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Princess Mia


My husband, Kevin, and I have pretty much given up on the idea of keeping our secrets private. The two of us have too much fun prancing around while Kevin wears women’s clothing and excess makeup. In no way does he look like a woman. Even from the back, someone looking at his wig won’t be fooled, his shoulders are too broad. I, on the other hand, seem to just be labeled as “that weird dominatrix lady.” I think the title suits me. It’s true after all, but there is one, very big, detail that they often don’t pick up on. I am a futa.

Kevin, also known as Kay, enjoys humiliating himself for my amusement. He gets off on the idea of me looking down at him and requesting the most ridiculous things of him. Sometimes he pushes me to be more cruel and I never object. Seeing his face become bright red and his cock grow to its largest size is what I live for. I live to dominate my sissy husband, and he lives to worship me.

The next leg of our femdom journey began when I was browsing an internet message board that I had just found. It was mainly pictures of men that had been instructed to post embarrassing photos of themselves in their sissy attire by their wives. There were so many different ideas flowing through my mind, but one in particular really stood out to me. I couldn’t believe that I had never thought about it before.

Every other picture showed a man, in full drag, but his cock could be seen stuffed inside of either a plastic or metal container. They were chastity devices, and they were used to lock their cocks up and deny them the ability to get hard. The keys to their chastity devices were in the possession of the women that ruled over them.

As I looked at all the photos and imagined the power these women must have felt, I didn’t even realize I had been stroking my futa-cock. The idea of owning Kay like that was turning me on much more than usual.

“Kevin,” I said when he walked through the front door. He had just gotten off of work on a Friday evening, and I knew that he was more than ready to play. “I found something cute for Kay to wear.” I was smiling at him, “I bet Kevin can wear it too!”

His eyes lit up and his suitcase was quickly set aside. He sat down next to me, and I could feel massive levels of excitement emanating from him. Because of our lifestyle, we lived about an hour away from Kevin’s job so that he could be himself with little risk of his secrets being exposed at work. That was the one area where we couldn’t risk playing our little game, even though we wished we could.

From the looks of it, I thought that the chastity device would finally be the thing that he could wear to work without anyone noticing. Sometimes he would wear panties, but he often complained about how the material did nothing but make him have to hide erections every day. The chastity cage was an obvious solution to this problem.

“What is it?” Kevin asked with his bottom lip tucked between his teeth. He was breathing hard, ready for our weekend playtime, and I knew the element of something new was getting his cock interested. “I-I’m sorry. I mean, what is it Princess Mia.” He quickly turned on the part of his brain that knew it was his duty to worship me.

“Chastity,” I said, “we can put your little cock inside of a cage that locks. The key will stay on my person, and you’ll know, without even the tiniest bit of doubt, that I am the boss!” The crown of my cock pulsed as I discussed my sissy’s new fate with him.

He froze like he had walked out in front of a car and didn’t have enough time to react. I sensed that he knew what chastity was. His body language told a story of a man that was nervously excited and unsure of what to say.

“What do you think?” I said as I turned my laptop towards him to show him a picture of one of the sissies that had posted on the message board. “Cute, right?”

The photo was of a man wearing a short pink dress and a matching chastity device that could be seen as he held up the dress. He was wearing white thigh-high stockings and his legs were shaven like a swimmer’s. That photo was something that I wanted to recreate, and I was almost jealous of the man’s wife for having such a young, fit sissy that complied with her every demand. Apparently this photo was posted because he had forgotten to do some of his household chores. Surely, the sissy knew that he was being disobedient for the sake of receiving the rush that a submissive feels when punishment is received.

“I’ve seen these things in videos,” he said, “umm, I’m just a little worried about something.” He was breathing irregularly, I knew that something was wrong.

“What’s wrong Kev?” I asked as I gently rubbed his back. I needed to let him know that I cared deeply about him.

“They, uhh,” he looked like he wanted to cry, “I see them in cuckold videos. The men wear these chastity devices while their wife fucks some other guy. The videos are hot, but I don’t think I could ever share you with anyone!” His mouth was saying one thing, but his body was telling a different story.

“Oh, no, no, no!” I said, “I would never cheat on you Kevin. I just thought that it would be hot to have your cock locked in a cage while I held the key. It’s nothing like that!” I felt so bad about him feeling like he was going to be asked to do such a thing, even though it was only for half a minute. “I could never fuck another man!”

His reaction was confusing. I almost felt like he was hoping that I had planned to make him into a cuckold. I lied when I told him that I could never fuck another man, but I wasn’t lying by telling him that it was not my intention to cuck him. My intention from the start was to just extend our play beyond the normal things that we did, and to finally feel like I was dominating him in every way possible. Chastity, to me, was the perfect thing for us.

“I mean,” he said, “it’s okay if you’re trying to get into cuckolding.” His eyes were on the floor, but occasionally he looked up at me to gauge my response. “On second thought, I think I could live with it.”

That was all I needed to hear. Right then and there, Kevin was one-hundred percent trying to subversively communicate to me that he wanted to be a cuckold. He had already admitted to watching those types of videos when he was masturbating, but he just wanted it to look like it was my idea. Even a submissive sissy has an ego that needs to be placated every once in a while. I understood what he was trying to say, so I didn’t rule the idea out immediately, however, I decided to focus on getting his cock in chastity and seeing how he felt afterwards. From my experience, sometimes fantasies are simply that, fantasies.

“Let’s just get that little cock of yours in a cage,” I said with a smile as I tried to reclaim the conversation.

“As you wish,” he said.

“We can go to the adult store after you get ready,” I said.

“Yes ma’am!” He said obediently.

Kevin got up quickly and dashed up the stairs to change into his sissy clothes. He loved it when we went out on public excursions. Seeing the way people looked at us when we walked around was always exciting. Some people would point and laugh, others would try and cross the road to avoid us. Even if a woman came up to compliment him on his makeup or something, he would feel a great level of shyness.

I heard the shower being turned on upstairs, so I knew I had a bit of time to myself. I chose to do a little research into the world of cuckolding to better understand what it was Kevin was after. Much to my surprise, the scenes depicted in videos were some of the most humiliating things I had ever seen. Men were on their knees with chastity devices firmly over their cocks while their wife was fucking another man.

The other man were not typical guys, they were often overly muscular men that were packing a cock much larger than the cuckold’s. They mocked the pathetic man as they fucked their wife right before their eyes, but the thing that really stood out was what happened when they were finished pumping the woman full of come. The cuckolds were summoned to lick, rather clean, the mess out of her pussy while she lectured him on why he was not good enough to please her. My futa-cock stirred inside my pants, my nipples grew erect.

I had seen enough to understand the type of thing that my husband was looking for. I tried to find a similar scene with a futa, but nothing relevant showed up in the search results. I thought about how I could replicate some of the scenes. Would my husband be able to accept another man fucking me in the ass? Would Kay be willing to lick his come up afterwards?

“How do I look?” Kay said as he came down the steps. He snapped me out of my cuckold daydream and brought a smile to my face.

“You look beautiful Kay,” I said with no attempt to hide my laughter. You would think after years of dominating a sissy that I would become immune to the hilarity of seeing a man dressed as a sissy, but I never got over how funny it was to me.

He was standing at the bottom of the stairs with a blonde wig on. He had experimented with his makeup, choosing colors that I would never allow myself to be seen in. He chose some ridiculous shade of green for his eye shadow and a bright pink lipstick. I could sense that he was hoping to up the ante as far as his humiliation was concerned. Sometimes, he would try to get away with an all black look to appear more subtle. This time, he wanted to make sure everyone knew he was a man dressed as a flamboyant woman.

“Do you mean it?” He asked looking hopeful to receive my approval once more. I chose to ignore his question.

“Let’s get that little clitty locked in chastity!” I clapped my hands together like I had just been given several gifts for Christmas.
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Sissy Kay


Sometimes I wonder if there is a connection between what you think and how the universe treats you. I had been obsessing over the idea of my wife turning me into a cuckold for a few months. It had been the only thing that I thought about when she was fucking me with her futa-cock. You see, not once have I ever fucked Mia’s ass. Since the start of our relationship, it has always been me bending over. I was fine with it, but I always sensed that deep down inside, my wife was craving a man powerful enough to pleasure her. Through that I discovered cuckolding, but I struggled to figure out a way to express my desires to her. I was afraid that she would see it as an attempt to break apart our marriage, and I was not willing to risk the privilege to worship such a beautiful princess over something like cuckolding.

As we drove towards the adult store, I had to turn the air conditioner on to its highest setting. Mia commented about how it wasn’t even that hot, but she had no clue that I was nervous to the point of my makeup starting to get ruined by my sweat. The thought of walking into a store and buying a chastity device while in my sissy uniform was scary. The person behind the counter would know that I was going to be placed into chastity, and they would assume that I was on my way to becoming a cuckold. Add that to the fact that they would be looking at a man dressed as a pathetic woman, and my pride would be nonexistent for as long as I was in that shop.

“Kay,” my wife said, “are you ready?” She had just pulled into the front of the store, and her level of excitement matched my level of anxiety.

“Yes, Princess,” I said as I took several slow and deep breaths. It was starting to get dark out, and there appeared to be no other shoppers.

Believe it or not, it was our first time going into a sex shop together. We had been in a femdom relationship the entire time, but we always did it without the use of toys. The only shopping we did was at the mall, and that was where I got all of my clothing and makeup.

“Hey,” said the young, handsome guy behind the counter, “how’s it goin’?” His eyes were on me for only a split second and he quickly looked away. He knew that he was working in a business that required an open mind, and he was sure to not comment or laugh at me, but I knew exactly what he was thinking.

“Where are your chastity devices?” Mia asked. I could feel my face turning red. I knew that he was going to see the item when we brought it to the cash register, but him interacting with us was something else entirely.

“I’ll show you,” he said as he stood up and led us to the back corner of the store. He looked to be in his mid-twenties and I suspected that he was an aspiring tattoo artists based on the massive amounts of piercings and ink he had littered across his body. “We got all kinds right here.”

“Thank you so much,” Mia said, “I love your tattoos.” She reached over and touched his arm, “wow!”

“Thank you,” he said, “I’ve done a lot of them myself.” He confirmed my suspicions about him. “Do you have any?”

“Uhh,” Mia said, “yeah, I have one but it’s covered right now.” I was getting the vibe that my wife was attracted to this guy, and a weird jealousy came over me while simultaneously getting me hard. I didn’t have to worry about hiding my obvious erection, because the young guy didn’t even want to look at the weird sissy cuckold. “Kay,” my wife said.

“Yes Princess,” I closed my eyes. I had to address her as such and I knew that this guy thought of me as lower than the lowest.

“Do you mind if I show this guy my tattoo?” She asked knowing full well that I would agree.

I watched as my wife turned around and pulled down her pants slightly. She had gotten a tattoo of my lip prints on her ass.

“Those are my husband’s lips!” She said as she exposed her bare butt.

“Nice,” he said, “lucky guy.” He laughed and my wife pulled her pants up. There was an obvious level of mutual attraction going on, but the guy had no clue that he was interacting with a futa. “Let me know if you guys need anything. I’ve gotta watch the front.”

“He was nice,” Mia said, “and hot as fuck too!” She whispered. I wondered if my attempt at getting her to cuck me was working. She had said that she wasn’t interested in other guys, but it was starting to look like she got my message.

“Yeah,” I said quietly, “maybe he’ll fuck you.” I said it. There was no taking it back, and I was expecting some sort of response, but she quickly changed the subject back to the selection of chastity devices on the wall.

I went along with her talk. She kept picking out purple and pink plastic cages, obviously more interested in the look of them. I insisted that we get a metal one with plenty of slits in it to make cleaning easier. I had already done my research on chastity devices, and I also knew that I would fit into the smallest sized standard ring of 40mm. Unfortunately, I still was trying to pretend to not be super knowledgeable, so I suggested that we pay a few dollars more to get one that had three different sizes.

“Okay fine,” she said when she realized I did not want a pink plastic cage, “it is your cock after all. We’ll go with this one.” She handed me the device that I had picked out and she started to walk towards the counter.

I couldn’t help but laugh to myself as I was going to be the one paying for my own chastity device. I couldn’t begin to imagine how little respect the young guy at the counter would have for me considering all of the things that he was learning about me.

The entire transaction was done through my wife. The only thing I had to do was hand her the money to pay. I could feel my knees shaking and I crossed my arms to try and prevent them from shaking too much. I was looking at the man that was possibly going to fuck my wife.

“Kay,” Mia said, “why don’t you wait in the car for a minute?” She asked with a smile. My heart began to race. I knew she was going to see if he would be willing to fuck her while I watched.

“Y-yes, P-princess,” I said as I took the plastic bag with my chastity device to the car. I sat in the passenger seat unable to see what was being said or done inside.

I never did look at my phone to see the time, so my concept of time was warped. It felt like she had left me in the car for an hour, and I almost got up to see if he was fucking her over the counter. I knew she would never do such a thing without running it by me first, but the insecurities were really starting to come to the surface. Eventually, I spotted her walking out of the store with a walk that told me she just got her way.

“I got his number. His name is Matt,” she said, “he said he’ll come over tomorrow.”

“Tomorrow?” I asked, “but, uhh, does he know that you have a-” Mia cut me off mid sentence; she knew exactly what my concerns were.

“I told him already,” she said, “he said he doesn’t care. Apparently, you’re not the only cuckold in town!”

“W-what do you mean?” I asked.

“Matt said he gets all sorts of requests like this. He said he would have quit the job a long time ago had it not been for all of the requests he gets.” She started up the car and pulled out of the lot. “If you don’t want me to text him, I won’t. He doesn’t know where we live yet, so if you want to back out you can.”

“No,” I said, “it’s fine. I’m just shocked at how easy that was.” I was telling the truth. I expected the guy to be turned off by the idea of my wife having a futa-cock swinging between her legs.

“Oh,” she said as if I had offended her, “what are you saying I’m not sexy?”

“Of course you’re sexy!” I said, “you’re my sexy princess!”

“Meh,” she acted disinterested as she focused her attention less on me and more on the road, “we’ll see how you feel once that little clitty is locked in chastity.”
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Princess Mia


Ithought it was cute how Kay continued to act bashful about being a cuckold. His erection was plenty proof of that. Even Matt made a comment about how it was probably a good idea to keep him in chastity because the poor guy couldn’t control himself when the prospect of being a cuckold was presented to him.

Matt wasn’t hard to convince. He told me that situations like our’s were one of the many perks of his job. When I told him I was a futa, he didn’t even follow up with any questions. He just told me that he was looking forward to coming inside of my ass and laughing at my sissy clean it up. I have to admit, his crude way of talking turned me on. He didn’t appear to be shy or ashamed of anything.

“Alright Kay,” I said when we settled into our home, “it’s time to try out our new toy!” I snatched the plastic bag from his hands and opened up the box. It was such a strange looking contraption. “I couldn’t fit inside of here if I tried!”

“You’re too big,” he said with a laugh. I was looking at the instructions and I didn’t even notice that he had already begun the process of putting it on. I looked up to see him rubbing saliva around the base of his cock as he slid the ring over his cock.

“You’re a natural!” I said as he managed to get the thing on. “Where is the key?” I asked. He pointed at the table, “I want to do the honors!” As I slipped the key into my pocket, I walked towards his caged cock. He had ran the padlock through the hole and it only needed to be snapped shut. “Ta da!” I said sarcastically after it clicked.

I watched him as he walked around and played with his cock. He was getting a feel for it, trying to get used to the fact that a metal cage would be attached to his body like a piercing. Kay seemed pleased with the fit, and he pulled up his panties.

“Can you tell I’m wearing it?” He asked as he turned his body several times to show me different angles.

“No, not really,” I said, “I mean, I can see it, but I know it’s there. Some random person would probably think you have a big cock!” I laughed at the idea of some woman thinking that my husband was a stud. Little did they know I fucked his asshole and insulted him a nightly basis.

I wanted to see if it was indeed effective at keeping his cock contained. There was only one way to know for sure, and that was to take charge of the situation and to dominate him. Kay loved it when I initiated a session with cruelty. I only had to say six words to let him know that it was on.

“Do you remember the safe word?” I asked, smiling at him. He took a deep breath and looked at me with submissive eyes.

“Yes Princess,” he said as he dropped to his knees. He already had been trained to present himself in such a way whenever I began.

“Very good,” I said as I walked towards him with conviction. I put my hand under his chin and made him look at me. “Open your mouth!” I shouted. “Do you like it?” I asked after spitting in his mouth.

“Yes Princess,” he said as he consumed my saliva. I slapped him across the face and looked down at him with fire in my eyes.

“Bow to me!” I said with my finger pointed to the floor.

Like an obedient worshiping sissy, my husband pressed his hands together as if he were praying to me. I removed my pants and observed his act of worship. He was literally muttering a prayer under his breath to signify his loyalty to me. Once my pants were removed, he bowed his head. He knew that if I caught him looking at my futa-cock, he would be punished for doing so without permission. To him, my cock was a gift, and it was only given to him if he deserved it. The only thing he had done to earn anything thus far was placing his cock in chastity, but I was still waiting to see if it was working as it should.

Gently, I stepped on the back of his head, pinning it to the floor. My entire body felt like electricity was running through it, and I had the feeling that I could point my finger at something and shoot lightning. It never got old. Every single time I saw Kay bow to me as a goddess I became overwhelmed with lust. Looking at my pathetic husband, dressed like a woman as he bowed, was enough to make my futa-cock grow.

“Do you want to suck me?” I asked.

“Yes Princess Mia,” he said, “please!” He was breathing heavily into the floor. I could hear him moaning, and I wondered if it was because his cock was trying to fill the empty space in the cage.

“Are you going to be a cuckold tomorrow?” I asked.

“Yes Princess Mia!” He said with a passion, “I’ll do anything!”

“You want to lick Matt’s come out of my asshole?” I asked to ensure that he knew what was expected of him.

“Yes Princess Mia!” He said.

“Look at me!” I snapped as I lifted my foot from his head. He lifted his eyes to mine, only temporarily stopping at my cock. I smiled at him with lust in my eyes, “open your mouth.”

Kay tilted his head and opened his mouth wide. Slowly, I brought myself close to him and rested my cock on his face. He was kissing the shaft as I looked down at him. The only thing on my mind was how I was going to finally be fucked by another man. It had been too long, and I had almost forgotten how much I loved having a worthy man top me. As much as I love my husband, I knew that letting him fuck me would only confuse him. He was destined to be beneath me at all times.

“Oh my god!” I said, “you should see yourself!” He was sniffing and kissing my cock like there was nothing in the world that he would rather do. I had to reward him, but I needed to remind him again of his position, “I have the key to your cock.” I said, “you’re not going to be coming anytime soon!”

Before he could even think to respond, I shoved my futa-cock into his mouth. He was an expert at pleasing me, flicking his tongue on the underside of my cock while letting me push it in as far as I could. I stared into his eyes as I put my hands firmly on his head to hold him still. I wasn’t interested in him going up and down on his own accord, I intended to use his mouth as if it was his asshole.

“That’s fucking right!” I said angrily as I was thrusting my cock in and out. “That’s a good cuck!” I praised him and insulted him at the same time.

He was moaning, but it was different than how he normally did. It was clear that his cock was aching as it tried to get hard; he always became hard whenever he sucked my futa-cock, sometimes even blowing his load as he worshiped me. This time, however, he was unable to derive any physical pleasure from the act. I was using him as my sex toy, and the real sex toy was keeping his cock in inescapable bondage. His eyes looked into mine and I could sense that he knew what I was thinking. Kay knew that our relationship had progressed into a new stage.

I couldn’t hold it in any longer. My futa-cock began spraying my load deep into his throat. I let go of his head to allow him to get into a position to consume everything, and he expertly kept my cock in his mouth while swallowing everything. I was in heaven as I spilled my load and thought about the following day.

“How does it feel?” I said pointing at his crotch as I pulled my cock from his mouth.

“I’m so fucking horny,” he said with a laugh, “how long are you going to keep me in here?” He was breathing heavily and wiping come from his face.

“It depends,” I said, “I want to see how good of a cuckold you are for me tomorrow.” He shook his head to let me know that he understood. He accepted my carrot on a stick, and the following day he would accept his role as a pathetic, sissified cuckold.
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Matt


It didn’t bother me at all to be confronted with such an oddball couple. Mia was sexy and the fact that she was a futa didn’t bother me either. It wasn’t the first time that a couple came into the store looking for someone to bring home and indulge their fantasies. The way I see it, a hole is a hole. Oddly enough, I’ve acquired a taste for humiliating these cuckolds. It’s funny to me and watching them lick the mess out of their women always amazes me. I’ve talked to other guys, and they say they couldn’t do it. Something about another man seeing their cock, or some nonsense like that. Me? I get off on showing my dominance.

Mia sent me a text message that I received before I got off work that night. She said I could come by whenever I wanted, and I told her I wanted to do it early. My friends invited me to a party, so I wasn’t trying to back out of that, but I also wanted to have sex. The two of them agreed to me stopping by in the morning. That’s one of the perks of messing around with these cuckolds and their wives, they play by your rules.

“Hey Matt,” Mia said when she answered the door. She was wearing a short skirt and a bra.

“What’s up?” I said as I walked inside. I looked around and the cuckold was nowhere to be found, “where’s the cuck?” I asked.

“He’s upstairs,” she said, “I told him to kneel at the door. I bet you he’ll still be like that when we go upstairs.”

That sort of thing was common. These men weren’t happy at just watching their women bang another dude. They craved the full experience. That’s why the guy dresses like a woman. He gets off on people making fun of him, and that’s why he was found bowing to the two of us when we walked in the bedroom. Other guys would be weirded out, but not me. I’ve been in these situations before, and I’ve learned to indulge the creepy little cucks.

“Kay,” Mia said to her husband, “Matt is here,” she was looking at him with some sort of expectations. They had clearly talked about my arrival for quite some time. I always found that to be funny, because for all of the effort they put into the session, I just roll up with nothing other than a cock that can get hard.

“Can I get you something to drink Master Matt?” He asked as he looked up at me. He was wearing a different wig, and his makeup looked less crazy. I couldn’t imagine any woman wanting to be with the guy.

“Nah,” I said, “I’m just here to fuck your wife!” I laughed and laughed even harder when he looked down at the ground. Mia put her arm around me and whispered into my ear.

“He loves it,” she said.

“Oh, I know all about you little cucks!” I grabbed Mia and started to lead her towards the bed, “come here!” I shouted at him.

I pushed his wife to the bed and got on top of her. I kissed her with my eyes closed, but I could sense his eyes on my face. I was kissing his “princess” and he did nothing about it, he was getting off on it, and my cock was growing and poking into his woman’s thigh.

“Do you want to see how it’s done?” I said to the weakling that was watching me dominate.

“Y-yes Master Matt,” he said. Being called “Master Matt” wasn’t knew. I’ve had dudes like him literally worship me as a god.

I ordered Mia to get on all fours, and to keep her skirt on. I wasn’t interested in playing with her futa-cock. I stood up and took my shirt off, and looked at Kay expectantly.

“Are you going to help me get my pants off, or are you done being a cuckold?” I didn’t even look at him, and instead opted to look at Mia’s bubble butt. I could see right off the bat that she wasn’t wearing any panties.

“Do what you’re told!” She shouted at him as he scurried up to me.

I waited for him to unzip my jeans and pull them down. This was the part that I was concerned about. In the past, I had men make an attempt to suck my cock. There was one guy that did before and, to be honest, it was the best blow job I had ever received. I watched him as he took my underwear off and he only looked at my cock briefly, likely out of curiosity. When I was fully naked, I stood over him and stared into his eyes.

“Well,” I said as I stood before him with only a half erect cock, “somebody has got to do something.” Mia was looking back at me over her shoulder and she had a sinister grin.

“Kay,” she said, “do you want to suck his dick? If you don’t want to, I’ll do it. Do you want to watch me suck his dick?” She laughed and so did I. The guy had to choose between doing the deed or allowing his wife to lower herself.

Mia wasted no time turning around and coming for my cock. She kissed it up and down and looked at her husband. Kay did nothing but watch his wife worship my cock. I looked at him as he watched her, and I sensed that he was mentally preparing himself to please me. He couldn’t stand his princess worshiping another man’s cock.

“It’s so much bigger than yours Kay!” She said as it started to get harder. “You want me to suck it?” She kissed and licked my cock, “you know what? I am going to suck it. You hesitate, you lose!”

Kay looked sad and relieved at the same time. I understood that these cuckolds experience a ton of different emotions. I decided then that I was going to ignore him for the most part. His wife seemed to have a better idea of what to do to him, and I didn’t want to go too far and have him use the safe word. I was there for one thing, and that was to blow my load inside of a futa’s ass.

“I’ll do it!” He said as he tried to squeeze between her and I, “please let me suck your dick!” He was looking at me, and I couldn’t help but feel bad for him.

I said nothing as I turned my body and let him take my cock in his mouth. He was experienced and quick to make my cock stand strong. Mia watched him with a smile, a smile that told me she knew he would demand to service me, and I brushed my fingers through her long hair as we smiled at one another. She looked proud of Kay, and I was impressed with their relationship. I used to think that there was no way the women that humiliated their cuckolds could love them, but Mia was proving me wrong.

“That’s enough,” I said as Kay took my entire cock, “seriously,” I laughed as I pulled my cock out, “you’re about to make me come!” Mia playfully slapped her husband before turning around and presenting me with her perfect ass.

“Lift her skirt,” I said, acting as if I was too good to do the most basic of tasks. I watched as he pulled her skirt up for me, “come here!” I put my hand on the side of his head and pinned him to her lower back, “it’s your lucky day. You get the best seat in the house!”
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Kay


Iwas only a few inches away from Matt’s cock as he began rubbing it between her ass. Not even a minute had passed since I was worshiping his cock in the same way that I had often done for Mia. It was the first time that I had done anything with another man, and I was surprised to see Matt so eager to physically engage with me.

“When is the last time you fucked your wife?” He asked as he looked straight into my eyes.

“N-never,” I said, “I, uhh, I’ve never fucked her.” His evil grin turned into one of curiosity, but only for a moment.

He took pride in penetrating Mia’s asshole with the knowledge that I had never had the pleasure of putting it inside of her hole. The only thing that ever went inside of her ass was my tongue, and I knew that he would soon witness me doing that, but with her ass full of his come. My caged cock was as big as it possibly could be, and I was moaning much to Matt’s amusement.

I could see the tattoo of my lips on my wife’s ass if I looked out of the corner of my eye. It served as a constant reminder of my submissive role in our marriage. The day she put excess lipstick on me and had me kiss a piece of paper was the day I truly understood that I was always to obey her. She bragged about telling the tattoo artist about me, and how she wanted my submissive nature to be permanently represented on her body.

Mia was producing sounds that felt impossible. He didn’t appear to be doing anything special as he rammed my wife’s ass with his cock, but she made it a point to let me hear how wonderful it felt for her.

“Get down here Kay Kay,” she said as she pushed her body up with her arms, “I need your pretty little mouth.”

Matt grinned as he set me free. I circled around my wife until I was face to face with her. She grabbed my hair and pushed me down towards the bed, commanding me to crawl underneath her until her futa-cock was in my mouth. With my face no longer in the way, Matt took the liberty of spanking my wife’s ass, and she moaned out in pain.

“Harder Matt!” She shouted. Her voice was trembling and I knew that there was not even a tiny bit of acting taking place on her part.

I quickly realized that my mouth was being fucked in the same rhythm as my wife. Every time he slammed into her ass, her futa-cock went deeper into my mouth. There was nothing for me to do but endure the chastity cage preventing my arousal and waiting for the inevitable burst of hot come being shot into my mouth.

“Oh fuck! Yeah, Yeah!” Mia was practically howling as Matt pleasured her. I could feel her futa-cock twitching inside of my mouth.

The sounds gave it away. Once Matt let out the faintest of sounds, my wife was unable to hold back. In seconds, my mouth was full of her come and I sucked and licked as quickly as I could to prevent it from leaking onto the bed.

“Your job isn’t over yet!” Mia said as she shot the last few drops into my mouth.

“You’re up,” Matt said as he grabbed his shirt and pants from the floor. He was panting hard and his six pack abs could be seen every time he tightened his abdomen.

Mia started to turn around by moving her knees one at a time. I had mentally accepted my fate of cleaning up the night before, but it only felt real once I saw the come on her precious asshole. I closed my eyes and got myself into the zone before opening them and lunging towards her ass with my tongue extended, and my cock pressing firmly against the cage.

“Mmm,” Mia said, “is it yummy?” She laughed and I could hear Matt break out into a fit of laughter. I preferred the taste of her come. They tasted similar but I suspected that my wife’s healthy diet led to her having a more tasty serving.

I was on a mission, and I had nothing to say. I figured I could answer her question by cleaning her butt with vigor. My intention was to make her moan, and feel more pleasure despite her already filling my mouth with her come. I knew that if I could have seen myself, I must have looked like a disaster. I was on my second load, and I had spent much of the time with different cocks in my mouth and various insults being hurled at me. I was a cuckold, and though others would cry if they were in my position, I was in a state of mind that rewarded this type of behavior. Submitting myself to the humiliation was how I could please my princess, and pleasing my princess would lead to me being released from chastity.

“I’m gettin’ outta here,” Matt said. He walked over and kissed my wife on the lips. “Hit me up if you guys wanna do this again. I’ll let myself out.” I didn’t even look at him as he left. I was focused on the task at hand.

“Kay,” Mia said as she shifted her weight, my face following her ass until she hit the bed and her cheeks closed, removing my ability to further lick and suck her ass. “Are you okay?”

“Yes Princess Mia,” I said as I snuggled beside her. I rested my head on her ass and looked at her with my cutest face.

“Are you sure?” She was looking for signs of regret, but I didn’t feel anything negative. I felt a stronger bond to her.

“Yes,” I said, “I love you so much Princess.” I kissed the tattooed part of her butt.

“I love you too, and I am so proud of you!” She was looking at me with genuine love in her eyes, “you’ve earned your way out of chastity,” she paused, “I’ll let you out tomorrow.”

“Thank you Princess,” I said. To conceal my disappointment, I placed my cheek on her ass and looked away from her. “Relax,” I thought to myself, “go down, go down, go down.” I was trying to get my caged cock to accept its fate since I had already come to terms with my new cuckold lifestyle.


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_rsrc7.jpg





page-map.xml
 
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   




