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Pink or red?


Going to the mall with Samantha was always a treat for me. It was one of the few places where we indulged ourselves in some public humiliation play. It was here at this mall, a few towns over from where we lived, that people were aware of my status as Samantha’s sissy. I was dressed in casual female clothes, sporting skinny jeans, women’s tennis shoes, and a woman’s hoodie. Samantha had done my make up, and I was also wearing a blonde wig. Men were repulsed by me, and would run to the other side of the mall for fear of their friends seeing them even interacting with me on the most basic level, and women would laugh and point behind our backs as they filled their bags with consumer products.

Today we were shopping for thongs. Samantha did not believe in getting anything that was custom made for a man, and told me that I could just wear a larger size. The chastity cage that I wore made my bulge stick out, but it did manage to keep all of my bits together in one place.

“Pink, or red?” She asked holding up two pairs of lacey thongs.

“What do you think goddess?” I asked knowing that it really wasn’t going to be up to me and if I committed to a color that she was opposed to I would just end up being punished.

“I think pink is better for my little sissy slut,” she tossed the red thong back on the pile of underwear, “let’s check out!”

Having to pay for a pink thong that clearly was too large for my beautiful woman while dressed like a sissy was always a humiliating task for me. The women that worked at the lingerie shop were well dressed, pretty women that did their best not to judge us, but one would be foolish to think that they were not talking about you the second they realized you were out of ear shot. The irony of the situation was that Samantha was seen and treated as if she was a regular woman, but they had no idea that she was actually a futa. Had they known, I’m sure they would have had a field day with what they could come up with as far as insults and gossip go.

I paid for the thong and we left the store. The sounds of whispers and held back laughter were obvious to me, but I took no offense. That was our goal. We did things like this so that Samantha could feel power and dominance towards me. Knowing that I was made a fool caused my manhood to press against the barrier that contained it, and it caused a slight pain that could not be stopped until I managed to get my feelings under control. Samantha was the only one with the key to the lock that kept me in chastity, and that key was around her neck on a gold chain that I had gifted to her a long time ago. She wore that key around her neck proudly, and she loved to tell anyone who asked what they key was for. Sometimes I would be standing next to her as she announced the power that she had over me, and I could see the grins and the respect that that person had for me dwindle in real time. This was how I lived my life, and I wouldn’t have it any other way.

We had parked on the opposite side of the mall from where we were shopping. Samantha had done this on purpose, so that there would be a greater chance that people would see us, and possibly interact with us. She always walked a half-step ahead of me, so that it was obvious that we were together, but it was even more obvious that I was her submissive. My chastity cage was pressing against the outside of my pants, and I could see people looking at it as they tried to figure out what was going on down there. The one savings grace that I had was that most people were unfamiliar with the cages, and so they likely assumed that I was well-endowed. Any boost of confidence that gave me was immaterial because I knew in my heart that I was only average sized, and also I was dressed like a sissy. Nobody has respect for a sissy.

I couldn’t wait to get back to our home where Samantha would be able to let our the lust that had accumulated during our day out. She was always extra mean and hard after a trip to the mall, and I always assumed it was because of the shame that she could sense that I had. I had a love hate relationship with the trips to mall. Loving the idea of humiliation and actually being publicly shamed are different things, though I submitted to them, and managed to get through each adventure without any major problems. My biggest fear was that somebody I knew would be in the mall at the same time and be able to expose me for being a pathetic little bitch, but so far that had never happened. It was still something that was always on my mind, and I was prepared to deal with it if it were to happen.

“I don’t why Brandy,” My name was Brad but she always called me Brandy, “but I really want see you beg tonight.”

“B-beg.” I said, “beg for w-what?” I asked.

“I’m not sure.” She said, “Forgiveness comes to mind.”

I had no idea what I had done to make her feel as though I need to beg for forgiveness, but I knew that asking her would only lead to more problems. With Samantha, nearly anything I do or do not do could be seen as a slight against her power, and I had to tread carefully even though I often enjoyed the punishments. It’s just that with the punishments came a prolonged period of chastity, and that was the ultimate commodity in our relationship. Her having control over when, and how many times I was able to orgasm made it the perfect check to ensure good behavior from me.

At one point in our relationship, she discovered that I was purposely being bad because I was getting off on her cruel punishments. She wanted to continue punishing me, but she acknowledged that our system was giving me an incentive to be a bad sissy, and that was when she decided to introduce chastity into the equation of our love. When she brought it up it came as a huge surprise. I didn’t have a single counter argument for it, and so I agreed to let her become the woman that held the key to my cock cage. That changed my attitude quickly, and it helped me become a better lover and to show the proper amount of respect a futa goddess like her deserved.

As she drove us back to our home I was thinking very hard about what I might of done to need to beg for her forgiveness. I had done everything perfectly, but there was one questionable thing that I had done. I chose not to give her an answer about the color of the thong, and though it had proved to be an effective strategy in the past, I wondered if she had grown wise to what I had been doing. It was possible that she wanted me to tell the truth, and accept the punishment of being wrong if I happened to chose the wrong option. I had essentially opted out of her game, because I was risk averse, even though I would often be rewarded for choosing the right option in those scenarios. It was the only thing that I could think of, and I wasn’t sure how to go about fixing it. If I apologized for that, and it turns out that I was wrong, and she was upset about something else all I would be doing would be giving her another reason to prolong my chastity. It felt like a losing situation, so I waited to see if she would drop any hints about it, and then I would try to get in front of the issue and go from there.

She pulled into the garage so that nobody in our neighborhood could see me dressed as a sissy, so I knew that my offense was not too bad. She had never done it, but I knew that she always could expose me as a punishment, but I had a feeling that Samantha was never going to do that to me. It was a level of trust between a submissive and his dom, however, she also knew that I could tell everyone that she actually had a futa-cock and that would ensure mutual assured destruction if either of us overstepped our bounds. It was something that was never talked about, but somehow we both knew this fact, and we also knew the other person knew as well.
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Wearing my pink thong for Samantha


“Okay, we’re finally home Brandy!” Samantha said as we walked upstairs from the garage into the living room, “let’s see how your new thong looks!”

“Yes goddess,” I said as I tried to look for any type of sign on her face for what it is I could have done.

I opened up the shopping bag and laid the pink thong on the arm of the couch. Carefully, as to not make the button break, I took my skinny jeans off and then pulled off the green panties that I had on underneath. I put them aside, and reached for the thong to put it on.

“Hold on!” Samantha said, “let me see how the little guy is holding up.” She came over and grabbed my caged cock to examine it. “He looks to be doing fine!” She said noting that there was no hint of discoloration and I assured her that it felt fine. I had grown used to being in chastity by this point.

I had worn thongs before, and when my cock was not caged, I always loved the tight feel and the type of fabric that they used. I could never understand why I got aroused wearing women’s clothing, but it was just the way I was, and once I accepted that reality the reasoning behind it didn’t matter as much to me. I did, however, wonder why men’s underwear was made of such boring materials, whereas the women’s fabric seemed to have a different feel. I could never figure that one out.

The thong fit nicely, and the string went between my ass and covered me sufficiently. The front part barley was able to contain the huge lump that was created by the chastity cage, but it managed to just fine. My cock made an attempt at getting hard, but the poor guy seemed to give up whenever it realized that it was in bondage.

“Turn around!” Samantha was standing near me, “let’s see that ass!”

I turned around, only to hear her laughter as she repeatedly spanked my ass in a playful manner. I wished that I was out of chastity because being spanked by her was among my favorite activities.

“How does it look?” I asked.

“Looks okay,” she said as if she was now uninterested in me, “but now that we got you in your new thong. It’s time for you to beg for forgiveness.”

She started to remove her clothes, and I knew enough about her to know that I was going to be on my knees doing something. What she wanted was unknown, but I got on my knees as that was a guaranteed requirement.

“You are so smart Brandy!” She said in a condescending way, “you always know when to get down for your goddess.”

“Thank you goddess,” I said, “would you like me to help you with your socks?” I asked when I noticed that her socks were the only clothes left on her body.

“That sounds wonderful!” She held out one of her feet for me to take off her sock. “And this one too.” She held out the other foot, and before me stood a beautiful, naked woman with a flaccid futa-cock that was larger than mine on a good day when hard.

Her toes were painted a dark red, and they smelled slightly from the day spent walking around the mall. She must have noticed my desire to worship them, because she gave me an order to clean her feet.

“Thank you goddess,” I said as I lowered my lips to the tops of her toes and began kissing.

She took a seat on the couch so that she could relax, and I lifted one leg and rested it on my shoulder, and then grabbed her other foot and began kissing all over. Once I kissed it to the point that I knew she would feel the level of respect she required, I began to suck on her toes and lick the bottom of her feet. She moaned once I brought my tongue into the mix, and it gave me the motivation to try harder as her moaning was seen as a reward to me. I repeated this process with the other foot and when I was finished, I gently set her feet on the ground and bowed, keeping my forehead to the ground until I was given permission to sit back up.

“Thank you Brandy,” she said, “you may get up now.”

I lifted my head and kept my eyes on the floor as I waited for her next command. Licking her feet clean was not my way of begging for forgiveness, it was an extra service that I had asked her she would like. I still wasn’t off the hook yet!

Samantha reached over and grabbed me from behind the neck and started to pull me closer to her futa-cock that had grown in size from me worshiping her pretty feet. She did not have to say anything for me to know that I was required to pleasure her futa-cock with my sissy mouth. I planted kissed on her cock, and sniffed her crotch and showed my love for her scent. She smiled down at me with a powerful gaze and stuck her tongue out to signal to me that she was ready for an increased level of stimulation.

I kept my hands behind my back to show her my will to submit to her, and I used my tongue and bottom lip to scoop the crown of her futa-cock inside of my mouth. Once I had a hold of it with my mouth, I began to suck gently while flicking my tongue. I looked at her face for encouragement and to see if I was effective, and it became obvious that she wanted me to take more of her inside of my mouth. I lowered my head half-way down her massive cock, and she put her hand gently on the top of my head. I could feel her grab a chunk of my hair so that she would have control over my head, and she started to press me further down her cock. I knew from experience that I could only take three quarters of her cock, and she seemed to know and respect that limit as well, because that was where she stopped applying pressure to the back of my head.

“You’re such a good dick sucker Brandy,” She said praising me which gave me the courage to try and get more of her in my mouth. “Oh my god! Be careful!”

`I pushed through the initial stage and I was successful in defeating my gag reflex. I was never going to be able to get my lips down to the base of her cock, but I did manage to set a new record. I felt that it was the least I could do for such a beautiful futa queen, and I always loved to impress her, even if it meant setting a new bar that she would expect me to be able to meet the next time I went down her beautiful cock.

I could feel her cock starting to pulse inside of my mouth, and her moans were filling the room. The sounds of me slobbering all over her cock were drowned out by her pleasure. She pulled my hair so that I would not have to have that much of her inside of my mouth. I was much better at servicing the tip of her cock, so I started to swirl my tongue around the crown as I looked her in the eyes. She looked at me as if I was a joke, and I could not fault her for that. I was wearing a wig and she was calling me Brandy, and I was on my knees sucking her cock. If the outside world knew what happened in our home they would be shocked, and I’m sure there would be a segment of the population that would call for us to be sent away to a faraway island where they would never have to see us again. We were deviant, but we loved it!
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Owned by the futa


“Get up bitch!” Samantha said as she pulled me away from sucking her wonderful futa-cock. “I’m going to own that little ass of yours!” She stood up and I could feel her lusting rage as she released her grip on my wig so that it would stay on. “Let’s go!”

Saying nothing, I stood up and let her lead me into the bedroom where I knew I was going to feel her deep inside of me. I craved her cock inside of my ass, and wondered how hard she was going to fuck me. My cock was throbbing inside of its cage, and I wanted more than anything in the world for her to set me free, but I knew that asking would achieve nothing but a longer sentence. I kept my mouth shut, and prepared to open my ass for my futa goddess, and pray that she would compassion at some point in the future and let me out to masturbate at her feet.

At all times, we had a bondage set connected to our bed. It ran underneath the mattress and arm and leg restraints could be pulled up from the side of the bed at any time. Because it was connected to the bed, I was effectively stuck on the bed and I loved the feeling of vulnerability that the restraints gave me. She pushed me onto the bed, and I landed on my stomach. She came around the side of the bed, and connect the wrist restraints to my right hand to immobilize my strong hand early. She repeated the same for my left, and then she stuffed a pillow underneath my chest. Sometimes she would restrain my legs as well, but she chose not to as her plan was to have me support myself with my knees so that she could mount me with little effort, but I waited for her to pull down my pink thong before I used my knees to present her with my ass.

“Next time,” she said as she pulled off my thong aggressively, “I ask which color you prefer, you give me a fucking answer!” She smacked my ass hard, and waited for me to begin to speak before she smacked me again even harder.

“I-I’m sorry goddess,” I said as I felt the wrath of her strong hand, “I’m so sorry goddess!”

“Just for that,” she spanked me again, “your not going to be let out of chastity tonight!” She gently rubbed my ass which was more scary than her spanking because I was not sure if she was going to hit my ass again. “Ass up now.” She ordered as she laughed at me. “You’re a fucking joke!”

I did not reply to anything that she said. It was very clear where I stood. I presented her my ass, and waited to feel her inside of me, but I was instead met with more humiliating spanks. My poor cock was throbbing, and I loved the feeling of being spanked by her, but I longed for my cock to be hard and to come. She spit in the center of my ass and spread it around with her futa-cock, and slowly, she put the crown of her cock inside of my ass. I did my best to not make a sound, and I focused on letting out the feelings through quick, shallow breaths.

“Nice and tight!” She said as she stuck it in a little deeper, “just the way I like my bitch!” She smacked me one more time on the ass to cover her pushing even deeper inside.

I could not contain my ability to remain silent anymore. I let out a moan that made her laugh, because she loved the power of being able to humiliate me, while making me lust for her even harder. It was a strange dynamic to normal people to understand. She reached both of her hands around my thighs and pulled me into her cock. I could not move if I wanted to, and all I was good for was being a hole to cause friction on her cock. She was using me as a toy, and I loved it.

“Tell me Brandy,” she said as she started to find her rhythm, “why have you not apologized to me for trying to find a loophole in our little game?”

“Oh my god,” I said in response to her cock but also in an effort to change the subject.

“No, no, no, no, no,” She was not having it, and could clearly see through my attempt to avoid her question. She spanked my ass even harder than she normally did, “I. Asked. You. A. Fucking. Question!” She spanked me again, and again, and again.

“I-I’m sorry goddess,” I yelled out as she spanked my poor butt, “I’m sorry for trying to cheat our little game!”

“So you admit it!” She had gotten her confession and it only made things worse from her point of view, “how dare you! What gives you the right to try and subvert my rule?”

“I’m sorry!” I said, “I’m so sorry!” It was challenging to have a conversation with such a large cock rushing in and out of my ass at ever increasing speeds.

“I asked you a question!” She spanked me again, “What gives you the right?”

“I don’t know goddess,” I said realizing that she was now just trying to stack as many crimes on top of one another as she possibly could. I was playing a losing game no matter what I did, and being silent would not help me in any way. “It was wrong of me to do. I accept the punishment. Thank you for being who you are!” She was fucking me hard enough, and deep enough to make me moan like the little bitch that I am.

“I was going to let you out of chastity today,” she had slowed down her fucking, but was still pumping at a decent rate, “now I don’t know how long to keep you in there. What do you think is a fair amount of time?’

She was relentless in her dominant ways. The first thought was to give her a figure such as the following day or somewhere around there, but by giving her such a short time she could easily see that as me trying to get off easy. If I overshot and told her a long time line, I could end up being locked up longer than she was originally planning. It was a very hard decision to make, and it reminded me of those moments in life where I was asked to grade my own work.

“One month,” I answered feeling as if it was a long enough time frame, but not a time period in which I would have huge difficulty enduring. “One month goddess.”

She laughed, and right away I realized that I had made a huge mistake. From the tone of her laughter I realized I could have gotten away with something like two or three days.

“As you wish my little sissy bitch!” She continued to laugh, “I’m glad I asked you. I had a way different number in my mind.”

Her futa-cock was picking up steam, and the walls of my ass could feel it throbbing rapidly. I could tell that she was setting herself up to come soon, and my cock instinctively made another attempt at getting hard, but it failed as the chastity proved to be too effective. I was feeling great pleasure in my ass, yet it was ruined from the fact that my cock was locked up. It was the ultimate tease, and a punishment that I would not wish on anyone. I much preferred to be spanked than to be teased and denied.

“One month it is!” She continued to rub my mistake into my face. “This is why your opinion matters so much Brandy. Without you, I might find myself being too nice and generous, but you’re always there to set me straight!”

I moaned when I felt her first burst of hot semen shoot inside of my ass. It clung to my walls, and she spanked me for no reason at all, but to further humiliate me. She knew that I was desperate to be set free, yet she could hide behind the fact that I had suggested to her that I remain in chastity for one month. She knew what she was doing; she was almost too good at being a dominant woman, and I feared for any man that may come after me if she ever decided to leave me. I felt that I was the only person on the planet that could endure such shameful humiliation, but then again, there were likely one hundred men that would line up in the hopes of being treated in this way, if not more.

“Did you come?” She asked as her cock was beginning to empty completely, “hmm, did you Brandy?”

“No goddess,” I answered as she removed her cock from my ass. “Thank you goddess.”

“That is too bad.” She said as she stuffed a tissue to my ass to prevent her come from dripping all over the place, “I’ll tell you what.” She paused knowing that I would grow excited from a sentence starting out like that, “in one months time, I’ll let you come two times in one day. You see, I am such a good woman.”

“Yes goddess,” the disappointment was soul crushing, “thank you goddess.”

Samantha let each of my arms go, and I grabbed the tissue and held it so that the come would not drip everywhere. I stood up, slowly, and walked towards the bathroom so that I could shower. I shut the door behind me, and I could hear her laughing. I looked at myself in the mirror, and I felt a level of shame that was greater than the feeling I got from being seen as a sissy in the mall.
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