Her body was shaking and her breathing told me that she was desperate to feel me inside of her. She looked like she was one step away from begging me to fuck her with all of my might.

“Don’t you dare move!” I said, “I’ll be right back!” I walked back into the other room to find my purse.

I was curious how she would react when I came back into the bedroom with my handcuffs. If she was smart she would realize that I had planned for this to happen all along, or she would speculate as to why I carried handcuffs around in my purse. Either way, she was not going to have the use of her arms as I thrust my cock inside of her. Both of us were going to be pleased with how it all worked out.

“Hands behind your back!” I ordered. I caught her looking back to see what I had left the room for and her reaction was one of obvious desire. She wanted to be handcuffed!

The ritual of putting handcuffs on a woman added more fuel to my already raging erection. I grew increasingly more excited as I roughly grabbed her wrists and put them in position. The sound of the handcuffs clicking shut made me even more hot. I was actually concerned about my ability to last longer than a minute as this scenario was turning out to be everything I ever imagined it to be. My best friend, and long time crush, was laying over a couch with cuffs keeping her from moving her arms and she had given me permission to do as I pleased with her. My cock couldn’t wait to be pressed inside of her wet pussy.

“You better hope I don’t lose the key to these handcuffs.” I joked as I playfully slapped her on the ass. “That would suck!” I loved feeling as if I could laugh at everything while she was unsure as to how she should act. She was in the ideal state of submission for me.


Michelle: Freaky sex with my futa best friend


Seeing my best friend become a dominant woman randomly was surprising, but it excited me for some reason. She was so strong, and my entire world view was changed when she took the helm and ordered me to refer to her as my goddess. I never thought I would place such a title on another human being, but it felt right to give it to her considering the circumstances. I didn’t know what to think about the handcuffs at first. I loved them being used on me, but I wondered about why she even had them. I have to admit, there was a part of me that suspected that she planned on telling me something tonight, and that the handcuffs were there in case everything went according to plan, but I’ll probably never know the truth behind that.

Lisa had this strange quirk I noticed once she decided to take charge of me. She was insulting me, and trying to verbally degrade me, but I knew that she didn’t really mean to hurt my feelings. It was all part of the experience, and being under her, and obeying her was proving to be a very rewarding experience. I loved every moment, every nasty insult she hurled in my direction, and most of all the feeling of her large futa-cock rubbing against the outside of my soaking wet pussy.

“Please, fuck me goddess!” I begged to her, “please. I need it so much, please!” I didn’t even care if my neighbors could hear my cries of desperation. I needed to have her futa-cock inside of me.

“Shut up bitch!” She yelled at me as she smacked my ass. I jumped because I was not expecting her to punish me so swiftly. “Oh, I better not do that too much or you’ll be bad just so that I spank you!” She somehow could tell that I was getting turned on even more as she smacked my ass.

I zoned out for a moment and thought about what it would be like to laying over her knee while out in the public. The people walking by doing their regular routine would likely do a double take to see what was going on, and then she would spank me and insult me for the world to see and hear. The thrill that would give me, and the amount of humiliation I would endure was something that I was craving for some reason. I don’t know why I was suddenly like this with her, but I knew that I had to take stock of my life because clearly I was not the type of person I thought I was.

She had told me to shut up, but I found it to be an impossible request once I began to feel the crown of her cock start to enter me. Lisa pushed in only the tip and held it there at first and her dominant demeanor turned gentle for a moment.

“Are you okay sweetie?” She asked. I appreciated the level of concern she was showing for me. It was, after all, her duty as the dominant partner to help ensure that everything was alright.

“Y-yes goddess.” I answered. “Fuck me. I need it now!” I bit down hard on my lip as I waited for her cock to be thrusted inside of me. “PLEASE!” I made sure to ask politely as I was likely setting myself up if I tried to make it look like I was the one in charge.

“Sounded like that “please” was a bit of an afterthought!” She slapped my ass hard and squeezed to help cover up the feeling of her cock being rammed deep inside of me. “

Lisa grabbed my hair roughly and continued thrusting in and out of me. The pace in which she fucked me got progressively quicker and harder and the same thing happened to the sound of my moans. It was pure ecstasy to be in the position I was in, and I allowed my mind to empty out so that I entered a sort of meditative state that would eventually lead to a powerful orgasm. For the first time in my life, I had found someone with a cock large enough to fill my entire pussy. Her futa-cock tested the limits of how much I could take, and it felt as if there was no room for anything but her cock as opposed to the many little dick men I had experienced in the past. Lisa had revolutionized my sexuality in a matter of minutes.

“Goddess,” I said, “when you’re ready, please come inside of me! I want to feel your come so bad!” I confessed. One of the primary things that interested me about her having a cock was whether or not she would be able to produce come. She didn’t say anything to imply that it was impossible after I begged her for it, so I braced myself for it to happen. I always loved the feeling of come entering me; it made me feel as if my partner actually loved me as opposed to when they pulled out and shot it all over my stomach or back.

“Don’t worry bitch,” she said as her hips were slamming hard on my ass to the point of making a loud spanking noise. “You’ll get exactly what you want!” Her voice was sinister despite the fact that she was trying to control her breathing from the work out she was doing.

Her futa-cock felt like it was growing inside of me. I realized that it was preparing to release its load inside of me and her cock muscles were contracting. My walls matched the rhythm of her cock and in unison we were brought to orgasm. I never felt anything like it before, and the feeling of her hot come as it burst inside of me made me confess my love for her. It was a love I was not aware of until I experienced what it was like to be fucked by her magical futa-cock.

“I love you goddess!” I said at the top of my lungs. “I love you so goddamn much!” I was almost in tears. The entire situation was beautiful to me for some reason, as I felt her hands all over my body. I still had no ability to use my hands and I wouldn’t mind being handcuffed for an eternity if it meant that I could be with my goddess.

“I love you too,” she said, “I have always loved you Michelle. Thank you for saying that. It means a lot.” She slowly removed her cock from me and wrapped her arms tight around me. I couldn’t hug her back at all, but I closed my eyes and enjoyed the feeling of her heart beating on my back.

We had been emotionally bonded for so long, and now that we had solidified a physical relationship we were able to complete our love. It was no longer a friendship, but a relationship between two women that understood one another. She somehow knew about my desire to submit to a beautiful woman, and she happened to have the proper personality and tools to fill that role. I was so happy to finally find someone that I could trust with my entire life.


Part XVI


FUTA Goddess Worship: Futa on Female



I had no idea that my friend was different


Carrie and I had been friends for years. I never considered her to be my best friend, but she was actually one of the most long time and consistent friends that I ever had. Arguments and fighting were virtually non existent between the two of us, and that must have been why our friendship had lasted so long. In fact, everything was pretty much non eventful until last Saturday night when she made a move on me. I was surprised, but she somehow convinced me to take a chance with her.

Carrie is a few inches taller than me and that night she was looking good. She clearly had spent a great deal of time on her makeup, and I kept getting this vibe that she was flirting with me. At first, I ignored it. It wasn’t possible for my long time girlfriend to suddenly be interested in my sexually. I never did anything with another woman before. I just couldn’t understand the appeal, and the idea of going down on a woman always made me gag.

“Come here Donna,” Carrie said to me with her hand held out for me to grab. “I won’t bite.” She paused and right as I took her hand, “yet!”

Carrie was looking me in the eyes as she took my hand towards her crotch. I don’t know why I allowed it to happen, but something inside of me just told me to let it happen. Feeling her crotch made me question everything about her. What was this lump inside of her pants?

“Do you feel that?’ She asked as her breathing changed to a more erotic pace. “What do you think?”

“I d-don’t know.” I said. I didn’t pull my hand away from her crotch, but I had no idea what I was touching. “W-what is in your pants?” Right as I asked the question, I had already figured out the answer.

“It’s a futa-cock,” she said with a smile. “And I bet it’s better than any cock you’ve ever seen. That includes any videos you’ve seen online.” She started moving my hand so I was essentially stroking her cock. I could feel it begin to rise.

Carrie explained to me that she was still a woman, but she just also had a cock. I had a ton of questions as she was breaking my world view in an instant. For all of these years I would have never thought about her being a futa. The concept never even entered my mind, and neither did the idea of getting romantically involved with her. The fact that she was packing a cock that she claimed was better than anything I had ever experienced certainly made me receptive to the idea of sleeping with her. I’m not going to lie, a lot of it was because of curiosity, however, she was also a very easy person for me to get along with.

I’ve always struggled with the traditional male/female relationships. Guys just always ended up being jerks in the end, and the only time they were sweet was when they wanted some sex from me. I was getting tired of it, and to be honest, a lot of the guys I had been with recently weren’t even that attractive to me. They all seemed to have problems. I’m not sure why. I think society is making men differently than how they used to, so I was definitely more open to trying something new with Carrie. The worse case scenario was that I lost a friend, but somehow I felt like that was even off of the table. Carrie was the type of woman that would reconcile with me no matter what our issue was if we added a sexual element to our relationship.

“Can I see it?” I asked.

“You want to?” She said. I could tell that she was eyeing me up to see if I was seriously interested in it.

“Yes.” I said.

“Get on your knees,” she said, “tell me that I am beautiful.” Carrie said with a straight face. I thought about protesting her, but it seemed easier to just obey her simple command despite the obvious power play.

“Okay,” I said as I slowly dropped to my knees. I looked up at her smiling face, “you are beautiful.” I said with a monotone voice.

“I’m not convinced.” She said. She was toying with me.

“You’re beautiful!” I said loudly with only the slightest bit of reservation in my voice.

“Good bitch,” she said as she playfully tapped my nose with her finger.

I watched her as she slowly and carefully started pulling down her pants. She left her light blue underwear on, but I could already see the bulge. It looked like an amazing cock already, and I could tell that there was plenty more room for it to grow. With her pants around her ankles she looked at me expectantly. Somehow I knew exactly what I was supposed to do. I reached down and pinned her pants to the floor so that she could step out of them. I was intrigued that she was getting out of her clothes as opposed to simply flashing me her futa-cock while commanding to be on my knees. I knew that something was going down, and I decided to simply obey her. It felt like the right thing for me to do.

“Do you still want to see it?” She asked knowing that I had already committed so much to my humiliation.

“Yes,” I answered quickly as my eyes remained fixed on her crotch.

“I’ll show you,” she said putting her finger over her chin as if she was thinking about something, “but only if you promise that you’ll kiss it.”

“Y-you want me to k-kiss your futa-cock?” I asked. I felt a rush of excitement and my body began to feel like I do whenever I go to a job interview.

“Do you want to see it?” She said as she stuck to her original terms. Carrie could sense that I was willing to do much more than that, but for some reason I felt as if I needed to act reluctant.

“I’ll do it,” I said, “I’ll kiss your cock.”

“Good bitch,” She said as she began to slowly pull down her underwear. “I want you to worship me as your goddess!”

Carrie pulled down her underwear all of the way, and her futa-cock sprung loose. It was as straight as an arrow and once it was free it looked as if it had became fully erect in an instant. I was intimidated by its size, its seemingly diamond like hardness, and I could tell that I was going to be doing more than kissing it. A cock like that is far too majestic to only kiss. It truly should be cherished, and if it came down to it, I had decided that I would beg for her cock if she decided to take it away from me. I needed to feel Carrie inside of me!

As her panties dropped to the floor I lunged toward her futa-cock with my lips pressed together. I angled my head and approached her from the floor so that I could start kissing at the base of her shaft. Once I planted a warm kiss, I put my hand on the bottom of her cock to stabilize it as I continued slowly working my kisses up towards the tip of her beautiful cock. The realization that my friend had had cock the whole time I had known her was there, but it seemed unimportant as I was enjoying the fact that I could be on my knees with my lips all over it.

“Can I suck it?” I asked, feeling bold and ready to impress her with my desire to please her.

“Do it.” She said as she ran her tongue between her lips. She was starting to look even sexier to me from my position on the floor.

With great enthusiasm, I parted my lips and stuck my tongue out far as I put the crown of her cock in my mouth. With a swirling motion, I lubricated her cock with my saliva and I pulled my mouth away and smiled at her. I wanted to tease her a bit before putting it deeper inside of my mouth.

“Don’t be mean,” she said, “or you’ll pay for it later!” With both hands, Carrie took control over my head and she started to push her cock deep inside of my mouth.

There was no chance in hell that I could take her entire futa-cock inside of my mouth, but she was surely going to test my limits. I wish that I could touch my lips to the base of her cock, but it could never happen, so I made my mouth half way down and closed my lips around her cock to make an airtight seal. It felt good to have her inside of my mouth, and she moaned and gradually moved her hands away from my head. She was allowing me to worship her on my own.


Dominate me!


“You fucking worthless slut!” Carrie said in an aggressive tone as she started to rock her hips back and forth. Her cock was poking the back of my mouth and my saliva was dripping all over my chin.

I slid my hand between her legs and towards her ass. Firmly, I squeezed her ass as I slowly worked my hand between her cheeks. My middle finger found her asshole, and I began to rub it as she fucked my face. Her moans told me that she approved of it, and as she got more used to my finger on her ass I began to press it inside of her gently. Suddenly, her cock expanded in my mouth. I was shocked that it still could grow!

“Yeah,” she said pulling her cock from my mouth, “look at that!” Her cock was pulsing with lust and my saliva was dripping down from her shaft to the floor.

“You’re amazing,” I said as I pulled my finger from her ass and put it into my mouth. I sucked it and made sure that she could hear the sound of me tasting her ass.

“You want to lick my ass?” She asked.

I nodded yes and bit down on my lower lip. I wanted to taste what the ass of an absolute goddess tasted like. Never had I ever had the urge to lick an ass before I found myself on my knees for Carrie.

The only downside to licking her ass was that I could no longer see her futa-cock. I could, however, reach my hand between her legs and touch it and make Carrie moan. I was beginning to be addicted to giving her pleasure, and I don’t know why. I never was one for pleasing others in the bedroom, but for her I was willing to do anything and everything that she wanted. Her ass was inches from my face and I began to kiss it. She laughed at me for kissing her ass, but I couldn’t resist. It felt too good to show her my submissive side, and I thought of how so many people in this world say things like “kiss my ass!” when they want to verbally degrade somebody. There I was, on my knees, kissing her ass while she laughed at me. The tone for our relationship was being set with her as the goddess, and me as the submissive cock worshipping ass kisser!

“Sniff my ass bitch!” She said as she bent over slightly to allow me better access to between her beautiful butt cheeks. “Tell me how much you like it!”

I stuffed my nose down the center of her crack and took in as much air as possible. Her odor was divine and I sniffed loudly to display my pleasure.

“I love it goddess!” I cried out, “I love your ass!” I stuffed my face back between her ass so that I could take in more of her heavenly scent. As my nose grazed her asshole I realized that I had referred to her as a goddess. I contemplated how that would make her feel as I continued to sniff her butt as my pussy began to drip with wetness.

The scent of her ass became my new world, and I needed more. I had to experience the flavor of her ass on my tongue, so I spread her cheeks with my hands and stuck my firm tongue inside of her asshole. She gasped when I poked through, and I slowly pushed my tongue in as deeply as I could. I enjoyed the flavor of her ass as I flicked my tongue around the inside.

“You’re a nasty little bitch!” She said as it was clear that I was pleasuring her beyond the normal.

Her legs were shaking as I tongued her ass with as much passion as I put into my greatest hobbies. Licking her ass felt like a responsibility I wanted to have, and to burden me, for the rest of my life. It was a feeling where I could show my desire to be owned by her, and nothing that I would do for anyone short of her. My standards for who I refer to as my goddess, or for whose ass I will taste are high, and Carrie and her massive futa-cock fit the bill and then some.

“Oh my god.” She said while breathing heavily, “you love it so much! Wow!” Her tone was condescending and for some reason that made my pussy want her cock even more. The idea of her seeing me as a desperate and vile woman turned me on more than anything I had ever felt with even the most masculine of men. The way that she composed herself as she dominated me was a game changer.

I wrapped my hands around her legs and began thrusting my face in and out of her ass as quickly as I could with my tongue stuck out. She was basically getting tongue fucked in the ass and her howls and moans filled the room. Anyone that walked nearby could and would wonder what was going on, and if they stumbled across us they would see me performing one of the most humiliating acts one can do on another person. The average woman would never do what I was doing.

My breathing was starting to fall behind as I did my best to keep myself in her ass as long as I could. I had no other option; I had to remove my pathetic face from her precious ass.

“Had enough?” She asked as she turned around. Carrie looked like she was pretending to be offended, but I could see that tiny smirk that she was trying to hide. “Does it taste that bad?” She frowned at me yet still managed to grin.

“No goddess,” I answered as I finally got control of my breathing. “I love it so much, I wish I could stay there forever.” I was playing a character, but I also meant the words that I was saying to her.

“Goddess, hmm?” She said as she took a seat. “You think of me as your goddess?”

“Yes goddess,” I answered. Every time I said that word I got a rush of lust and excitement. It just felt wrong to give that status to another human being.

“Then I want you to worship me like a goddess,” she said, “bow.”

I looked at the floor before finally committing to it. Saying words of worship was one thing, but it was another to physically bow to another woman as you called her your goddess. I bowed my head until it touched the floor, and right as I was about to sit back up I felt the bottom of her feet resting on the back of my head.

“Do you love to worship your goddess?” She asked. It was clear that she was going to play a game with me before I would be allowed to lift my head from the floor. That wasn’t my primary concern. The real problem was that I was thirsty to feel her cock inside of me, and this prolonged foreplay was driving my pussy insane with the need to be filled.

“Yes, I love to worship you goddess,” I answered. I felt stupid as I could see nothing but the floor and feel nothing but horniness and the pressure of her feet as they pinned my head to the floor.

“Do you want me to fuck you?” She asked with a light tone.

“Yes goddess,” I said, “I would love it if you fucked me. I need your futa-cock!” I wanted to lift my head, but Carrie wasn’t done taunting and humiliating me for her amusement.

“Can I fuck you in your tight, little asshole?” She asked.

I paused. My entire world stopped. I remembered a time I was out with friends, and some of them admitted to trying anal with their boyfriends, and I was staunchly opposed to it.

“I would never let some man degrade me like that! You guys are sick!” I said as they tried to laugh it off.

I was truly offended at the time, and I wondered if I would be a hypocrite if I allowed my futa goddess to fuck me like that. I thought for a moment, and I realized that I had only said a man, and Carrie was no man. She was beyond what any man could ever dream to become. She is a goddess!

“Yes you can fuck me in the ass goddess!” I answered her. I felt a huge amount of stress removed from me after I verbally submitted myself to her. There were no need for me to place restrictions on a woman that I was planning to treat as a holy deity.

“Remove your clothes,” Carrie said. She lifted her feet from my head and stood up so that she could watch me undress.

I was nervous about her seeing how wet my panties were...


Feeling extreme amounts of pleasure for the first time in my life


My body was shaking and the cool air was causing goosebumps to form on my naked skin. Carrie was slowly circling around me as I remained on my knees, waiting for instruction. I was trying to take slow and deep breaths to control myself.

“Ass up!” Carrie said from behind me.

“Yes goddess,” I started to bend over and she helped by pushing the back of my head with her foot.

“Are you horny?” She asked running her foot between my legs. The top of her foot was stimulating my clit, but I knew that she could feel how wet I was. “I’d say so.” She laughed as she pulled her foot away from my pussy.

I couldn’t see or feel her, but I could hear her lowering herself to the floor so that she could mount me from behind. My asshole was expanding and contracting on its own free will before I finally realized that my body was preparing itself for her entry into my body. My nipples were hard, and I took pleasure in biting down hard on my own lips. It just felt natural to always be in some sort of perpetual punishment while I was around such a superior futa goddess.

Carrie was rubbing her hard cock between my legs. She pressed it into my pussy, and I was shocked that she was going to give it to me there. I was unsure whether or not she was only testing me to see if I would allow her to fuck me in the ass, but I was not going to question her desire to penetrate my pussy. She slowly pushed it in as far as it could go, and it filled my hole with no room to spare. My pussy was tight around her thick futa-cock, and my moans were starting to get louder and louder.

“Silence!” She yelled making an effort to drown out the sounds coming out of me.

She smacked me hard on the ass as punishment, and I made even more noise. She spanked me several more times, and with each on I let out a sound until her spanks were strong enough to teach me a lesson. “Good bitch.” She said softly.

After she quieted me down, she began to go in and out of my pussy slowly. I could hear her breathing heavily, and I had no choice but to cover my mouth with my hands as the pleasure was starting to feel too great. I didn’t have to worry about if I was going to have an orgasm from her magical cock, but I was speculating on how many she would be able to provide. It was a problem that I embraced having.

“You like that cock?!” She said as the speed of her thrusting took on a new level.

“NO!” I said expecting to feel her hand, but luckily I managed to speak before it came. “I fucking love it!”

“That’s right bitch!” She said, her hand coming down on my ass but much lighter than anticipated.

My orgasms began to come in a series of waves. One after the other, my body was working overtime trying to keep me in position to continue receiving her wonderful futa-cock. I was shaking, and based on the slight laughter Carrie had, I could tell that she knew she was pleasing me. It must not have been too surprising for her considering the size and strength of her cock, but I am sure that she still got an ego boost out of knowing that she was rocking my world. She was!

By the fourth orgasm, I could feel her cock starting to move in certain ways that made me think that she was on the path of an explosive orgasm. Suddenly, she pulled her cock from my pussy and I felt her futa-cock flirting with my asshole. Her futa-cock was lubricated by the wetness of my pussy.

“Are you ready?” She asked in a calm way, “are you sure you can handle it?” I appreciated the fact that she took my feelings into consideration. It would have been very easy for her to just stuff it inside of my ass without warning because I had already given her permission to do so.

“Yes goddess,” I answered. After having so many orgasms it felt as if any more would be impossible. I thought that if she put it inside of my ass she could trigger something truly unique and wonderful.

“Good bitch,” she said. Her sweet and caring demeanor turned back into the dominant female goddess that she was before.

With ease, her wet cock slid into my asshole. It didn’t even hurt, and that surprised me. It provided me with a sensation that I could not describe to anyone. It was new. It was dirty. It was exciting!

“Harder,” I said, “come on harder. I can take it!”

“Shut the fuck up bitch!” She said as she slapped my ass the hardest she had ever did at that point. It stung, but it felt so good. I considered speaking out again just for another, but I opted to enjoy the feeling of being fucked in the ass by her powerful cock. “That’s what I thought!” She said rubbing salt into the verbal wounds. It felt like she was baiting me for more, like she wanted to spank my ass again.

Her cock was pressing hard against the walls of my ass, and somehow I still managed to stay relaxed. The hardest part was staying up and not falling over completely out of shear pleasure overload. I couldn’t wait to feel her hot come shoot inside of me, marking me, owning me, showing me who was the boss even more than she already had.

I thought about how things were going to be after we fucked. Would she say that she loves me? Would she be mean? Would she boss me around and demand that I bow to her even more? Either way, I had decided that I would do whatever it took to keep this futa-cock in my life. I would be willing to announce to the public that I was her loyal servant, and that I worshiped her and treated her the same as others would treat their gods on a Sunday morning. She was my supreme being.

Her cock brought me out of my crazy thought process. I could feel it winding up. As if someone was turning a handle over and over to the point where you knew something had to give. We were at that point, and then I felt the first burst of her semen enter me. It made me come, and this time, I was unable to contain my noises. I didn’t care if she spanked me. I needed to let her know the pleasure I was feeling as she fucked me ruthlessly from behind.

“Fill me up goddess!” I said. “I’m your little come slut! I’m your slut, come on, keep going. Please!”

Saying nothing, my goddess continued to thrash her cock in and out of me with even greater speed as she was spilling her come into me. Eventually, she had to start pulling her cock out slowly as her come was filling my hole, and I was unsure if there would ever be an end to it. Her cock was different; the come never seemed to have a limit.

“Clean my cock!” She said as she pulled it out of me and circled around to the side. “Come here!”

“Yes goddess,” I said. I turned and met her half way. Her cock was finished coming, but it was still erect.

I struggled to summon the desire to lick the dirtiness from her futa-cock, but I felt obligated to please her. It looked as if she was not getting any physical pleasure out of the act, and she was only doing it out of principle. She was dominating me now that I had lost the desire to fuck; I had no need for stimulation as she had shown me a feeling that would never be achievable with a man. If humiliating myself by licking the same cock that had been inside of pussy and ass was what it took to keep her happy with me, I had no problems doing it, and though I was not aroused, I enjoyed seeing her smile at me as she looked down on me.

“You did good today,” she said, “I think we’re going to have a very good time in the future together.”

With her cock still inside of my mouth, I looked at her and attempted to smile. She laughed at how ridiculous I must have looked, but she patted me on the head and her tone changed to a more sweet and gentle one. She basically confirmed that she was interested in keeping me around, and I was more than pleased to be able to worship her regularly. It felt as if I had a new life's calling, a life's work, a person worthy of my servitude, and a person whose happiness levels actually mattered to me and had the ability of affecting my own personal ability to be happy in life. I had found my goddess.
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