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Chapter 1 - Billy

When Heather and I started dating, I thought I’d won the lottery. She was everything I was looking for in a partner, so sweet, caring, and supportive. It made me feel loved for the first time in a long time, and I could actually talk to her about anything.

I was 44 when we started dating, and had been single for years. My ability to attract women had never been impressive, and I was so lonely and desperate when we met that I fell hard for her right away. Everything seemed so perfect.

She had a 19 year old futanari daughter named Anastasia who still lived at home with her, and I couldn’t believe how gorgeous she was when I met her. Heather was attractive by my standards, but her daughter was absolutely breathtaking and I couldn’t get over it. I’d only heard the stories about futanari women and their immense beauty, actually encountering it was mind blowing.

Heather told me how Anastasia caused problems, and was always getting into trouble, but the moment I met her I was nothing but charmed. Anastasia maintained intense eye contact when we met, and came off as being very in control of herself. She didn’t match her mother’s descriptions, and it made me feel a lot better about things.

I asked Heather to marry me after six months. She said yes, and we were wed two days after our first anniversary. Heather and Anastasia moved in the following weekend, and that’s when I started to notice the problematic behavior her mother told me about.

There isn’t another way of putting it, Anastasia was nothing but a spoiled, entitled brat. She did whatever she wanted, openly dressed like a complete whore, and did simple things like leave the lid off of things, or leave the fridge hanging wide open after she used it. It’s not like she was dumb, she just did it to get a rise out of us. She took pleasure in causing problems.

Her mother seemed to have checked out in regards to her behavior, and didn’t even try correcting her most of the time. It was written all over Anastasia’s face that she didn’t care, not even a little, and when I tried saying something to her, I received the same treatment.

“Anastasia, when you finish making yourself a snack, please put the ingredients away. I’m sick of having to go behind you and clean up.” I said. It was the third time in a few days that she made food, and then went to eat without cleaning up. Anastasia looked into me with her sparkling eyes, her face full of contempt.

“Why can’t you do it?” she asked, enunciating every syllable and pursing her plump lips.

“I did. That’s my point. I’m not doing it again.” I said.

“Yes you will.”

“Excuse me?” I asked, putting my hands on my hips. She may have been allowed to talk to her mother like that, but it wasn’t going to fly in my house. Anastasia stood up front the couch, and a cocky little smirk appeared at the corner of her lips.

“The next time I get hungry, I’m going to make myself a snack. And you’re going to go in there after me and clean it up.” she said, without a hint of irony.

“Are you serious right now?”

“Yes. Look at me. I shouldn’t have to clean up after myself when I have a perfectly good live-in maid.”

“Live-in maid? Wow, you’ve really got things twisted here, Anastasia. You’re the guest in my home.” I said, stepping closer and raising my voice. The little bitch had gotten under my skin.

“You’re the one who’s getting twisted.” she said, grabbing me hard by the balls, squeezing and twisting them in her hand.

“Ouch! Let go. What are you doing?” I asked, my eyes welling up with tears as she lifted me onto my tippy toes, staring into me with the same intensity as always. Her grip strength was impressive, and I thought that one of my testicles might explode.

“You’re going to clean up after me, and you’re not going to talk to me like you have some sort of authority over me, do you understand?” she asked. The pain was so immense that I felt like I might pass out, and I agreed so she would release me.

“Yes.”

“Good. I’m glad we have an understanding.” she said, releasing me with a smile. I limped out of there, and immediately went to ice my balls.

What in the devil was that? She twisted the fuck out of my balls. God damn that hurt. Stupid little bitch, I swear to God.

Even though she was pretty beyond belief, I was instantly scared of her and the lengths she was willing to go. I don’t fuck with crazy. From that moment on, I knew that she wasn’t to be messed with. The way her mother treated her made more sense, as it was simply easier to avoid her and just let her do what she was going to do instead of putting yourself into her crosshairs.

I wondered if she was a sociopath, or a narcissist, or something like that. She was downright terrifying, and carried herself with so much confidence and disdain for me that I found myself kissing her ass, and seeking her approval. It was embarrassing that she’d taken over the household, but I still had hope that I could win her over.

Anastasia kept getting sexier in my eyes. Even though I couldn’t stand her, and found her intimidating, she was absolutely stunning from her head to her pretty little red toes. I guess it was the close proximity, of always having to be around such a sexy little slut.

It drove me crazy, and I couldn’t stop myself from fantasizing about her. It got to the point where I was jerking off to her in the shower, with my wife in the other room. I fantasized about getting her naked, and stroking her little futa-cock and showing her who was in charge. I thought about bending her over, pounding her senseless while her dick flopped around, helpless beneath me. I wanted to show her who the man of the house was, and in the most primal way.

It made me feel gross, and pathetic because I kept telling myself not to look at her like that, and not to indulge my lust but there was just something about her that made me borderline obsessed with her. It became my goal to gain her respect, so that I didn’t have to live in a household that was run by a nineteen year old, and because I wanted her so badly. If she wasn’t going to give me authority, she at least needed to treat me as an equal.




Chapter 2 - Anastasia

Billy never interested me. He was exactly the type of weak man that my mother tended to date, and other than stepping on his toes and letting him know that he wasn’t in charge, I mostly ignored him.

I had too much other stuff going on to pay him any mind, until I got pulled over one night and arrested for DUI. I wasn’t even drunk, but since I was technically too young to consume alcohol, it was still illegal. I got a little out of control in the process, because it was such an abuse of their power to arrest me of all people. I spit in one of the cops faces, and damaged the door and window kicking it with everything I had.

It just pissed me off that two losers with below average intelligence had any say  whatsoever in the way I ran my life. If I was swerving or wrecking my car, I would understand, but I drove perfectly and would have been home safe in fifteen minutes if those fat little piggies had been at the donut trough inhaling their slop like they should have been. Instead, Billy bailed me out, and tried to give me a talking to on the way home.

“Things are going to change, Anastasia. What you did was reckless, and out of control.” he said. I snort-laughed obnoxiously, just to get a rise out of him.

“Yeah, okay.” I said, my tone dripping with sarcasm.

“This isn’t a joke Anastasia. I had to pay over 500 dollars to bail you out.”

“Oh, wow. Five hundred dollars. It’s called two jobs, bitch.” I said, looking at my nails. It had gotten to be time for me to go and get them done, but my license was suspended from the injustice I was a victim of.

“Excuse me? Do you like having a roof over your head? Because if you don’t shape up-”

“Don’t you dare threaten me. You aren’t gonna do shit, you pussy ass bitch. You’re lucky I still let you live with us.”

“What bullshit fantasy world are you living in?” he asked, rolling his eyes.

“Daddy, stop. Don’t touch me down there, I don’t want you to do that. Why are you touching me like that?” I asked, staring into his soul. He had no idea who he was messing with, or the depths I was willing to go to smash his life to pieces if he decided to fuck with me.

“Jesus. You’re insane.”

“Take me to the nail salon. I need to get my nails done.” I said.

“What? No. I’m not taking you anywhere. You’re going home to think about your choices and where you’re headed in life if you stay on this path.” he said. I burst out laughing, completely unable to even entertain the idea of taking him seriously. This was a man who made less money than his wife,  whining about having to spend five hundred measly dollars on his goddess of a stepdaughter. He really needed to learn how to be grateful for having me in his life, as there isn’t another scenario where I would grace him with my divine presence.

“Take me to the nail salon. Now.”

“No. We’re going home. Your mother is worried sick about you.”

“Shut up. Don’t try to guilt trip me, you asshole. I need to get my nails done, and you need to take me to the nail salon. Now.” I said, raising my voice. His insubordination was starting to piss me off.

“I’m not taking you to the nail salon, Anastasia. Drive yourself. Oh yeah, you drove drunk and lost your license!” he said, clearly mad about having to deal with the officer’s mistake.

“Seriously? You’re not gonna take me?” I asked, feeling anger well up inside me. I honestly couldn’t believe that he was trying to deny me, to rob me of my basic human rights.

“No. I’m not.”

“You’re going to regret it if you don’t.” I said, swallowing my anger. It’s always better to let it build, and choose the right time to strike back and punish. I looked out the window, shocked that he had the gall to speak to me in that way. He was pathetic, beneath me in every measurable way, but he had an inflated sense of self worth that I had every intention of flattening.

Billy got my car out of impound, and then gave me the bill like I would ever pay him back. He said the car was safe at a friend’s house, but that he didn’t trust me not to drive it in the meantime.

“Where’s my fucking car?” I screamed, over and over right in his face. “It’s my car! You fucking thief! I’ll call the cops, I swear to God. Where’s my fucking car?”  he finally relented, and promised to bring my car back if I didn’t involve the police.

Not taking me to the nail salon was bad enough, but now he was trying to insert himself as some sort of authority figure in my life. Absolutely wasn’t gonna happen, point blank period. The fact that he even thought of himself as being allowed to gaze upon me freely, or speak to me in any way that wasn’t expressing his pure devotion and worship was unsettling, and would be corrected immediately.


Chapter 3 - Billy

It felt good finally standing up to Anastasia. It’s what she needed, and I was finally in the proper role as her disciplinarian and male role model. She may have been spoiled rotten to the core, but I thought there was still something better inside of her that just needed some encouragement before it could come to the surface. Anastasia needed discipline, and structure, and while she was stuck at home awaiting her court date, I planned on instilling it.

Heather was an attorney, and worked long, crazy hours. I worked from home, selling insurance from my computer. While Heather was at work, I typically saw very little of Anastasia, as she was very social and kept herself busy running around with friends. Her mother and I agreed that she needed to stay in the house until after her court date, and stop going out so much because it was getting her into trouble.

This left me home alone with Anastasia, and I can’t deny that being in the house with her made naughty thoughts brew constantly in my head. It had been years since a woman’s beauty had captivated me in such a way, and looking at her was almost like a drug that always left me wanting more. I tried stealing glances at her bulge, especially when she wore yoga pants.

Her presence made me feel alive, and I found myself more motivated at work. I was filling out some online forms for a client, and Anastasia appeared in my doorway wearing a bikini that was so tiny it should have been illegal.

“Hey, daddy. I’m sorry to interrupt you while you’re working, but I bought a couple of new micro-bikinis and I wanted to see what you thought about them.” she said, full of pep and excitement. The moment I saw her, fireworks went off in my head. She was the single most enticing thing I’d ever laid my eyes on.

“Oh, yeah. It looks great.” I said, unsure of how I should act in the situation. My body flushed with heat at the sight of her supple young body, as the bikini left very little to the imagination. It was the first time I noticed that her nipples were pierced, and I felt the blood rushing to my cock as she spun around and posed, smiling and biting her lip.

“Remember this one, okay? I want to know which one you like better, I’ll be right back.” she said, disappearing. I exhaled, and smiled to myself. How awesome was my life? Because of her stature, I’d assumed she’d be on the smaller side down there, but I could see the distinct outline of it, and it was anything but little.

It made me feel inadequate, as she was bigger than me even though she was flaccid. Still, it was so novel and fascinating, and it only made her somehow more magnetic and alluring.

I waited until she returned before getting back to work, and I felt pride trickling through my body at her turnaround. It appeared that all she needed was someone to stand up to her, to put her in her place and let her know that certain things wouldn’t be tolerated, and that she had to shape up. I’m sure it didn’t hurt knowing that she was loved and cared for, and I figured that she was drawn to the stability between myself and Heather.

My erection went down, and then she appeared again, this time in a purple thong bikini. She was hotter than any woman I’d ever been with, and it wasn’t even close. Anastasia was the type of girl I’d spent my entire life lusting after, and being rejected by. As an older, married man, I knew that I would never get my hands on something like that, and I was okay with it. Doesn’t mean that I couldn’t look, or enjoy teasing myself at the possibility.

“I really like that one.” I said, fighting the urge to compliment her amazing legs and ass. She was so sexy that it was short circuiting my brain, and I literally began salivating at her.

“Thank you, daddy. I don’t really like the way it makes my ass look. What do you think?” she asked, turning around and giving me the perfect view of her supple little bubble as she popped her hip to the side and looked at me seductively.

“It looks great, what do you mean? You’re beautiful.” I said, trying my best not to come off like a dirty old man.

“You’re so sweet, I see why mom married you.” she said, hypnotizing me with her eyes. There was something so intense about the way she looked at you, and she made me feel like I was the only man in the world.

“Eh, I’m just a lucky old man.” I said, brushing off her compliment and trying to control my breathing so that my boner didn’t erupt in my pants.

“So you like this one more?”

“It’s hard to say. You look stunning in both of them.” I said, noticing that her toes were freshly done with french tips, same with her fingernails. “When did you go to the salon?”

“Yesterday. My friend Walt drove me.” she said.

“Wait, what? Who is Walt?”

“Don’t worry, he’s in his thirties. He’s a nice guy.”

“I don’t care how old he is, you don’t need to be going out right now. Where’d you get the money?” I asked, wanting answers.

“Walt paid. I told you, he’s nice.”

“So he just drove you to the salon, paid for your nails, and then brought you home for nothing?” I asked, trying to get it straight. It surprised me how jealous I felt, hearing of another man taking her out and doing things for her. I wasn’t sure if I was just feeling protective, or if my infatuation with her was leading to me being possessive.

“No, daddy. He drove me back to his place after, and we hung out for like an hour before he dropped me off.” she said, talking with her hands and making her soft natural breasts bounce and jiggle.

“For what? What did you do?”

“Nothing much. You know, we smoked a little, and fucked. Then he dropped me off.” she said, shrugging like it was no big deal. I can’t explain how angry hearing her say that made me feel, and I knew that it was an unhealthy reaction because it was pure jealousy.

“It’s not happening again. You are not to leave this house under any circumstance, until after your court date. Understand?” I asked, pointing as I spoke.

“Yes, daddy.” she said, grinning and doing a little curtsy before heading off again. That was the last I saw of her for several hours, and the images of her in her micro bikinis kept popping up to distract me. I felt like a teenager again, unable to stop myself from getting hard, random erections.

“I need to take a shower and rub one out. This is ridiculous.” I said, stepping away from my computer. It was almost one, and I was ready for a break anyway. I figured I’d feel better and be more focused once I had a nice little release.

Anastasia’s bedroom is right down the hallway from the main bathroom, and I noticed that her door was ajar as I approached. I peeked in, and saw that she was trying on another outfit, this time black stockings with an incredibly short black skirt, and a white button up. She looked straight out of a porno, with the bottoms of her ass hanging out of the skirt, and her hair in pigtails. It was spank bank material I could use in the shower.

“You don’t have to stand out there.” she said, startling me.

“Oh, sorry.” I said, embarrassed to be caught but trying to play it off as I stepped into her room. “I was about to take a shower, just wanted to make sure you didn’t need anything.”

“That’s plausible.” she said, turning to face me. She had her shirt tied up in the middle, with tons of cleavage and her toned stomach and belly button ring on full display. Her beauty was Earth shattering, and honestly humbling because of what a visceral reaction she inspired. “What do you think?”

“I ugh, like it. It looks great.” I said. She made my heart race, and I knew I needed to get in the shower and jerk off before I stuck my foot in my mouth.

“Sit down.” she said, motioning to her bed.

“What? Why?” I asked, feeling strangely nervous.

“What are you, scared of something? Sit down.” she said. I wasn’t sure what she had planned, but I plopped myself down on her mattress to find out.

“What’s up?” I asked.

“I wanted to thank you for paying my bail, and getting my car out of impound. You didn’t have to do that, and I really appreciate it. I owe you my freedom.” she said, speaking slowly and pacing right in front of me. Everything about her screamed sex, and my body was gripped with arousal.

“Don’t mention it. You’re my stepdaughter now. I’d do anything for you.” I said, unable to break eye contact with her. She was absolutely intoxicating, unlike any woman I’d ever experienced in real life.

“That’s so sweet, daddy. I’ve always craved love and attention from older men, and it means so much that you take your role in my life seriously.” she said, bending over at the waist in front of me and putting her hands on my thighs. Anastasia swirled her tongue around her lips, her sparkling eyes putting me into a trance.

“I do.” I said, my voice weak.

“I’m very grateful daddy, and I’d love to show you my appreciation.” she said, emphasizing every syllable, melting my mind with her sexualized vocal tone. It was so hard that it felt like I might ejaculate in my pants spontaneously. We smiled at each other, and she leaned in, letting her lips linger right in front of mine.

“It’s okay, sweetheart. You’re already my favorite.” I said, watching as she adjusted her top, purposely pressing her tits together to antagonize me.

“What is that?” she asked, breaking character and looking down.

“What?” I asked, throwing up my arms. I looked down right as she reached out and grabbed hold of my penis, and then pulled her hand away and shrieked.

“Why are you erect? That’s so disgusting, you pervert! I’m going to tell my mom that you got a boner from looking at me.” she said, her eyes wide.

“I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to, you’re just really pretty. Oh my gosh, I’m sorry.” I said, trying to adjust myself to hide my tent and get out of there.

“No. Where do you think you’re going? Sit down.” she said, pushing me back down on her bed.

“I’m so sorry, Anastasia. It was completely unintentional.” I said. The reality of the situation had me backpedaling, wishing I could go back in time and not even have come into her room.

“Bullshit. You were checking me out, you old pervert. Don’t lie to me.” she said, walking over and slamming her door shut, and then locking it. “Tell me the truth. When I showed you my bikinis, you liked it. And you like seeing me in this outfit, with pigtails and stockings, don’t you?” she asked, getting right in my face. I exhaled, defeated, and shrugged.

“I’m sorry.”

“Answer me.”

“Yes.”

“Yes, what?”

“Yes, I liked the way you looked in the bikinis. Look, Anastasia, I love your mother, and I would never do anything to-”

“Shut up. And don’t call me Anastasia anymore. That’s not who I am to you. If you don’t want me to tell my mom about this, then you’re going to call me master, mistress, or mommy. Got it?” she asked. I nodded, unsure of what was happening. “And from now on, things are going to be different around here. If I need to go to the salon, you’re going to take me. And you’re going to pay. And you’re going to offer to stop and get me food, and you’re going to praise me the entire time. Does sub understand?” she asked, grabbing me by the face and forcefully nodding my head for me.

“Yes, mistress.” I said, feeling myself turn red as I called my own stepdaughter by that title. I’d made a huge mistake, and I knew right away that she would punish me relentlessly for it.

“And I’m getting real sick of your attitude. You’re entitled, you think you’re owed a level of respect you don’t deserve, and you haven’t even acknowledged me as your superior.” she said.

“I’m really sorry, Anastasia. Mistress. I’m sorry.” I said, stammering over my own words. I could hear my own pulse in my ears, and my erection was pounding. She was like Kryponite, and I felt myself reduced to nothing before her.

“It’s just been really tough on me, that’s all. I hate not getting the recognition I deserve. The problem in our relationship is simple, you are confused about the power structure, and how this actually works.” she said, turning around with her enormous she-cock hanging out of her skirt.

“Mistress…what are you doing?” I asked, looking down at her thick, long shaft, and swollen, bulbous mushroom head. It was beautiful, an absolutely perfect cock.

“I’m going to rectify your confusion.” she said, casually stroking herself right in front of my face. I felt my asshole puckering up immediately, and started trying to think of a way out of my predicament. Anastasia turned around in front of her dresser and got into the drawer, and I heard metal clanking before she lifted out handcuffs and chains.

“Oh, God.” I muttered to myself, ashamed by how turned on I was. I’d always preferred strong, powerful women because I wasn’t strong or powerful myself. It was nice having someone to guide me in the right direction, someone who told me what to do. I knew that I should put my foot down, and stop what was happening, but I was too weak, made powerless by her natural feminine divinity.

Anastasia put the handcuffs on my wrists, behind my back. The shackles connected to another pair of cuffs, which she clamped on my ankles. I didn’t resist, and looked down at the floor in acceptance of whatever punishment she chose to dole out. It was clear I was no match for her, and I knew the best thing I could do was to submit completely, and to try and enjoy it.

She was quiet, moving with surgical precision as she located the tools that would comprise my punishment.

“Stand.” she said flatly, without looking at me.

“Yes, mistress.” I said, rising so she could pull down my shorts and underwear.

“Of course. You would be baby-dicked.” she said through laughter, dropping down in front of me to apply a chastity cage. “This is so you don’t take too much pleasure in what I’m about to do to you.”

“Yes mistress.” I said, staying still as the cage was fastened and locked. Anastasia had a keyring with as many keys as a school janitor, and I could only imagine what types of torture devices she had lurking around.

“That might actually be the smallest erect penis I’ve ever seen. It’s between you and this guy named Eric, but he was only five foot four so it didn’t look as pathetic on him.” she said, her voice laced with cruel undertones.

“Yes, mistress.” I said, looking down at my own penis. It looked extra small because Anastasia’s endowment dwarfed mine. She had a power over me unlike anything I’d experienced, and the throbbing pressure in my cock was now the cause of immense pain. I tried to block it out, and think about other things, but it was like she was beaming the arousal straight into my soul.

“I bet you’ve never made a woman cum.” she said, returning from her dresser carrying a ball gag.

“No, mistress. I haven’t.”

“Shut up. That’s enough of your talking.” she said, shoving the red rubber ball into my mouth and pulling it tight around my head. “On your knees, in front of the bed.”

“Unh unh ugh.” I mumbled, trying to say ‘yes mistress’ while choking and slobbering all over the ball. I’d never worn one before, or done anything like this. Anastasia sat down on her bed in front of me, dangling her stocking laden feet in front of me.

“Worship them, baby dick.” she said, giggling adorably. She was sadistic, twisted, and the hottest thing I’d ever encountered. She was like the devil personified, offering nothing but temptation and punishment, targeting my natural weaknesses with pinpoint accuracy.

“Mmmmmm.” I hummed, rubbing my face on her feet, trying to kiss them but only succeeding in slobbering on her stockings.

“You’ve been very bad, slave. Very, very bad. Mommy is angry, and you need to prostrate yourself before me to prove your value.” she said, her voice mean and spiteful. “You know I’m the only unicorn, right? A true one of a kind.

You’re a disgusting, pitiful peasant who isn’t even good enough to be doing what you’re doing right now. The only reason I’m letting you sniff and worship my feet is because I am a loving, righteous, and forgiving Goddess.”

My cock pressed against the steel cage, unable to fully inflate with blood but still struggling to do so. The pain grew worse with each passing second, and the more I admired and debased myself for her feet, the more I became turned on and didn’t want it to stop.

I’d never had the opportunity to be intimate with a woman as beautiful or perfect as her, and it was all that I wanted. Even if I had to humiliate myself, and all I got to do was sniff her, it was enough. It was the best I was ever going to get, and I wanted to commit myself to her at a lust-fueled, unhinged sort of level.

“Mmm hmmm…” I whimpered, moaning with pleasure as I rubbed my face all over her perfectly arched, stocking covered feet. Anastasia looked down at me with pride, smirking with satisfaction.

“Such a powerless, perverted, pig.” she said, shaking her head. “I should tell my mom all about you, and your uncontrollable boners. I should tell her that you’re a freak, and that you get off on sniffing your stepdaughter’s dirty, smelly feet.”

“Mmm hmm…” I moaned, ready to accept whatever fate she decided for me. Being under her control triggered me into another state of mind, where serving my master was the only thing of importance, no matter the personal consequences. I was willing to ruin and lose my marriage just for the chance to sniff and rub my face on her feet. It made me realize how right she was, I was pathetic.


Chapter 4 - Anastasia

He reverted to his natural instincts as a slave even faster than I expected, breaking quickly under my feminine superiority. It was almost unbelievable how simple it was, show him my cock, tell him what to do, and wave my feet in his face, and he lost complete control of himself.

It made me feel bad for my mother, that her man was so willing to disrespect their union just for the chance to worship his stepdaughter’s feet. It was sad how weak he was to his own lust, and it was a weakness I planned on exploiting to no end. I released him from the ballgag, and he took a deep breath of air.

“Now suck.” I said, holding myself by the base and wagging my superiority in his face. I knew that it made him feel pathetic, seeing how tiny he was compared to me.

“Yes, mistress.” he said, leaning in with an open mouth, wrapping his lips around the tip of my phallus like the submissive little nothing that he was.

“Wow. If only your wife could see you right now, down on your knees, helplessly obeying your new master and your desire to submit to a big, real cock.” I said, taking hold of the back of his head, forcing it down and thrusting against his throat until he gagged and started coughing. “Don’t worry, your gag reflex will go away. You’re going to get plenty of practice sucking my cock.”

“Yes, mistress. I’ll do whatever you say.”

“I know you will, you little bitch.” I said, looking down at the sad sight of his tiny cock being squeezed by the chastity cage. Even without pleasure, or direct stimulation, he was powerless to do anything other than submit to me. “I wonder if you’re the smallest cock my mom has ever had?”

“Guck! Guck! Guck!” his throat squished as I forced it down his gullet, going slightly deeper with each thrust. It felt good, despite my not being attracted to him in any way.

“Such a little cock slut. This is one of the rare times where you actually have some tangible function, using your useless mouth to pleasure a big fat futa-dick.” I said, laughing at his expense and still getting used to the fact that I was dominating my own stepdad. I really couldn’t believe how much he was letting me get away with.

“Yes, mistress.” he said, his head relegated to being a fleshlight. He was so helpless, and vulnerable down on his knees, shackled with his hands behind his back.

“You love it. Say it. Say that you love cock.” I said, pushing the boundaries further and further.

“I love cock, mistress.”

“Say that you live to serve cock.”

“I do, mistress. I live to serve cock.” he said, looking back at me with agony in his eyes. I knew how much it was turning him on, that it was the first time he’d ever been outed for his true sexuality. That’s what made the cage so much fun, as it effectively ruined his ability to enjoy the one thing he wanted the most. I rubbed my balls in his face, giggling as he eagerly accepted it, licking and slurping.

“Alright, time to sit on it. I want to see you ride cock.”

“Oh. Yes, mistress. Okay. I can try.” he said, clearly nervous and stuttering. His lack of self confidence was appalling, and one of his least attractive qualities.

“Have you ever taken anything in your ass before, slave?”

“Yes. Only a finger, and small toys.” he said. He was telling that truth, as he was such an eager pervert that he’d have told me his innermost secrets without inhibition, even knowing full well my intentions to use them against him.

“It doesn’t surprise me that you like things in your ass, slave. You’re very effeminate, naturally. You possess none of the masculine traits that submissive women find attractive, and your tiny, pathetic excuse for a penis repels dominant women like myself.” I said, walking slowly in a circle around him, trying to decide if I wanted to release him from his shackles before fully emasculating him and making him squeal for my cock, releasing his inner whore once and for all.

“Yes, mistress. You’re right about all of it.” he said, holding his head down in shame.

“Seriously, though. What happened to your penis? Did you not go through puberty or something?” I asked, unable to stop twisting the knife. I just knew it would be a sore spot for him, a point of insecurity that I could use to continuously humiliate him.

“I’m not sure, mistress. It just never got very big.”

“Well, I hate to tell you this, but for at least ninety nine percent of women, your so-called penis would be an outright dealbreaker. There’s just no getting around it. Any woman who has laid beneath you was surely fantasizing about real cock while you flopped on top of them, wishing it was over or that they were with literally any other man.” I said, unable to stop grinning as I applied lubrication to my cock, having decided that it would be more fun to pound his ass while he was still bound.

“Yes, mistress.”

“I would gag you, but I really want to hear you screaming.” I said, stepping up behind him, slapping my dick against his ass. It made me feel like the new matriarch of the family, the one in total control of the house and what would be going on inside of it. There would be no coming back from what I was about to do to him, as he wouldn’t be able to go back to viewing me with anything other than awe and appreciation.

If I told him to wear his chastity cage to bed with my mother, he wouldn’t have a choice. If I told him that I didn’t want them sleeping together, then he’d have to turn her down. If I wanted money, he would hand it over willingly, and if I needed a ride, he would be a chauffeur. It was exactly like the type of relationship I always craved with a father figure.

I applied no lubrication to his asshole, because I refused to lower myself by touching him there, choosing instead to bend him over the edge of my mattress and use my cock to spread it.




Chapter 5 - Billy

It was a feeling of total submission, laying facedown on Anastasia’s bed, chained, shackled, and fully under her control.

“I want you to think about how pathetic you are while I fuck you.”

“Yes, mistress.”

“Think about what you’re submitting to. This is what you really are, a weak little cockslut who can’t even control his own impulses.” She said, pushing the tip into my ass. I couldn’t help squealing, as she got off on forcing me to take it.

“Ugh!”

“Yeah, whimper and beg. You know this is what you want. You wouldn’t be lying here impaled on me if it wasn’t true.” she said, giving my ass a hard slap as she forced it deeper.

“Oh my God, mistress. Fuck. You’re right. I love it.” I said. There was nothing I could do, she was far superior to me and knew exactly how to attack my weaknesses. My biggest fear is that she would ruin me, and my entire life, but still I would remain fiercely loyal. I knew that she owned me, that she didn’t respect me enough to ever care about me at all but I was still willing to worship her.

“Keep your head down.” she said, reaching her foot up and stomping it down on the back of my head, mashing it into the mattress. She grabbed hold of the cuffs, squeezing them so they clicked down tighter around my wrists, digging into my flesh as she pounded me.

“Ughhh…” I hummed uncontrollably, as pain ricocheted through my body. All of the blood was rushing to my cock, squeezing it tighter and tighter against the metal bars of the chastity cage. Her big cock and long strokes were hitting deep spots that made me call out shamefully, my body rippling with novel sensations that I couldn’t get enough of. Even though I was on the other end of the fucking, it still counted as the most gorgeous woman I’d ever been with.

“Little bitch boy. Baby dicked, foot freak. Weak, little, submissive nothing.” she grunted, twisting the handcuffs harder until it felt like my wrists might snap like twigs. Tears streamed down my cheeks, and she made me repeat demeaning things, humiliating me for fun as she finished me off.

“I only serve my master.” I whimpered, gritting my teeth as she made it rougher. She made me turn my head, and spat into my mouth before slapping me across the face and telling me to look straight ahead. I would have hated it if I weren’t at the absolute edge of arousal, finally realizing the true depth and depravity of my own sexual desires.

“Say that you’re a slut for cock, and that you’re ashamed for having such a small dick. Apologize to me for your dick being so fucking pathetic.” she said, yelling and getting meaner with each passing second. She pulled my hair, shouting directly into my ear.

“I’m a slut for cock. I’m sorry mistress, I apologize for a goddess like yourself having to deal with my little penis.”

“Don’t even call it a penis, that’s the same category regular men are in. Call it a pecker.”

“Yes, mistress. I’m sorry for my little pecker.” I said, willing to repeat anything she told me to. “Oh, God. Oh my God!” It started out of nowhere, a building wave of pressure between my legs.

“You’re not. You’ve got to be kidding me?” Anastasia asked, her eyes going wide as I started to ejaculate. It was completely beyond my control, and it felt so amazing as she continued slamming her hard futanari flesh deep into my ass, burying it over and over.

“Ugh! Oh, oh, fuck.” I panted, my body vibrating with pleasure. I hadn’t erupted like then since I could remember, and Anastasia found it to be the perfect illustration of my uselessness.

“Tiny dick. No stamina. I mean, who fucking cums while wearing a chastity cage? You’re even more of a little bitch than I expected.” she said, power thrusting until she was exploding in my ass, pumping it full of sticky cum.

“Yes, mommy! Harder!” I cried out, begging for more as I felt her Futa-cock pulsing in my ass, shooting it full of so much cum that it broke the tight seal between us, dripping down my legs and ass.

“Pathetic.” she said, pulling out and walking away,  leaving me bound and laying on her bed with cum dripping from my own asshole as well as my chastity cage.

It was such an emotional high.  I laid there for forty five minutes in a state of dissociation. My body was tingling, vibrating with a satisfaction I didn’t know was possible. No one had ever treated me so poorly, or been so outright mean and hateful to me, yet it was by far the most erotic thing I’d ever experienced. Words can’t explain the way she made me feel, or how eager I was to take the ride of submitting to my new mistress, and letting her absolutely destroy me, no matter the consequences.


Kelsi Reid
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Futanari Dominatrix - The Series
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Futanari Beach

[Click Here] to sign up for the Whole Fillers Newsletter, and receive your FREE COPY of Futanari Beach, Volume 1
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Captive at Futanari Prison (5 Part Futanari on Male Series)
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Futa on Male

25 Story Bundle

There's something special about Futanari women. They all have it all, the looks, the libido, and something big and heavy swinging between their legs that other girls simply can't compete with.

He can't help his attraction, or pry his eyes from the enormous bulge in her yoga pants. His impulse to submit is so arousing that it short circuits his ability to think rationally. All he can think about is doing as he's told, opening wide, bending over, and taking every drop of her sticky Futa cream.

Futa on Male is a 25 story bundle with themes of Futanari on male, femdom, male submission, MPreg, cuckolding, and more!
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