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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.
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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 safe word 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.
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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.
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