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Do you want a sissy maid?


Being a futa is tough. It has never been easy for me to find genuine men that were interested in me, because I have a lot of trouble telling them that I am not exactly what they think I am. I get hit on all of the time, and men are constantly telling me that I’m beautiful, but they are assuming that I am just like every other woman they encounter. Telling the average man that you have a cock bigger than theirs, and that you love to use it, does not go over very well, or so that has been my experience.

Luckily, I have a solid friend group that understands my situation, and they’ve always tried to help. That’s how I got the idea to find a man that enjoyed being sissified, and serving a woman unconditionally. My very good friend, Kristen, is just like me, and she told me all about the guy she had under her thumb. Kristen was constantly bragging about how amazing her life was, and how easy everything became when she locked down a willing sissy that lived for the purpose of doing her chores, and worshiping her as if she was a goddess. She showed me pictures of the guy, and a few video clips of him doing pathetic acts of worship while he wore women’s clothing. I had a hard time keeping a straight face, but the more she showed me her sissy, the more I became interested in having one of my own.

“So he does everything for you?” I asked Kristen, “like, he doesn’t mind being treated like that?”

“Not at all,” she said, “I know it sounds crazy, but there are loads of guys out there that are into this. It’s a whole community, and if you’re willing to indulge them, you can really have a good relationship. He doesn’t fight me, or try to be the boss. If anything,” she said, “I have to encourage him to take charge every once in a while.”

“How do you know if you go too far?” I asked.

“You have a safe word,” Kristen answered. “No matter what, you always have a safe word. Whether we’re playing around in the bedroom, or we’re going out to eat, either one of us can say the magic word, and it all stops. It keeps a healthy balance, and it makes sure that everything is above water.”

“Has he ever used the safe word?” I asked. I wasn’t sure if I was crossing the line, but I had a lot of questions about how everything worked between them.

“Nope,” she said, “I’ve got a pretty good one.” She smiled at me, and assured me that I could be as happy as her if I was willing to put myself out there.

Kristen explained even more about how she ended up meeting her sissy. She told me about a very small dating site that catered specifically to submissive men looking to serve a dominant futa. She told me that the website was skewed tremendously in favor of women, because there were not too many that were willing to enter these types of relationships. Basically, we could have any guy we wanted on that website, and it was a great way to ensure that only the most loyal would be able to serve us.

Of all the perks that came with having a sissy, one thing stood out in particular. Kristen told me about how the majority of these guys enjoyed being in chastity. I had to look up an image on my phone to know what she was talking about, and what I saw was the most hilarious, and sexy thing I had ever seen. These men wanted to wear metal cages around their cocks, and have us hold the keys to their manhood. This meant that they would be unable to get an erection, and that we would literally hold all of the power. If they wanted to have a release, they knew that they had to obey us in every way. The thought of it made my cock stir, and I found myself constantly adjusting myself in my seat as I thought about what it would be like to have such power over a man.

“So,” I said, “I’m totally interested in this, but I’m a little nervous about signing up for the website. I’ve just had so many bad experiences with them.”

“Listen,” Kristen said, “I get what you’re saying, but the website is fine. These guys have to pay money, and that means their credit card information goes straight to the webmaster. Any kind of over the top creepiness, can and is reported. The company that runs the site takes our side almost every time, and they do not put up with any nonsense from these guys.”

“Okay,” I said still feeling unsure. I was just not sure about putting my pictures up on a site where I knew they could be saved and distributed. I’d essentially be outing myself as a futa to the world, and most of the people I interact with on a day to day basis have no idea about who I really am. “But,” I paused and looked down for a second.

“Tara,” Kristen said, “I’ll help you out. I’ll ask my sissy to talk to some of his friends. He knows just about every single guy in this town that’s into this. He’ll give me a few names, and I’ll vet them for you. Okay?”

“Thank you,” I said. “I feel a lot better about this if you’re involved. The whole thing is just different, and I’m a bit nervous about it.

“I understand,” she said, “I’ll take care of it, and I’ll make sure to get you a handsome one too. You’d be surprised how hot some of these guys are!”

“I hope he’s at least a little cute!” I said with a big smile. I had already seen that her man looked pretty good, and the thought of being able to fuck a guy that looked half as good as him got my heart rate going.

Kristen eventually went home, and I was left all alone with the thoughts of what was to come. I knew that she and her sissy were going to be working hard to find me a sissy, and I was feeling a mixture of excitedness, and huge nervousness. I’ve always considered myself a top, but I never considered the idea of verbally, and physically humiliating a man beyond filling his ass with my futa-cock.

It only took Kristen three days to find me a guy, and when I received her text message telling me about it, I wasn’t able to sit still. I was pacing around my apartment as I chatted to her, and the reality of finally being able to have sex, after what felt like an eternity, was starting to settle in. Eventually, I couldn’t deal with the slow pace of text messages, so I decided to call her.

“I think you’re really going to like him Tara.” Kristen sounded almost as excited as me. “This guy is perfect, and he’s ready to go!” Kristen explained to me that his name was Chris, and that he would have all of the supplies with him when we met. I wouldn’t have to worry about buying any toys or clothes for him, and that was reassuring. “What are you doing tonight?” She asked.

“I’m not doing anything,” I said, “I’ve got the next few days off from work. Does he want to meet? Did you show him a picture of me?” I asked.

“Yeah, I showed him the pictures, and he could not stop thanking us,” she was laughing. “He is really into you, and I’ve hung out with this guy before, so I know he’s not going to be a problem. Do you want me to send him over?”

“Oh,” I said with my eyes wide. Everything was moving fast, and it was not just a thought anymore. This guy really was about to come to my home and worship me like his goddess while I humiliated him. “He can come over tonight?” I asked.

“Yes,” she said, “look, you’re going to have to get used to this. You are the boss. If you want him to do anything, all you need to do is ask. Just make sure the two of you establish a safe word.”

“O-okay,” I said.

It was going to take me some time to get used to the idea of being able to control a man so easily. I never thought I would ever get to that point in my life. Hell, I never thought I’d be able to get into any kind of long term relationship. Men just seemed to be curious in me, and when my futa-cock started to bore them, they’d run off. These types of guys were apparently dedicated to serving women like me, and I had to remind myself that this time was different.

“Are you absolutely sure?” Kristen asked, “I can have you guys meet somewhere else if you want.”

“No,” I said, “I’m ready. Give him my address,” I paused for a moment, “I’m ready to fuck my little sissy!” I felt a rush of lust and excitement as I imagined this man bowing to me and begging for my cock.

“That’s the right attitude!” Kristen said, “trust me. You are going to love this!”

After I hung up the phone, I started to clean up my apartment until I realized how foolish I was being. This man was coming over with the intention of serving me. If I wanted to, it would be acceptable to kick him out after he cleaned my house from top to bottom.

“This is going to take some getting used to,” I said as I sat down. “If I play this right, I won’t have to do much of anything!” I was grinning as I sat back. All that I needed to do was wait for my little sissy to arrive.
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I am a goddess


As I waited for him to come over, I thought about how I really was going to change how I would normally act. This type of thing was new to me, and I had to remind myself that I was fully in control. These guys are natural submissives, and they thrive by being humiliated and used for pleasure. From what Kristen had told me, to not use them would be morally wrong.

I jumped when I heard the sound of my doorbell. It had been a long time since I had a man come to my place, and my body began to shake. I stood up, and took a series of deep breaths as I tried to get myself in the right headspace.

“You are the boss!” I said to myself, “you can do whatever the fuck you want!” I looked at myself in the mirror, and I could see fire in my eyes. I was ready to see if this man really wanted to serve me as a goddess.

“Hi, I’m Tara.,” I said as I opened the door. I kept my shoulders back to appear in charge, but I quickly discovered that no matter what I did, I was clearly the dominant one.

Chris was dressed like a French maid, and I tried to resist laughing before realizing that he probably would love it if I made fun of him. I didn’t hold back, and I started to laugh uncontrollably as his face began to turn bright red.

“H-hello goddess,” he said nervously, “m-may I please c-come in?” He was having difficulty looking me in the eyes as I laughed right in his face.

“Come on in,” I stood off to the side and watched as he walked in. I knew that I was going to enjoy toying with him right away.

In addition to being dressed as a maid, he was wearing high heels and a brown wig. I had never seen such a ridiculous display, and to be honest, I was not even that attracted to him. I liked the fact that he was going to be subservient, but I was already thinking about how I wanted to have a real man next to me in bed. This guy looked better suited for the floor, or on the couch in the living room.

“Aww,” I said, “who put on your makeup?” I couldn’t help but notice that it looked like he had gone to a beauty shop to have it professionally done.

“I d-did it myself,” he said, “d-do you like it goddess?”

“You did it yourself?” I said, “wow! I’m impressed. You might have to do mine!” I was joking, but I saw his eyes light up.

“I would love to goddess,” he sounded more confident, and he looked at me with pure adoration in his eyes. “You are very beautiful,” he said, “I don’t think you need makeup, but it would be an honor to do that for you!” He set down a bag that he was holding, and dropped to his knees. “I am here to serve you goddess,” he said as he began to put his hands in the prayer position.

“What are you doing?” I asked.

“Goddess Kristen instructed me to bow you properly when we met,” he said. “She said that I must treat you as my religion.”

I shook my head as I watched him bow to the floor, his head touching the floor for a brief moment before lifting it up, and repeating the process two more times. I was not physically attracted to him being dressed as a woman, but my futa-cock was interested in the obvious act of worship that he was willing to do for me.

“Thank you for allowing me the opportunity to worship you,” he said when he was finished with his pathetic ritual, “I would appreciate it if you referred to me as Christine,” he said, “it is the name that I should have been given.”

“Christine?” I said as I put my hands on my hips, “No, no, no,” I was already loving the power that I had over him. “I don’t like that name,” I said. I watched him carefully to see if he would protest, but he kept his body still, and his eyes to the floor. “I’m going to call you Cristina instead.”

“As you wish goddess,” he said as he began to bow me three times like he had done before. I just watched and thought about what I was going to have the poor little guy do next. “How may I be of service to you?” He asked as he looked up into my eyes. I could see his inner need to do something for my benefit.

“There are a lot of things you can do for me,” I said as I took a seat, “but we need to establish something first.” I knew that a safe word was absolutely necessary for this sort of power dynamic to work, so I wanted to get that out of the way. “Do you have a safe word?” I asked.

“Yes goddess,” Cristina said, “it’s, uhh, it’s rainbow.”

“Okay,” I said, “and you understand that you can use that word anytime that you feel necessary?”

“Yes goddess,” he said, “I can almost guarantee you that I’ll never use it.” He had a slightly menacing grin, and I couldn’t help but return it. It almost felt like he was challenging me.

“We’ll see,” I said trying to dismiss his attempt to influence me. “For now, I need you to get off your lazy ass, and start cleaning! What good is a maid if she doesn’t clean?” I was sure to sound firm, and slightly annoyed.

“Yes goddess, I’m sorry,” he said as he stood up quickly. “Where are your cleaning supplies?”

“My cleaning supplies?” I looked at him as if he had just spat on me in public. “Why the fuck do I need to pay for cleaning supplies?” I looked at him closely, and I could see that he was aroused by my firmness.

“Uhh,” he said as his eyes shifted around the room, “I’m s-sorry goddess. I’ll accept any punishment that you give me!”

“No, no, no,” I said. I was already starting to understand him and his motivations. “I’m not going to punish you, because your pathetic ass would like it. Go to the store, and fucking buy some supplies!”

“Y-yes goddess,” he said as he headed for the door.

“I hope you run into an old friend while you’re out shopping too!” I laughed as I watched him leave my apartment. I couldn’t believe how easy it was to order him around.

“Hey, this is pretty sweet!” I sent a text message to Kristen as I waited for my sissy to come back.

“I know right! Did he bring a bag with him?” She replied.

“Yes.”

“Open it up. I’m sure he brought some things that will interest you lol.” She sent back to me within seconds.

I felt nervous about going through his bag, but I realized that it was not an invasion of privacy. He was a willing sissy, and he wanted to be ruled over. I finished my text message conversation with Kristen and got up to look inside of his bag, and my eyes lit up when I saw the things that he brought.

“A cock cage huh?” I said to myself as I looked at the strange, metal contraption inside of the bag. It had a metal ring that would go over his cock and balls, and then there was a metal cage that locked into place. With the two pieces were a padlock, and a pair of silver keys. “This ought to be interesting.”

I knew that the closests shop was a fair bit away, and that I had plenty of time to do things around the house without him showing up to surprise me. Out of curiosity, I tried to put the chastity device on my futa-cock. I wanted to understand how it felt, and if it made me feel any different, but sadly the ring wasn’t even close to large enough to fit.

“He must not be very large,” I said to myself as I put the device away. “What else did you bring me?” I continued to look through the bag.

Inside the bag were a few different sex toys. I found handcuffs, a ball gag, nipple clamps, and more female clothing. I considered how I might incorporate the other toys into our session, but I was primarily focused on locking his cock up in the cage. That was the thing that really got my cock interested. To know that I could fuck him in the ass while his poor, little cock was unable to achieve its full size was hot to me. I was also curious if it would be possible to make him come while locked in chastity. It was a challenge that I gave myself as I waited around for Cristina to return.
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Put it on


Cristina arrived with a couple bags full of cleaning supplies, and I was sitting down on the couch watching TV.

“Come here,” I said, “bring the bag.” I pointed at his little sex toy bag with a devious smile.

“Yes goddess,” he said as he set down the cleaning supplies. He quickly came to my feet and got down on his knees.

“Give me,” I said with my hand out. I took the bag from him, and looked inside as if I had never seen it before. I found the chastity device, and pulled it out with a huge smile on my face. “Put it on,” I said, “let’s make sure that little cock of yours doesn’t get any ideas.”

I watched him carefully as he took the device from my hand. He lifted up his maid costume, and pulled down his pink panties. I could tell that he was trying his hardest to not become aroused as he exposed his pathetic cock to me, and I held back my laughter to ensure that I would not give him a reason to get an erection. I was really starting to understand his sexual mind. Unlike most men, Cristina got off on being insulted. I decided to wait until his cock was locked in the device, and then I would give his cock a reason to grow.

“Very good,” I said once he put the cage over his cock. I ran the padlock through the hole, and snapped it shut. I held the keys close to his face and jingled them around, “looks like that little cock of yours isn’t going to be having much fun.”

“T-thank you goddess,” Cristina said. I noticed his knees shaking, and his cock looked like it was trying to grow.

“Okay, time to find something for you to do!” I looked around for a moment to see what I wanted done, and I settled on having him work on the kitchen. “I want my kitchen spotless. I want all of the dishes in the sink cleaned, dried, and put away. But first,” I said with a smile, “I want you to make some coffee. I take mine black.” I sat back and started to flip through the channels.

I fought the urge to look at him, and ask him if he was okay doing what I asked. I could not show my little sissy that I was unsure of my ability to dominate him. He remained on his knees for just a short time before finally bowing his head slightly and standing up. I heard him rummaging through the bags, and setting the recently purchased supplies down on the counter. He opened a few cabinets, and I watched him struggle to find the coffee. I let him squirm nervously for a minute before finally directing him to the right spot.

“Thank you goddess,” he said cheerfully. All I could do was laugh at the fact that he was thanking me for telling him where something was in my own house. I was really loving my status as a goddess.

Eventually, my sissy maid came back with a mug full of hot coffee. I thanked him, and he seemed delighted by my praise, and I watched him walk back into the kitchen in his maid costume. As I sipped my beverage, I imagined what he would look like if he was wearing normal clothing.

“Cristina,” I said, “come here.” He dropped everything he was doing and swiftly made his way back to me. “How was it going out shopping? Like, did anyone say anything about how you were dressed.”

“N-no,” he said with his hands folded together behind his back, “I get a lot of strange looks, but I think people are just confused when they see me. The staff knows they can’t say a word because I’m a paying customer, but I can feel their contempt for me.”

“Does it turn you on?” I asked.

“Yes, and no,” he said. “I can’t describe it, but it makes me feel adrenaline. It’s a crazy feeling.” He seemed really pleased that I was taking an interest in his thoughts and feelings.

“Okay,” I said, “get back to work. I was just curious.” I turned away from him again to put him in his place.

“Yes goddess,” he said as he returned to the task of cleaning my dirty kitchen.

I lost track of the time as I got sucked into one of my favorite TV shows. I was surprised when the sissy came back to me on his hands and knees.

“I’m finished goddess,” he said, “is there anything else you would like me to do?” He looked at the floor mostly, but he occasionally looked up to see me staring down at him with a cocky smile.

“What can you do?” I asked. I wanted to see just how much he was really willing to do for me. Would he moan if I just continued to assign him chores?

“I’m able to do anything you want.” Cristina said proudly. “I’m a decent cook, I can continue cleaning your place, I can take care of your laundry. You name it, and I can also,” he paused, and I could tell that he was unsure as to how he should phrase his next sentence. “I, uhh, I c-can do other things for you, uhh, if you know what I’m trying to say.”

I knew exactly what he was getting at. He was secretly hoping that I would command him to do something sexual to me. I considered it for a moment, but I wasn’t sure if Cristina had earned the reward of servicing me. I had to remember, that from Cristina’s perspective, sucking my futa-cock was a reward. It wasn’t something that I would have to beg for ever if I continued down this path of being a goddess.

“I like the idea of you cleaning,” I said with a mischievous grin. I looked at him carefully and I could see a slight bit of disappointment take over his facial expression, but I was ready to surprise him. “I want you to clean my ass!” I said as I started to shift my weight around. I got on my knees, and leaned over the back of the couch. “Can you do that for me, or is there no point to having you here?” I put the pressure on even though I could sense that he was excited to taste my asshole.

“It would be my honor,” Cristina said. I could have sworn that I could hear his heart pounding.

“Alright then,” I said as I pulled down my pants. I slowly moved my hips around while holding my futa-cock. “Come get it!”

I looked over my shoulder to see him staring at my ass. It looked like he zoned out for a moment as his brain tried to process the situation. I watched as he crawled closer to my ass, and his entire body was shaking as he brought his hands to my butt cheeks.

“Kiss my ass first,” I said, “you have to show respect to my ass before you get to clean it!” I had always wanted to have a man kiss my ass.

“As you wish goddess,” Cristina said as he brought his lips close to my ass. The feeling of him planting a wet kiss on my ass sent chills down my spine. I couldn’t wait to feel his tongue inside of my hole.

“You may lick it now,” I said with some laughter to tease his cock some more. I could only see part of his face as he buried himself between my ass, and I felt the sensation of him taking huge breaths of air through his nose. “You like sniffing my ass?” I was genuinely impressed that he was willing, and happy to put his nose on my asshole and breath in my scent. It made me feel like I really was a woman that was being worshiped. “How does it smell?” I asked expecting the question to throw him off.

“It smells like a beautiful flower!” He said quickly before stuffing his nose back into my ass. The feeling of him taking air was making my futa-cock hard, but I kept it in my hands out of view. I wasn’t ready to show him how much he was turning me on yet.

“Are you going to just sniff my ass, or are you going to fucking clean it like I told you to!” I had no problem with him smelling me, but I wanted to assert my dominance, and I could feel him become worried once he heard the tone of my voice.

Smartly, Cristina said nothing in response to my angry words, and instead opted to obey my commands. I felt his tongue go from the bottom of my crack, and slowly work it’s way to the very top. I turned my head forward so he could not see my face, and I closed my eyes as my mouth was wide open. It felt amazing, and he progressively licked faster, and harder as he got more comfortable with having the freedom to lick me.

“Put it inside,” I said as I bit down on my lip, “I want you to fuck my ass with your dirty little tongue!” I grabbed my breasts, and I could feel my heart beating. I was nervous for some reason, and I was still not sure that he would be willing to do such a thing. He quickly showed me how committed of a submissive he truly was. “Oh fuck!” I said, “yeah, just like that.”

I moved my hand from my breast and wrapped it around his head. I pulled him in deeper, and he began to moan. The vibrations of him loving my asshole were shot into my body, and I had no choice but to let my cock hang free as I supported myself on the couch. I never had been able to convince a man to tongue fuck my ass before, and the experience was among the most pleasurable moments of my life.

“You’re a fucking dirty little sissy!” I said in an effort to cover up how much pleasure I was receiving. “Only a fucking beta would do something like this!” His moans became louder and more frequent inside of my ass, and I was unable to pretend anymore. He knew that he was giving me a concentrated dose of pure joy with his tongue.

“Suck my ass!” I ordered. “Fucking suck it up like a vacuum cleaner!”

He did not hesitate to obey. I felt his lips form a seal around my asshole, and he began to suck. My asshole actually entered his mouth, and it felt like I was getting a hickey. It was a sensation that I never thought was possible, and my futa-cock was fully grown. It started to poke into the couch, and I had to be careful because if I allowed it to rub against it, I would burst. I wasn’t ready to blow my load; I wanted to shoot it into his ass.
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Full domination of the sissy maid


“I’m ready,” I said as I shifted my weight backwards. He tried to keep his suction on my ass, but I pushed him too hard, and he fell back. “I’m taking that ass of yours!” I stood up, and turned around.

“Oh. My. God.” He was in shock as he examined my futa-cock. “I-it’s magnificent!” His eyes lit up as he looked up at me.

I smiled at him as I walked towards him. I lifted my cock up, and plopped it on his face. He licked my shaft, and sniffed my futa-cock at the same time. To tease him, I moved my foot between his legs and dug it into his crotch. He moaned, and I was waiting to see if he would beg me to be released from chastity.

“See this,” I said as I held the keys to his cock in my hands, “these keys stay with me. You don’t deserve to be unlocked!”

I laughed as I moved my foot from his crotch to his chest. I began to push him away, and he struggled to stay up as he wanted to keep my cock on his face. Eventually, he fell to his back, and I demanded that he lift his clothing and present me with his naked ass.

Cristina rolled over onto all fours, and lifted the maid costume up over his torso. I watched as he pulled down the pink panties, and he maneuvered himself so that they went over his knees. His pale, white ass was sticking straight up, and his caged cock was dangling between his skinny, shaved legs. I smirked as I examined his hairless body for a moment as it was a sight that I had never seen.

I got down on my knees, and I pushed my hard cock against his ass. I did not insert it, but I was sure to make my presence known.

“Do you want my futa-cock?” I asked.

“Yes goddess!” He answered enthusiastically, “please give me your cock, please!” He was begging, and it made me feel more powerful.

“Okay,” I said as if I was really doing him a favor, “if you insist!” I spat down the center of his crack, and began to spread it around his tight asshole. “Remember the safe word,” I said, “I’m serious!”

Slowly, I began to push my futa-cock into his hole. He moaned loudly, and I watched him dig his fingernails into the carpet. He had never felt a cock as large as mine go into his ass, and I took joy in taking him like that for the first time. His moans turned into a loud groan, but eventually his ass got used to my size. I was only halfway in before I realized that I would be unable to go much deeper.

“Oh my fucking god!” He yelled, “fuck me! Come on! Fuck me!”

“Shut the fuck up!” I yelled as I slapped his ass with significant power, “don’t tell me what the fuck to do!”

I could not let his insubordination go unchecked. I slid my body to the left, so that my right near was lined up with the center of his ass, and I swung my left foot around towards his head. I used my hand to push his head towards my foot, and I pinned the side of his head down with my foot.

“Don’t ever tell me what to do? Do you fucking understand me? You’re nothing but a fucking sissy!” My anger fueled my futa-cock, and I began to thrash in and out of his ass as if I hated him, but I really just wanted to see if I could make his cock come while being locked in chastity.

“I’m sorry goddess!” He said. He was wise to apologize, and then quickly shut his mouth other then the moans and groans that he was not able to hold back.

I was going in and out of him faster and faster, and I was breathing like a maniac. I lifted my foot from the side of his head, and shoved the bottom of my barefoot into his face. He took a huge amount of air through his nose, and my eyes lit up as I watched how much the sissy enjoyed my foot being in his face.

“Suck my toes!” I said as I pointed my toes towards him so that he could get a few of them in his mouth.

The wet warmth of his mouth on my tongue amplified the pleasure that I was feeling in my cock. Because of the way I was positioned, my cock was going into his ass in a different angle and it felt amazing. I was sure that it was a new sensation for him as well, as he could not keep his eyes open, and he was constantly moaning on my feet. His saliva was dripping out of his mouth, and on to my feet and the floor. I was not concerned, however, because I knew that I was in possession of a maid that would clean up after any mess that was made.

I reached my hand between his legs, and started to jerk his caged cock as if it was not in chastity. His moans increased in volume, and I became confident that I would be able to make him come. As I continued pumping my futa-cock into his tight ass, I started to reach the point of no return. I closed my eyes for a moment, as I thought about how only moments ago he was sucking on my asshole like it was a piece of sweet candy, and that image in my mind caused my cock to begin shooting copious amounts of come into his asshole. Suddenly, I felt something warm on my hand, and I realized instantly that I had been successful in my mission.

He was breathing heavily and hard, but I could tell that he did not experience the same pleasure as me. His cock was only partly erect inside of the cage as it produced its load whereas mine was at full mass and inside of a warm ass. I reveled in my dominance as I allowed my cock to empty into his ass. I thought about how it must feel to be him with a woman’s foot in his mouth, a cage on his cock, and massive futa-cock shooting hot come deep into his ass. For a sissy like him, he was probably at the highest point a man like that could be. It would look pathetic to an outsider but to him, and those interested in the same thing, he had reached some state of sexual nirvana.

“T-thank you, thank you, thank you,” Cristina said to me when I moved my foot from his face. I was very slow to remove my cock, and he whinged for a moment until the tip cleared the entrance of his ass. “Holy fuck,” he said as he tried to catch his breath.

I sat back with my legs fully extended. I zoned out as I watched him slowly shift into the same position.

“That was the best sex I’ve ever had,” I admitted.

“Really?” He looked happy and his eyes told me that he was close to falling in love with me.

“Listen,” I said, “are you finished roleplaying? I don’t want to go too far or anything with this.” I genuinely cared about my sissy after I realized the type of fun I could have with him. I wanted to make sure that I didn’t make him feel uncomfortable, because I know that once a man blows his load, nearly all sexual desire disappears, and feelings of regret and shame enter the mind.

“You can do as you please goddess,” he said, “I live to serve you for as long as you will allow it.” I was impressed with his dedication, and I thought it foolish to turn down further opportunity to get housework done.

“Okay,” I said. “Clean up the mess we made. When you’re finished, you can go into my bedroom. In there, you’ll find a basket with all of my dirty clothes. The laundry machines are two doors over.” I said, “I’m going to take a shower.”

“Yes goddess,” he said as he started to stand. He walked into the kitchen and came back with the cleaning supplies. “I’ll get started immediately!” He seemed proud to work for me, and that in turn made me proud to dominate him.

I took my phone into the bathroom with me, and I turned on the water to let it get hot. I looked at myself in the mirror, and I felt like I had somehow become more beautiful despite the sweat dripping down my body from just having fucked a man with all of my strength. I had to send Kristen a message to let her know how awesome the experience was for me.

“I think I’ll keep him! :p” I sent to her via text message.

“Welcome to the club! I knew you’d love it!” She replied almost instantly, and it brought a smile to my face. My life would forever be changed, and it was the happiest I had ever been sexually up until that point in my life.


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
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