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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 too 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.
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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!”
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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.


Also by Amelia Wrath


Dominant Futa Mega Bundle: 16 Short Stories

1. Hotwife and FUTA: MFF Femdom Cuckold

2. FUTA Dominatrix: Femdom Love

3. Sissified by the FUTA: Futa on Male

4. Leaving My Husband for a FUTA: I Had No Idea She Had One

5. FUTA Chastity Keyholder: Futa on Top

6. Femdom Wife and FUTA: Cuckold Humiliation

7. FUTA Surprise!: Futa on Female

8. FUTA in Thailand: Futa on Male

9. The FUTA's Sissy: Futa on Male

10. The FUTA Wife: Femdom Chastity

11. FUTA Goddess Candy: Futa on Male

12. Foreign FUTA Goddess: Futa on Male

13: Femdom FUTA Wife: Cuckold MMF

14. The FUTA Bar: Futa on Female

15. FUTA Best Friend: Futa on Female

16. FUTA Goddess Worship: Futa on Female

Amelia Wrath

OEBPS/image_8.jpg
Amelia Wrath





page-map.xml
 
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   




