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Futas in Heat - Futanari on Male Breeding Menage

Chapter 1 - The Text

It was a Friday night, and I was trying to figure out if I should pop open my only 40 ouncer of beer, or save it for the following night. I looked out my bedroom window, out at the random people walking the street and popping in and out of the dive bars that littered my neighborhood.

Normally, I’d be out there myself, getting drunk and failing to get laid. I didn’t get paid until Monday, and had gone a little hard at the strip club earlier in the week. Video games would get me through, and maybe the forty.

My phone buzzed. It was a text from my buddy Ryan, who was kind of an enigma who only popped up from time to time, always with trouble on his mind.

RYAN: Waddup cuz?

CRAIG: Not shit. Playing 2k.

RYAN: Word? On a Friday night?

CRAIG: Low on funds.

RYAN: Shit, I have a couple hotel rooms and some baddies if you wanna come through.

CRAIG: For real?

RYAN: The Econo-Inn off of 53. Room 43. Get your ass here. Hurry though, these girls are fit to be tied.

CRAIG: You the man. Let me freshen up, I’ll be there in fifteen minutes.

You never really knew what Ryan would be up to. He sold drugs and promoted for a bunch of raves and DJ’s, so he always had access to cash, girls, and illegal substances. The Econo-Inn was known for being a cheap shithole, so I wasn’t exactly sure what he was doing up there, but beggars can’t be choosers. I was in the midst of a multi-month dry spell, and had no real prospects in the female department.

After a quick shower, I hopped on my bicycle and hit the road. The hotel was three miles away, a quick and easy stroll on a perfectly cool night. I could feel myself waking up as I peddled, spurred by thoughts of beautiful women and easy sex. If anyone could get me out of my funk, it was going to be Ryan.

My legs burned, making me happy I hadn’t consumed that forty ouncer. I pulled up to the hotel, and shot Ryan a text as I started looking for his room. There were all sorts of delinquents milling about, and I felt out of place.

“You lookin’ for boy?” he asked. The man was tall and hardened, with a worn out, sunken in face and a ketchup stained wife beater.

“Ugh, nah. No thanks, man.” I said, walking quickly past him and noting that his room number was 24. “Come on, Ryan.”

I called his phone, but he didn’t answer, so I locked up my bike and went upstairs to find his room. The door was ajar, and I knocked lightly, checking my surroundings to make sure I was safe.

“Yo.” Ryan answered with a big smile, giving me a hug and pulling me inside the room. It was a standard room, two beds and one bathroom, filled with people and smoke. The music was at a loud but reasonable volume, and Ryan spoke over it to introduce me to a tall, gorgeous brunette in a form fitting black dress that hugged her magnificent curves. “This is Allison. Allison, this is my buddy Craig.”

“Hi Craig.” she said, leaning in for a hug. Her scent was intoxicating, and her huge breasts pressed against my chest.

“Hey, come here.” Craig said, wrapping his arm around me and pulling me into the bathroom. We’d originally met at a music festival, and even though we only hung out a couple times a year, he always treated me like I was his best friend. He pushed the door closed, blocking out the noise and again showcasing what a colossal piece of crap room we were in.

“Is that mold?” I asked, looking up at the ceiling.

“Who cares? Dude, tonight is your lucky night.”

“What do you mean?” I asked, lighting up because I could see the excitement in his face.

“Allison has two friends, both gorgeous blondes. They’re in fucking heat, dude. Literally in heat right now. They’re in the room next door.” he said.

“Okay. What does that mean?” I asked, beginning to worry that he might be on some sort of hallucinogen. His pupils were dilated, and he was sweating around the eyes.

“They’re trying to get fucked. Like breeding and shit.”

“What?” I asked, laughing as I struggled to wrap my head around what he was saying.

“They’re futanari.”

“Dude. You know that’s not real.” I said, shaking my head. A tinge of disappointment moved through me, as it was seeming less and less like I was going to get laid.

Futanari women are an old wives’ tale, likely perpetuated by perverts, about beautiful female beings with both male and female genitalia, and insatiable sex drives. We’d all heard the stories, but no one I knew had ever actually met a so-called futanari woman.

“Oh, it’s not real? It’s not real?” he asked, getting hyped up and opening the bathroom door. He called Allison in, and he closed the door behind her, leaving the three of us quite cramped in the tiny bathroom.

“What’s up?” she asked, taller than both of us, with her ample cleavage laid out right in front of my face.

“Craig doesn’t think futanari women are real. He doesn’t believe.” Ryan said, crossing his arms and raising his eyebrows.

“Oh, really? Then what am I?” she asked, shifting her gaze to mine, and blasting me with overwhelming eye contact.

“A woman.” I said, looking away nervously. She was so beautiful, and intimidating, there was just something about her that felt different than anything I’d ever experienced.

“Yes. But not just a woman…a futanari woman.” she said, popping her hip and smiling, still peering into my eyes.

“Close your eyes, Craig.” Ryan said, bumping me on the shoulder.

“Why?”

“Just do it.”

“Yeah. Do it.” she said, putting her hand over my eyes.

“Keep them closed.” Ryan said. I heard them shuffling about, and kept my eyes closed, completely unsure of what I was about to see.

“Okay, one second. Alright, I’m ready. Open your eyes.” she said. When I opened my eyes, Allison was standing on the side of the tub, with her dress pulled up and the biggest flaccid cock that I’d ever seen hanging between her legs, right in front of my face.

“Told you.” Ryan said.

“Oh.” I said, my eyes bulging as she took herself by the base, lifting her cock and balls to show off a perfectly clean-shaved, pretty little pink pussy right beneath them. I felt myself getting warm, and blood rushing between my legs.

“Now do you believe me?”

“Yes.” I said, mesmerized and unable to pry my eyes away. My heart started pounding, and she pulled her dress down and hopped back down off of the side of the tub.

“You can go, baby. I’ll be right out.” Ryan said, giving her bubble butt a playful slap as she exited. I was in a state of shock, and had no words after he closed the door behind her. I sat down on the toilet, processing what I’d just experienced. “Dude, I’m telling you, I found these chicks at a rave out in the desert, and there’s nothing like them. All they wanna do is fuck.”

“God damn. Her cock was huge.”

“They’re pretty much all like that. So listen, there’s two girls next door right now that are in heat. That’s why I hit you up.”

“You keep saying that, in heat. I don’t get it.”

“Like a cat in heat, dude. It’s mating season, and they’re fucking itching for it. Wait until you see them, they look deranged, like they need cock to regain their souls or something.” he said.

“I thought you said they were gorgeous?” I asked, conjuring images of meth’d out crackwhores.

“They are. I just mean, they’re so aroused. You’ll see.” he said. “Their names are Lily and Nikki, but I doubt they’ll be in the mood for conversation.”

“So are you gonna introduce me?” I asked.

“Here’s their room key. Just tell them Ryan sent you.” he said, handing over a magnetic card.

“No way, dude. I can’t do that, I’ve never even met them.” I said. My palms were sweating like crazy, and I was starting to want some liquid courage. Approaching women wasn’t my thing, especially two hot blondes at a hotel room.

“Fine. I’ll send Allison over there with you. You want any pre-game?” he asked, reaching into his pockets and pulling out all sorts of pills and powders.

“I’ll take these.” I said, reaching for the airplane bottles of Crown apple.

“Word. There’s more in the mini-fridge.”

“I think five is enough.” I said, smiling as I stuffed my pockets and stood up. We exited the bathroom and re-entered the party, just long enough for him to summon Allison and the four of us to step outside.

“So you wanna meet my girls, huh?” Allison asked, lighting up a cigarette on the patio.

“Yeah, I think I’d like that.” I said, trying to feign confidence.

“Are you sure you can handle them?” she asked, taking a hard drag and blowing it in my direction.

“I guess we’ll find out.” I said, cracking the top on one of the airplane bottles and sending it down the hatch. “You’re making me nervous, I feel like I’m gonna get murdered.”

“Oh, honey. Even if they murder you, I promise you’ll die happy.” she said, casting a knowing look at Ryan. We stepped over to the room next door, and I slid the key card and stepped out of the way for Allison and Ryan.

I followed behind them, and the first thing I saw was the hottest blonde I’d ever seen, strapped to the bed with a ball gag in her mouth, writhing and thrashing as another, equally gorgeous blonde sucked her balls and stroked her, torturing her with pleasure. Their eyes moved in our direction, like sex vampires with hunger in their eyes.

“Nikki, Lily, this is Craig. Do you mind if we leave him behind to hang out with you?” Allison asked.

“Not at all. You’re perfectly welcome to join us, Craig.” the girl without the ball gag said, motioning for me to approach the bed. I looked over at Ryan, who was smiling wide.

“That’s Lily. Nikki is wearing the ball-gag.” he said, giving me a quick bro-hug.

“Good to know.” I said, turning completely hard in my pants.

“Don’t have too much fun, you three.” Allison said, winking as she led Ryan out of the room, closing the door behind them and leaving me all alone with two futanari women in heat.


Chapter 2 - The Heat

Lily got up from the bed and approached me immediately, smirking and grabbing me by the belt and pulling me close to her.

“Hi, daddy.” she said, looking into my eyes and nestling up against me.

“Hi, Lily.” I said, trying my best to repeat their names in my head so that I wouldn’t forget.

“I think you’re exactly what the doctor ordered.” she said, her voice laced with sensuality as she dropped down to her knees in front of me and started undoing my belt and the front of my pants.

“Oh yeah?” I asked, shocked by her raw aggression. No girl had ever been on her knees for me within thirty seconds of meeting, and I didn’t even have time to really come to terms with what was going down before she pulled out my cock, and started slapping it against her tongue and face and looking up at me with the very same deranged look that Ryan had warned me about.

“Oh my God.” I moaned, as I looked down at her sparkling eyes, admiring her technique as she swallowed my cock like it was nothing, shoving it so deep down her throat that her nose was pressing against my stomach. It was zero to one hundred degrees, and all I could do was go with the flow.

“We need your daddy juice.” she said, practically barking as she swallowed around my cock. “Guck! Guck! Guck!”

“Ugh…you’re gonna get it quick if you don’t slow down.” I said, pushing her head away and taking a deep breath. My head was spinning with arousal, and the last thing I wanted was to give her a  premature facial. She giggled and fought past my defenses, burying her face in my balls and slurping away like the hungry whore that she was.

“Nikki wants some too, don’t you Nikki?” she asked, glancing over at her friend on the bed, who was thrashing around like she was demon possessed and in need of an exorcism.

“Enhhh! Mmmm!” she moaned through her gag, with slobber dripping from her chin and her pupils so dilated that I could barely see them. The term “in-heat” was starting to make more and more sense, as I’d never in my life witnessed a woman in her state before. Not even in pornos.

Lily led me to the bed, helping me remove my shirt as I climbed on top of Lily and looked down at her perfect body. They were both wearing leather straps, none of which covered their cocks, pussies, asses, or breasts.

“Play with it. She loves it.” Lily said, approaching me from behind and putting her hands on my hips. I reached out slowly, a bit nervous to touch my first cock but so turned on that I was without inhibitions. My fingers wrapped around her thick, hard, she-pole, and my mouth started watering as I stroked it up and down. Her shaft glistened and made squishing sounds as I rubbed up and down her length, already well lubricated from whatever they were doing before my arrival.

“It’s gorgeous.” I said, absolutely amazed by her perfection. I didn’t even know that cocks could be that big, or somehow pretty. Her balls kept tensing up, and I could feel each hard pulse in my hand.

“Ugh!” she grunted, grinning and thrusting against my hands as I wrapped them both around her she-cock.

“Good boy. We’re gonna have so much fun with you.” Lily said, kissing my neck and rubbing her dick between my cheeks. I didn’t think I could ever fit either of them inside me, but I was open and curious about everything else. “Lay flat. Let’s share.”

“Okay.” I said, laying on my stomach next to Lily between Nikki’s legs. She stared down at us, watching as we alternated sucking her cock and worshiping her swollen balls,  exchanging saliva as we slobbered all over her enormous futanari dick.

“Kiss me. Let’s do a triple kiss with her mushroom.” Lily said, smiling and looking into my eyes. They were easily the most beautiful and seductive women I’d ever met, and she leaned in and pressed her soft lips against Nikki’s soft, bulbous head, parting them slightly to lure me in.

“Mmm hmm.” I moaned, leaning in and swirling my tongue around the tip in conjunction with Lily. Our tongues met over and over, and I savored the sweet taste of her tongue and the spit soaked cockhead we were sharing.

“I have an idea. You take care of her cock, and I’ll go down on her pussy.” she said, pressing my head down on it. “Let’s give this little whore what she really wants.” I did as I was told, eagerly slurping away while she buried her face beneath Nikki’s testicles. She was like a starved feign, going at it like it was her first meal in months.

Nikki somehow managed freeing her hand, and immediately released her other hand and removed her gag. I looked over at Lily, who hadn’t noticed, right before Nikki grabbed me with both hands and pulled my mouth to hers, forcing her tongue deep into my throat.

“Uh oh. She got loose.” Lily said, popping up with a big horny smile. “I guess we need to hold her down and fuck her.”

“Yes! I need it.” Nikki said, begging as Lily pounced on her, forcefully pinning her wrists to the mattress and shoving her dick into Nikki’s mouth. I froze, watching as Nikki practically unhinged her jaw, swallowing her so deep that I saw the bulge in her throat.

“Don’t just stand there, breed her!” Lily said, struggling to her Nikki down.

“Please, daddy! I need it. Please fuck me.” Nikki said, her eyes spacing out as she reached down and started violently stroking her own cock with the hand she wriggled free. I grabbed her by the thighs and climbed on top, pulling her in close.

It was quite a bit different than I was used to, trying to find the hole when there was a massive, throbbing hard cock blocking the entrance.

“Oh, my, God!” I said, feeling the immense pressure as I slid inside her. If futanari women had massive cocks, they had equally tiny vaginas. It was the tightest, warmest, most overwhelmingly juicy pussy I’d ever felt, and I saw fireworks immediately.

“Good boy. Hold on.” Lily said, releasing Nikki and backing to the edge of the mattress.

“Whaa?” I squealed, as Nikki wrapped her arms and legs around me, kissing me deeply as she took full control from the bottom, thrusting her pussy hard against my cock. “Fuck.”

“Yes! Harder! Breed me, daddy!” she said, calling out and moaning with increasing pleasure. Her cock flopped dramatically, bouncing as she thrashed against me, groaning and making noises I hadn’t heard a woman make before.

“It’s so wet.” I said, practically whimpering as her pelvis muscles systematically flexed around my cock, bringing me further and further under her spell. It felt like she was continuously squirting, and there was an obscenely large wet spot forming on the sheets beneath it.

“I love you! I love you, daddy.” she said, begging and pulling me deeper, telling me fuck her and not to pull out. My eyes were squeezed shut, and I was trying my best to control my breath and think about something else, but the building wave of pleasure growing from inside me was getting too powerful for me to control.

“Ugh!”I squealed as I felt Lily’s hands pulling my ass cheeks apart, and shoving her tongue into my ass. If there was ever any hope at all that I could last longer, her swirling tongue making out with my asshole removed it with finality.

“Yes! Cum in me. Please, daddy. I’ll be such a good girl for you, daddy. I promise.” she said, staring into my eyes with an intensity that was beyond deranged. There wasn’t a doubt in my mind that she believed every word she was saying, as the pure depravity of being in heat had more than made itself clear by the time I erupted inside of her.

“Nikki!” I grunted, holding her hips and thrusting inside of her tightness as my cock pulsed, shooting her full of sticky cum. “Oh my God.”

“Yes, daddy. I love you so much. Thank you.” she said, whimpering and holding on for dear life. Her ankles were laced around my lower back, and her nails were dug so deep into my upper back that she drew blood. Lily never stopped rimming, continuing even after I had fully emptied my balls in her friend.


Chapter 3 - More Cum Please, Daddy

Nikki kept kissing me, forcing me to look into her eyes as we kissed. She was so gorgeous that I almost couldn’t believe it, so aesthetically pleasing that I could look at her for hours at a time as a hobby.

“I love you.” she whispered, practically purring as she continued grinding against my soft cock.

“You’re so sweet.” I said, unable to drop the L-bomb, but perfectly willing to continue basking in her attention. Lily was still prying my cheeks apart, and licking my asshole so vigorously that I could feel her saliva dripping down my inner thighs.

“I love you too.” Lily said, giggling out of control without pulling away. I tried backing out of Nikki a couple times, but even though I was half soft, she wasn’t letting go.

“Don’t pull out, daddy. Leave it in. I want to make a baby.” Nikki said, kissing my neck as I tried turning back to look at Lily.

“I think we’ve already done what’s required for that.” I said, groping her large, natural breasts. It wasn’t long before I was growing hard again, stimulated by a tongue in my ass and a soaking wet futanari pussy in heat.

The next thing I knew, I was laying on my back, and being tied to the mattress by both girls.

“We want more cum, daddy. We’re gonna milk you all night.” Nikki said, flashing a devilish grin at Lily while they strapped me in. I’d never been tied up before, and I wasn’t sure how much I trusted it. Being completely bound up would leave me very vulnerable, and completely under their control. Considering the state of mind they seemed to be occupying, that wasn’t the most comforting thought. At the same time, they were the hottest girls I’d ever encountered in real life, and they easily short circuited my ability to think rationally.

As they strapped my ankles to the restraints, I gave a little tug and pull with all of my limbs, realizing that I was absolutely trapped. The only way I was getting loose, was if they decided to let me out. Nikki and Lily started making out on the bed in front of me, fondling their breasts, and stroking each other’s hard cocks as they sloppily rubbed their tongues together.

“I love him.” Nikki said, looking into Lily’s eyes.

“I know, baby.”

“I want you to love him too.” Nikki said.

“Oh yeah?”

“Yes, baby. I want us to be mommies together.” she said, her tone desperate.

“Okay, then. I’ll ride his cock, you ride his face.” Lily said, smiling playfully. There was something downright devilish about her, and I knew that she was about to be the most fun dick rider I’d ever encountered.

“Yes, ma am. You hear that daddy?” Nikki asked, glancing excitedly over at me with bright eyes and a warm smile. I was falling more and more under her spell, and was beginning to think that I too was in love.

“I did. Come and get it.” I said, again feigning confidence when I was actually a bit frightened at what was about to happen. Two stunning sirens of perfection, in heat, and simultaneously climbing onto my naked body.

“Have you ever been tied up before, daddy?” Nikki asked, stepping over my head with one leg and sitting down onto my face.

“No.” I managed, before getting a faceful of ass, balls, and pussy.

“That’s so sad. Don’t worry, daddy, we’re gonna take care of you.” she said.

“Yes we will.” Lily said, lining up my cock with her opening before sinking down onto it. Nikki’s scent was intoxicating, like she was releasing some pheromone I’d never encountered that made me wild. “Ooh!”

“Oh, daddy. I love that. I love the way you lick my ass.” Nikki said, grinding faster and faster against my face. All I could do was lie there helplessly, hanging on for dear life as Lily rode me like a stallion, and Nikki took full liberties when it came to using my face as a sex toy.

“Fuck!” Lily started bouncing up and down, harder and harder, squealing with pleasure in the most delectable tone. I struggled to breathe, letting Lily alternate between face fucking me, and making me eat her ass and pussy.

“Put your tongue in it. Put it in my pussy.” Nikki grunted, holding my head between her thighs and vigorously rubbing it against my tongue. I had no control of what was happening, and was increasingly in awe of how erotic the situation was.

Despite the horrible room, our chemistry was pure magic. They descended into an animal-like state, and I fully immersed in what was easily the most fulfilling sexual experience of my entire life.

Lily and Nikki took turns on my cock, riding it, stroking it, and sucking it. They treated my dick like it was a holy object, something to be revered beyond life itself. Never had I felt so desired, so needed for my sperm.

“I want it.” Nikki said, whining playfully as they argued over who would get my cum.

“You already got some. I want to get pregnant, too.” Lily said, snapping back as they stared into each other’s eyes on top of me. My cock was pulsing hard, and becoming more and more sensitive as they dragged me well beyond my threshold for arousal.

“Fine.” Nikki said, riding my face in reverse cowgirl. She relieved her weight slightly, and looked down at me while Lily bounced up and down on my dick, her bouncy tits flopping and jiggling as she rode it. “Will you cum in Lily for me, daddy?” she asked.

“Yes!” I called out, already fast approaching an unstoppable explosion. Her words and Lily’s tightly gripped lips were enough to send me over the edge, shaking and convulsing as I made sounds I didn’t know I could make, and stars filled my vision.

“Oh my God!” Lily said, screaming with pleasure as her pussy greedily gulped at my pulsing cock, milking me of every last drop of baby making seed.

“Oh….” I sighed, my head spinning as Lily slid my cock out from between her legs, and fell back onto her back. She lifted both legs, holding them up, being careful not to spill a drop. I was still strapped to the bed, and watched with wide eyes as Nikki climbed down between her legs, and started scooping cum out from between Lily’s legs and fingering herself with it.

It didn’t stop there, as they passionately attacked each other in a battle for cum. They went back and forth, slurping it out of each other’s cunts and spitting it back into the other, exchanging it over and over. A feeling of euphoria washed over me, and I was happy to admire their greedy display of lust over my cum.

As I watched Nikki get down on her hands and knees, and Lily start pounding her from behind with her massive cock, I couldn’t help thinking about the potential consequences of our night of debauchery. When Ryan texted me, I was intrigued by the idea of ending my dry spell and hooking up with some rave girls.

“Harder. Punish me.” Nikki whimpered, digging her fingers into the sheets as she called out. Lily held her by the hips, rhythmically bouncing Nikki on her dick.

I thought about what Ryan had said about the girls being in heat, and having confirmed it with my own eyes and cock, I thought about what being in heat was ultimately about. It was about breeding, and getting pregnant. That’s why they were so intent on both getting me to cum inside of them, and why they were so vocal about it. They both knew what we were doing, but I didn’t really put it together until the moment that Lily pulled her cock out of Nikki, and erupted like a geyser all over her face.

“Yes! Give me that cum.” Nikki said, sticking her tongue out and closing her eyes as her face was absolutely painted thick with cum. Rope after rope, it was unbelievable. Nikki continued stroking herself, while rolling her tongue around her lips and getting as much as she could.

“God damn. I fucking needed that.” Lily said, giggling like a slap happy slut after emptying her gallon sized load across Nikki’s tits and face.

“Fuck! It’s my turn. Oh God…Yes!” Nikki’s breathing became labored, and she pointed her she-rod right at my face and opened fire. “Ugh!”

“Oh, shit.” I said quietly, right as the first salty squirt splayed across my face. I closed my eyes, and opened my mouth obediently as she pointed it directly into my gullet, emptying herself to the point where I was taking full swallows, gulping down her hot sticky futa-juice one pump at a time.

“Wow.” she said, smiling as she exhaled. We were all finally drained, and they released me from the restraints so that we could properly cuddle.


Chapter 4 - Aftermath

After an hour or so of passionate cuddling, Nikki and Lily passed out. I laid in between them, serving as the big  spoon for two gorgeous blonde heads laying on both sides of my chest.

“I love my life.” I whispered, mouthing the words softly as I stared up at the ceiling. After a little while, I slowly and gently snuck out from between them, put my clothes on, and went outside. I hadn’t even realized how long we’d been fucking, but Ryan’s lights were out and there was no sign of anyone, so I knew it had to be late.

I accidentally locked myself out of the room, and instead of waking my sleeping angels, I hopped on my bike and headed home to process the night’s events. I was only home long enough to smoke a bowl before I too entered the land of slumber.

The next day, I tried hitting up Ryan to see if I could get a hold of the girls. I figured it was nothing but a one time thing, but still, it was worth shooting a shot. He didn’t respond, and although I replayed the night over and over again in my mind over the next several weeks, and was left with a hangover from them that I couldn’t quite get over, I went about my life.

It wasn’t until several months later, when Ryan texted me again out of the blue. This time, it was a Saturday night.

RYAN: Waddup dude? My bad, I meant to get back to you. Nikki and Lily are both pregnant, and they’ve been asking about you.

CRAIG: Oh shit, what’d you tell them?

RYAN: They don’t want child support or anything, they aren’t hunting you down. Futanari women just bond really hard, they keep saying how in love with you they are, and how they want to see you.

CRAIG: Give them my number. I’d love to see them.

RYAN: How was it? Were they amazing?

CRAIG: Dude, there aren’t fucking words. They’re like the female equivalent of heroin. I don’t think I’ll ever be the same if I don’t have them.

RYAN: They seem to feel the same way about you. I’ll shoot them both your digits, but be ready, they’re obsessed with you.

CRAIG: I’m down with that.

They reached out to me within minutes, singing my praises, saying I love you, and telling me how badly they missed me. It made me feel alive, especially texting back and forth with both of them simultaneously, knowing that it was perfectly cool for us all to be engaged in the conversation.

We decided to take things seriously, as a throuple. I’d never even considered that type of a relationship outside of fantasizing, but it was a pipe dream at best, yet there I was, telling the girls that yes, I was willing to let them share me.

Things moved quickly from there, as I found out that they were both rather wealthy in comparison to me. They already rented a house and lived together, and told me to quit my job and move in with them.

And that, boys, is exactly what I did. The babies are due in a few months, and I’m living my best life on the easiest street in the world. All that’s really expected of me is that I perform in the bedroom, and do what’s asked of me while they handle the rest.

I’m constantly surrounded by not only my perfect angels, but their extensive group of gorgeous, futanari friends, many of whom are quite vocal about wanting to use me next as a sperm donor and daddy, once my girls give birth. As territorial as Lily and Nikki can be with me at times, they’re both very open to adding to our harem, and building our family.              

Futanari in Heat - Fertile MILF Neighbor

Chapter 1 - Jason

Try as I might, I could never keep my neighbor Ms. Monroe out of my fantasies. She’d been living next door for a while, and every time I got a glimpse of her I fell more in love.

We didn’t know too much about her, and she rarely came outside or conversed. My mother told me that she was a widow, and that her husband passed away right before she moved in. It made me feel bad for her, especially because I never saw anyone else come or go. I had no way of knowing if she had any children or relatives, but none of them ever seemed to visit her.

I waved every time I saw her, smiling wide and trying to catch her attention. She would occasionally wave back, but would rarely smile. Most of the time when I saw her, she was out front watering the plants or collecting her mail.

That’s when I developed an infatuation with her. It was hard to tell how old she was exactly, but at least 20 or 25 years older than me. I was eighteen, but I didn’t mind the age gap at all. The truth is, it actually turned me on more knowing how far apart we were in age.

But I didn’t know how to talk to her, or how to flirt with her to let her know I was interested. It probably wouldn’t do me any good either way, despite her being way older than me, she was still out of my league.

I wasn’t the only one who took notice of our gorgeous neighbor and her long, shapely legs. I’d actually overheard my father and his friend Ralph talking about her, about how badly they wanted to fuck her. My buddy Chris from down the street caught one glimpse of her and was instantly smitten.

“Does she live there? Holy shit, she’s hot.” he said.

“Yeah. I know.” I said, watching her cleavage bounce in her sports bra as she strode back towards her front door.

“She’s such a woman. Look at her tits.”

“I know, dude.” I said. Long portions of my days were spent trying to think up some clever way to introduce myself, and when that failed, I’d resort to masturbating relentlessly to thoughts of all the things I wanted to do to her.

At one point in the summer, Ms. Monroe took to sunbathing in her backyard. She wore tiny little string bikinis, usually thongs, and tops that barely covered her nipples. I wore my binoculars around my neck, holding them up with my left hand while my right hand went to town. Our upstairs bathroom had a little window that looked out over her backyard, and rest assured, if she was laying out, I was in there.

“Yummy red toes.” I said, slowly inching all the way up her long legs. “What is that?” as soon as I noticed a bulge in her crotch, she flipped over, completely side-tracking the thought. Her hips were as wide as her waist was small, and her cheeks were perfectly shaped bubbles.

Something had to give. I had to meet her. No matter what.

It was summer vacation, and I had nothing but time. She rarely if ever left the house, mostly just to pick up groceries or do little errands like that. Even though I couldn’t think of some exact way to start talking to her, I had the advantage of proximity.

After plenty of plotting, I decided to make my own garden right across from hers so I could time it up to where we watered the plants at the same time. I figured it would allow me to make small talk, and slowly grow a rapport with her.

That first day was all work, and I spent a good portion of my meager savings to purchase everything I needed. After digging a bunch of holes, and filling them back in with the various plants I’d purchased and some good fertile soil and fertilizer, I transferred the mulch I’d purchased one wheel barrow at a time. Ms. Monroe didn’t come outside that day, but I knew I had a perfect excuse built in going forward for each time she did.


Chapter 2 - Kendra Monroe

I’d managed to keep myself locked in my own house each time I’d gone into heat since my husband passed away, but I knew that it wasn’t going to work again. My cycles had subsided greatly as I’d grown older, yet they were still there, and every bit as powerful as ever during their peak.

`As a Futanari woman, I’d long been in control of such things thanks to my husband. Whenever I went into heat, he’d lock me in the room and only enter if he was ready to pin me down and fuck me until I’d had my fill.

After he passed, I got a new house and made sure it had the capabilities of keeping me locked inside, but each time grew more difficult. The last time I’d gone into heat, I’d decided enough was enough. Years had passed since Brent died, and I still had needs.

Dating was off the table, as I didn’t want to start off or take up something serious with another man. Sex was another thing entirely, as I was craving a hard cock inside me like never before. I’d never gone years before, and I was finally losing my ability to force myself inside. I knew that the next time I went into heat, something intense was going to happen.

I tried my best to keep to myself, to not be noticed by anyone else in my neighborhood. As my cycle approached, I became much more interested in what men were surrounding me. There were plenty of men my age on the same block, but they were all married. Once I was in heat, I wouldn’t care about that, but as it were, I wanted to cause as little marital damage as possible while mating.

That’s when I noticed Jason, the eighteen year old boy next door. Normally, I wouldn’t prey on a younger mate, but he was the most readily available option and the most interested. He may have thought that he was being slick, but it was plain as day. And honestly, I found it charming.

The way he would peer at me through his bathroom window every time I laid out. I guess he thought I couldn’t see him, but my sunglasses are prescription and I could see him just fine. It provided a little thrill for me, to know that such a young man was still getting his kicks from spying on me.

His next step was to build a garden directly next to mine, and then miraculously show up to water the plants at the same time that I did each day.

“Hi, how are you?” he asked.

“I’m well.”

“I’m Jason. I’m your neighbor.”

“I’m Kendra. Nice to meet you.” I said. This happened twice a day almost every day, and it never went too much further.

“It’s a nice day out.” he said. Or when he was feeling more emboldened, “I like your top.”

“Thanks.” I said. “It’s a sports bra.”

“Yeah. It looks good on you, that’s all.” he said.

“Do you have a girlfriend?” I asked, humoring him.

“No ma’am. I mean, no. I don’t. Most of the girls my age aren’t really mature enough for me.” he said, puffing up his chest and standing tall.

“Really? You should try dating older women.” I said.

“Yeah, I think you’re right.”

“Anyway, have a good one.” I said, finishing up my plants and heading inside with a smirk. The closer I got to my cycle, the more adorable he became to me. I started being able to smell his pheromones, and sense his horniness.


Chapter 3 - Jason

For a while there, I didn’t feel like I was making much progress. After I introduced myself and got on a first name basis with her, things sorted stalled out. Again, I simply wasn’t sure how to escalate with her because of our age difference. I was kind of scared.

What if I made some slick pass at her, and then she went and told my mother? She’d be furious, and then I’d have to explain why I was hitting on a woman that was the same age or older than her.

In the meantime, I made sure to get as many pushups, pullups, and situps in as humanly possible. I wanted her to see me as a man, and to notice my muscles. I’m not sure what I said that made her start to take notice of me, but one day she asked me if I had a girlfriend, and then told me that I should date older women. If that wasn’t a sign, then I didn’t know what was.

It wasn’t long after that before her behavior toward me changed in a big way.

“Hey handsome.” she said, taking notice when I stepped outside to join her watering the plants.

“Hey you.” I said, wearing my newest cutoff t-shirt to showcase my gains. It wasn’t a huge transformation, but I was toning up.

“Look at you mister muscle man.” she said, staring straight at me and crossing over from her side of the property line to mine for the first time.

“Oh. I’ve just been working out, bodyweight stuff like pushups mostly.” I said, adding a slight flex to my arms.

“Well, it’s paying off.” she said, squeezing my arm in her soft hand. “I always kind of looked at you like a boy, but now I can see that you’re turning into a man.”

“Thanks, you too.” I said.

“What?”

“Woman, I mean. You look like a woman.” I said, actively blowing it. Luckily, I coaxed a giggle out of her.

“You’re cute.”

“Thanks. Where are you going?” I asked, staring at her ass as she turned to walk away.

“I’m going home.” she said.

“We could hang out sometime, if you want. Just the two of us.” I said. The timing might have been terrible, but I had to at least try.

“Me and you? All alone?” she asked.

“Yeah. I mean, or with friends.” I said, willing to take anything.

“You’re a naughty boy. Well, since you’re so much younger than me, and I don’t want people talking, it might be best if we kept it a secret when we hang out.” she said. Instantly, I could feel my heart racing.

“Yeah. Okay.”

“How about Friday night? Maybe come over at 10 o’clock.” she said.

“Okay. Yeah. Cool. See ya then.” I said.

“Jason? When you come over, come around the back and I’ll let you in.”

“Yes ma’am. I mean, okay. Yeah.” I said. As soon as she was out of sight, I started pumping my fists. All the work had paid off, I was this close to seducing my sexy milf neighbor. I celebrated that night with an oven pizza and some video games.


Chapter 4 - Kendra

The next day was rough, and I tried to convince myself to cancel my rendezvous with Jason. He was less than half my age, and he had no idea what he was getting into. No idea.

By this point, I could feel that my cycle was coming into effect. I could make it through the night, but I’d be in full on heat by Friday morning.

It wasn’t much different from usual, except that I had every intention of doing something about it. Instead of prepping the house days in advance to keep me locked in, I left it be. There was a deep carnal itch that needed relief, and I planned on using the neighbor boy to scratch it over and over again.

I told myself that it was better than being a homewrecker. It also helped that I had a mate in mind, instead of letting myself go out while in such a depraved state. By the time Friday afternoon rolled around, I was fit to be tied.

All I could think about was cock, and bending over to take it without protection. I could only imagine the sensation of a hot cock pumping me full of sticky seed, as it’d been too long since the last time to remember it accurately.

It struck me that Jason didn’t know my secret, and wasn't aware that I was Futanari. I wondered if it would throw him off, or if he, like most of the other men I’d encountered throughout my life, would be extra turned on by it.

My dick would often turn hard for hours while I was in heat, but it was my pussy that ached for pressure above all else. My reproductive instincts were in hyper drive, eagerly seeking the fertile young seed of a young man like Jason.

The tables were turned on that day, as it was me peeking out the window for a glimpse of him. The minutes ticked by slowly, and I jerked off multiple times in a vain attempt to relieve my libido.

I went outside around 7:45, same as always to water the plants. Instead of my usual attire, I wore booty shorts and a micro bikini top in order to entice him.

“Oh, hey.” he said, taking notice of my outfit. “Wow.”

“Hey Jason? I had something come up later, would you want to come over now?” I asked, completely unable to control my urges. I knew that we were in public, and that the neighbors could be watching, but I wanted to tackle him right there and start grinding my wet pussy all over his face.

“Uhm, yeah. Let me just, ugh, give me a minute.” he said, a bit flummoxed.

“I’ll be out back waiting for you.” I said.

“Awesome, see you in a minute.” he said, rushing inside.


Chapter 5 - Jason

Holy shit, holy shit, holy shit. My mind was racing as I sprinted up to my room. I thought I still had a couple hours, but now she wanted me over there now. My parents were both home, and thought I was leaving to go to my friend Michael’s house to hang out and spend the night. But I wasn’t supposed to be leaving until 9.

My plan was to drive around the block and park my car so that no one could see it, then walk back over and sneak into Kendra’s backyard. So I looked up the movie times, and made up a lie that we were going to hit a movie first and took off.

I hopped into the shower, quickly lathering myself with body wash before rinsing, drying, and putting some new clothes on. The entire time, I was in a rush and felt like I might be blowing the opportunity of a lifetime. I brushed my teeth, and then ran down to my car and took off down the street.

“Where to park? Where to park?” I asked, searching for a nice hidden spot. As soon as I found one, I got out of my car and started jogging back towards her house. By the time I made it there, I was sweating profusely and out of breath. So much for a shower.

After a couple minutes catching my breath and clearing my mind, I popped a breath mint and made sure my parents weren’t looking when I walked around the side of the house.

“Finally.” she said, her voice making me flinch.

“Oh, shit. I didn’t see you.” I said, smiling.

“You see me now, do you want me?” she asked. Kendra had removed her shorts, and was sitting in a lounge chair wearing only her bikini.

“You look so good in a bikini.” I said, dragging my eyes along her perfect body. I’d pictured her in this scenario so many times before, but I noticed something a little off. There was a bulge in her bottoms that I couldn’t take my eyes off of.

“Now you know my secret. I’m Futanari.” she said, pulling her bottoms to the side and allowing her massive cock to flop out.

“Oh.” I said, ogling her. I’d never seen a cock that size in my life, not even in pornos, let alone attached to a gorgeous woman.

“Do you know about Futanari women?” she asked.

“A little bit.”

“Does it turn you on?” she asked.

“Yeah.” I said, standing frozen a few feet in front of her as she began to rub herself up and down her length.

“Good boy. I’m in heat, and I figured you could help me out.” she said.

“Oh.” I said, unable to say much else. It wasn’t what I’d expected, but it was also so novel and intriguing. I’d spent my fair share of time down the Futanari rabbithole, but I was never sure if they were real or not. Women with both reproductive organs, who went into heat and became completely unable to control themselves.

“Come here. I won’t bite.” she said, motioning for me to approach her. There was a hunger in her eyes, a sensuality in her vocal tone I’d never heard before. I walked over to her chair, and sat down beside her.

“Can I kiss you?” I asked, feeling nervous beyond my wildest expectations.

“You better do more than that.” she said, grabbing hold of my shirt and yanking me to her. It was less of a kiss and more of her shoving her tongue into my mouth. “Mmm…” she moaned, aggressively groping me while swirling her tongue around in my mouth.

“Mmm…” I moaned back, finally kissing the object of my obsession. I’d waited so long and it was finally happening.

“My bedroom. Now.” she said, standing up and keeping a firm hold of the front of my shirt. I followed along as she dragged me inside, and slammed the sliding door shut behind us. Before we took one step toward her bedroom, she pushed me down on my knees and began rubbing her cock, balls, and pussy all over my face. “Lick it, worship it.”

“Yes.” I said, sucking on everything that made its way past my eager mouth. I’d had sex before, but never anything like this. There was something animalistic about it, something completely unhinged about Ms. Monroe’s behavior.

“Good boy, lick mommy’s clit.” she said, holding up her balls and pressing my face against her. Her wetness tasted sweet, and I slurped away at it in a state of arousal that was overwhelming. Before I knew it, she was dragging me down the hallway to her bedroom. “Now you’re going to fuck me.” she said, ripping off her bikini and climbing into her bed on all fours.

“Yes ma am.” I said, getting naked as quickly as I could and then hopping into bed with her. My rational brain had completely shut off, and all I could think about was extracting as much physical pleasure as I possibly could from the hottest woman I knew.


Chapter 6 - Kendra

It had been so fucking long. I needed his cock, and I needed it throbbing inside me without protection. All of my instincts flared up, and I remembered just how delightfully depraved it was being in heat with a willing mate.

“You’re so hot.” he said, climbing up behind me. I immediately reached down between my legs, taking hold of his cock and shoving it inside my hole.

“That. That’s what I need.” I said, backing it up against him to take every inch. There was something different about the way a cock hits when you’re in heat, and every thrust sent pleasure rippling through me.

“Oh my God, how are you so tight?” he asked, driving his hips against me.

“Ahhhh! Yes! Fuck yes, fuck you’re mommy’s little hole. Cum inside my little fuck hole and make me pregnant!” I said, feeling myself quickly approaching my first climax. “Ugh!”

“Fuck!” he grunted, continuing to increase his pace. The sound of his pelvis slapping my ass filled the room, and I was literally screaming for him to empty himself inside me. “It’s so good.”

“It’s your hole. That’s your little breeding hole. Show me what a big man you are, show me that you own me. Claim my hole. Breed it!” I shouted, rhythmically bouncing against his thrusts.

“I’m gonna cum!”

“Yes! Leave it in, leave it in my little fuckhole. Fuck my cunt.” I grunted, saying the dirtiest things without hesitation.

“Ugh!” he couldn’t hold on, and I felt him seizing inside me.

“Good boy.” I whimpered, squeezing my pelvic muscles around his dick as he pumped me full of his baby batter. I continued riding out my orgasm on him from behind after he’d finished, before collapsing onto the bed face first.

“Oh my God.” he said, gasping for breath and staring up at the ceiling. A wide smile formed across his face. I flipped over onto my back, and began clenching my pussy and watching as the excess cum dribbled out. I scooped it up with my finger and licked it off, savoring the taste of his fertile seed. I could smell his virility.


Chapter 7 - Jason

She was so horny that it seemed like she was on drugs, but I knew it was because she was in heat. I had no clue that she was Futanari, or what I was walking into when I snuck over to her house. After I’d finished, I felt satisfied, but not her. She wanted more.

It started with her burying her face between my cheeks, and lapping away at my asshole like it was caked with a superior alternative to sugar.

“Oh!” I squealed uncontrollably, almost ashamed at how much I was enjoying the sensation.

“That’s my little asshole.” she said, spitting on it before digging back in for more. It felt like she was making out with my asshole, and all I could do was grip the sheets and hold on. It didn’t take long before my cock grew hard again, and she sat down onto it.

“Fuck.” I said, leaning forward to suckle at her surprisingly perky nipples.

“I love it Jason, I love your hard cock.” she moaned, making her tits bounce up and down in my face as she rode me. Everything about her turned me on, and by the third time I was cumming inside of her, I felt like I was actually in love with her.

She had the best of every world, and she was so much more experienced than me. She let me do things no other girl had let me do, and did things no other girl had done to me. And from an aesthetic standpoint, she couldn’t have been more perfect.

I sucked on every one of her pretty little toes, I licked her asshole and worshiped her cock. I even let her cum in my mouth, which got out of control quickly. Futanari women cum bucket loads, and I found that out the hard way as she blasted semen down my throat like I was bonging a beer.

My penis had no more feeling left by the time we had our last session at five in the morning, and I passed out hard afterwards. It was as if she’d sucked me dry of every nutrient in my body, and I woke up dehydrated and disoriented.

Kendra was still flexible enough to place her ankles behind her head, a trick she used to seduce me into another fuck session in the morning. I felt like my heart might explode at any moment, as the intensity and intimacy of the sex continued to escalate each and every time.

“I love you. I love you Jason.” she moaned, while I fucked her as hard as she could and stared into her eyes. “I love you so much.”

“I love you.” I whimpered as I climaxed inside her, completely ignoring every risk that we were taking. Finally, I was able to sneak away from her while she took a nap and made it back to my car. I pulled back into my house and acted like nothing had happened.

I didn’t see Kendra again for several days, but she haunted my thoughts. By the time she emerged, I joined her at the gardens to water our plants.

“Hey.” I said.

“Hey.” she said, grinning. “Thank you so much. I needed that.”

“Yeah, no problem. Thank you, it was amazing. You aren’t pregnant are you?” I asked.

“I am.” she said.

“What are we going to do?”

“I think we’ll figure it out.” she said. “You’re my mate now. I’m going to keep you.”


His Fertile Futa Roommate

Chapter 1 - Jared

Everything was going pretty well at school outside of money. It was hard keeping up. I worked at the McArnold’s down the street, which gave me just enough money to slide by on my rent and stay in school. Living paycheck to paycheck like that was new for me, and it stressed me out.

Right when I thought I couldn’t take it anymore, my buddy Rob texted me and asked if I could help him out with his friend Riley. She was being evicted and needed a steady place.

JARED: Why is she being evicted?

ROB: It’s not her fault. She paid her portion of the rent, and the other tenant was taking it and using it on drugs.

JARED: Are you sure?

ROB: Yeah, dude. She’s A1. Gorgeous, has a high paying job at a bar, and is doing great in school. She’s solid.

JARED: Well, I could use a roommate.

ROB: She makes bank dude.

JARED: Word. If you vouch for her, it’s all good.

ROB: She’s gonna wanna see the place, I’ll bring her by later tonight.

JARED: Cool, let me know.

ROB: AIGHT

The word gorgeous stuck out in my head, but Rob was a salesman by trade so I’d have to see for myself. I went to the extra room and started clearing it out and cleaning it up. It was a decent enough sized room, and I figured it would work for her.

That night, Rob showed up with Riley, storming in without even knocking.

“Hey!” he said.

“What’s up?”

“This is Riley, hopefully your new roommate,” he said.

“Nice to meet you.” I said, offering her my hand.

“Riley, this is my friend from back home, Jared.”

“Oh shit, is this the guy that stole the cellphone, then made a scavenger hunt for the guy to retrieve it?” she asked, cracking up.

“In the flesh.” I said, taking a bow at the memory.

“I was cracking the fuck up when he told me that story, I was like, yo, I gotta meet that guy. That’s hilarious.” she said, dapping me up and giving me a head nod. Rob hadn’t oversold her, she was drop dead gorgeous and had quite a presence.

“The best part was when he couldn’t figure out one of the clues, I had to run and get his cellphone, and call him back on the cellphone he was using to explain where the next clue was.”

“It’s genius. I’ve always said I’m gonna do that the next time I find a cell phone laying around.” she said.

“It’s harder now, though. Everyone has a passcode, and they can track it.”

“True. That was back in the day.”

“So what’s up?” Rob asked.

“Not shit, just studying and smoking a bowl.”

“Nice. Do you wanna show her the room?”

“Oh yeah, my bad. Right this way.” I said, heading down the hallway to show her the spare room.

“What do you think?” I asked. She frowned.

“It’s so close to what I wanted, but not quite.” she said.

“What’s wrong with it? Too small?”

“Just a little. And no bathroom. I’m a bartender, and I’m a girl. I like to have my own bathroom.” she said.

“You can have that one.” I said, pointing at the bathroom next to the hallway.

“Thank you, I really wanted to save some extra money and do the roommate thing, but I think I might need to just get my own place.” she said. It was kind of disappointing, because I was so sick of living on the edge financially and she seemed so cool.

“It’s all good.” I said. We went to the living room, and loaded up a bong rip and then put it in rotation.

“I do like the place. A lot.” she said, checking it out.

“Yeah, it’s great.”

“The location is perfect for me, right down the street from work.” she said.

“Hold up, I have an idea. What if I give you the master, which has its own bathroom, and then I’ll take that room and the spare bathroom. Would that work?” I asked.

“Oh, thank you, but I don’t want to move in and take over your place.” she said.

“You’d be doing me a favor. I can barely afford it, and I’d do anything to lighten the load of these bills.” I said.

“Seriously? If you give me the master, I’ll do it. What are we talking about as far as rent?” she asked.

“Uhm, well, the place is $1,545 a month, plus utilities which has been around $200 with just me living here.” I said.

“How about I pay a thousand, and you handle the rest?”

“Deal.” I said.

And that was that. She was set to move in that weekend, and my money woes were over that quickly. Rob called me the next day and let me know some things about her. She was a bartender who worked late, she liked to party, drink, and smoke weed. She kept odd hours. Other than that, she was dedicated to work and school, and was super reliable.

ROB: I told you she was hot.

JARED: No shit. You kind of undersold it though, goodness.

ROB: Yeah, and she’s cool as fuck too. Kind of a handful at times, but she’s good people.

JARED: And she offered to pay $1000 a month?! Where did you find this woman? She’s perfect.

ROB: She kinda just came out of nowhere honestly, met her when she started working at the bar and enrolled in school here.

JARED: Crazy. She just made my life a whole lot easier though.

ROB: Don’t get any ideas. She’s out of your league.

JARED: She is, but I already have some ideas. I’ll try my best to suppress them.

ROB: Good luck brother, don’t tell me I didn’t warn you about her though. She’s a handful.

JARED: Bird up.

Rob ended up helping out with the move. It took all day, but that was in large part because of our numerous drinking and smoking breaks. I wasn’t as big of a drinker as them, but I definitely partook that day. It was fun, and I absolutely loved being around Riley. She was the life of the party, and so damn engaging. She made me feel like the most important man on Earth, and we established a playful rapport right away. I could see why she made so much money in tips.

The place looked great once we’d finished up the move, and I had a new room. She put a feminine touch on things that made it feel cozy, like candles.

“You curse a lot.” I said, drunk and halfway flirting with her. I was sprawled out on one couch, and she was chilling on the other. Rob had taken off a few minutes earlier.

“You wanna know why?” she asked.

“Why?”

“Cause I’m a fucking sailor, that’s why! Whoo!” she screamed it out, flexing her muscles and making me laugh uncontrollably.

“Shut up.” I gasped, trying to quiet her down. “We have neighbors.”

“Yeah, yeah. I have a potty mouth, sue me.” she said. That was the last thing I remember before passing out.


Chapter 2 - Riley

Jared was a really cool guy and I was glad I ended up rooming with him. It saved me a lot of money and the location was ideal. He was also just enough of a pushover to let me slide by with my trash lifestyle without giving me too much shit about it.

It kind of surprised me that he didn’t have a girlfriend, he just seemed like the type. Worked out for me that he didn’t. I’m harmless, really, but girlfriends tend to find some reason or another to hate me.

The first couple weeks went great living there. We had very opposite schedules, and everything worked out that way. Whenever I was at the house, he was at school or work. And while I was at school or work, he was at home. It kept things fresh when we did see each other.

“Hey! My invisible roommate.” I said, adopting it as his pet name. Every once in a while we did run into each other, and we always had good conversations. He was a good guy, I liked him.

I kept my head down for a couple months, and stacked up as much money as I could. I was trying to pay off my college tuition while I was racking up the debt, not after. And I had a car payment. Luckily, I made the big bucks as far as college students were concerned, raking in anywhere from $400 on a slow night to $2000 or more on my biggest nights.

Eventually, I started feeling the signs of my cycle moving towards fruition. I’d been hoping it would hit me later, but there was no denying it when I started to feel it. Men started becoming much more appealing to me, in a very primal way. My libido was in full swing and my instincts were on fire.

To put it simply, I wanted to be hate fucked, bent over and pounded into oblivion. I wanted a hard cock inside me without protection, erupting inside me with fertile flowing juices. But I couldn’t do that, not yet. I still hadn’t finished school, and I wanted to be a little more established than an all star bartender by the time I brought a child into the world.

Up until that point, I’d planned vacations from work during the peak week or so of my heat. I stayed at AirBnb’s and masturbated relentlessly, locking myself inside until it passed. At times it felt like going through heroin withdrawals, except you needed dick instead of a hit.

I’d already used up all of my vacation days for the year, and I wasn’t really trying to blow money like that. I was trying to pimp benjamins. But I knew that I shouldn’t be alone at the apartment with Jared, as I had a simmering attraction to him. It was hard to explain, and maybe it was how easily we got along, but I could see myself having a good time with him in the bedroom. And once I was in heat, that otherwise innocuous attraction would flare up times a hundred, and I would justify why it was a good idea to pounce on him and let him cum inside me while I was at my absolute most fertile. Probably not a good idea. I’m sure he’d enjoy it, but he didn’t sign up for all that.

The thing about my cycle is, I can feel it coming and think rationally beforehand and try to plan things out, but once it hits, I’m under a spell. Sex begins to dominate my thoughts, and it’s much harder to make decisions that aren’t affected by my desire to procreate. Reproductive instincts can be overpowering.


Chapter 3 - Jared

My stress was at an all time low. I had my own place, school was going great, and I finally had some extra coin in my pocket to do the things I wanted to do. Having Riley as a roommate was exactly what I needed to turn things around for me, and to pull me out of my dreary existence. I had an idea, but I didn’t truly understand how much stress I was under until it was gone.

Riley was unlike anyone I’d ever met. She was as confident as she was hot, and she said whatever was on her mind. Her confidence was contagious, and I felt like the best version of myself whenever I was around her. It felt like I was funnier, and more on when we were together.

Rob was right about her being out of my league, but I couldn’t help myself from falling for her. I didn’t see her very often, which only made it more enjoyable when I did. Her immense beauty was almost too much for me to handle, and I would have stared at her for hours if she let me.

I didn’t even mind that I was more in the friendzone than anything. It made sense, we were roommates after all. Plus, who knows how many guys at the bar were falling all over themselves for her.

It was a random Friday night, and I was getting home from a movie date that didn’t really go well. The girl was so shy that I couldn’t get a conversation going with her before or after the movie. She texted me after I dropped her off saying she had a good time, but I had no plans of following up with her. If I was going to invest time into someone, they needed to have some type of personality.

When I got inside, I could hear music coming from Riley’s room. I checked my watch, it was after 9. She always worked weekend nights.

“Hmm…maybe she’s sick.” I said, stopping in the kitchen to grab a refreshment. There was a freshly opened bottle of whiskey on the counter, with sours, oranges, and sugar cubes. An old fashioned actually sounded amazing, but I didn’t want to drink her alcohol without asking so I snagged a Pepsi instead. As I was walking back towards my room, it happened.

Riley’s door swung open, and out she walked wearing an untied black lace robe that was so short it barely covered her ass. She was holding an empty glass and didn’t even notice me. As my eyes instinctively looked her up and down, I saw it. Riley had a dick, and it was the biggest one I’d ever seen. And then she looked up, saw me and screamed.

“Ahhh!”

“I’m sorry.” I said, as she covered herself up and turned away. Her robe wasn’t near long enough to hide her swinging cock. Riley let out a giggle, and ran back inside her room and closed the door.

“It’s okay! One second, let me put some clothes on!” she yelled from inside her room. “I didn’t know you were home.”

“My bad. Are you off work tonight?” I asked.

“Yeah. I’m taking the whole week off.”

“Oh, nice.”

“Make yourself an old fashioned, I’ll be right out.” she said.

“Okay.” I said, stepping slowly away from her door and adjusting my erection in my pants.

Holy fuck, her body is incredible. Those legs, her tits, and my God, her cock. Rob didn’t tell me she was Futanari. Holy fuck. Does that somehow make her even hotter? That thing had to be twelve inches flaccid, and her balls were so swollen. Goodness. I definitely need a drink.


Chapter 4 - Riley

I’m not the type to be self conscious about my body, but I do like to be in charge of who sees me naked. Especially with my being Futanari.

Because of my impending heat, I called all work for the week claiming family emergency. I would have to think of some way to explain that when I returned, but in the meantime I planned on drinking and hangover-recovering my way through my cycle without getting pregnant.

And for my first act, I decided to go make another old fashioned while wearing my robe without even considering that Jared might be home. And of course, he was. And so he got a pretty good look at me naked.

“Well, there’s no going back now. He knows.” I said, looking at myself in the mirror. I put on a pair of shorts and a tight t-shirt, and then joined Jared in the kitchen.

“Hey.” he said, smirking.

“Hey.” I said.

“I made you one.”

“Thanks. So, about what you saw…”

“Yeah?”

“Obviously, I’m futanari.” I said.

“Yeah. I’m not gonna lie, that was like the ultimate roommate perk.” he said, smiling behind his whiskey glass.

“What? Accidentally seeing me naked?” I asked.

“Yeah. Definitely worth the room.” he said. And with that, we were drinking and flirting. He didn’t seem turned off at all because of what I had between my legs, and still seemed eager to get inside me.

By the time I finished my second drink, I was wearing love goggles and couldn’t understand why I hadn’t already seduced him. He was very attractive, and we got along like old friends. The conversation started as playful banter, but quickly turned sexual. Perhaps it was me who took things in that direction, I can’t quite remember.

What I do remember is becoming more and more drawn to him as the night wore on, to the point where I started seriously consider fucking him. Actually, it was more than that. It was a magnetic pull that overrode my ability to think ahead. He was my roommate, I shouldn’t have been looking at him like that or planning all the dirty things I wanted him to do to me.

There were a series of shouldn’ts that night. I shouldn’t have let him see my naked, I shouldn’t have kept touching his arms and telling him how nice they were. And I definitely shouldn’t have played truth or dare with him.

“Fine. Let’s go.” he said, after being goaded into the juvenile game.

“You can refuse to answer a truth or perform a dare, but you have to do a shot instead.” I said, lining the table with pre-poured Irish whiskey half shots.

“Deal.”

“Truth or dare?” I asked.

“Truth.”

“Is it true, that seeing me naked today made you wish that you could fuck me.” I said, staring straight at him and scooting closer on the couch until we were touching.

“True.” he said, taking a half shot anyway. “Your turn. Truth or dare?”

“Dare.” I said.

“I dare you to sit in my lap for the rest of the game,” he said.

“Too easy.” I climbed into his lap, and felt the overwhelming need to kiss him. My body was reacting to the physical touch, and my instincts were on fire. “Truth or dare?”

“Truth.” he said.

“Whimp.” I scoffed.

“Fine. Dare.” he said.

“I dare you not to stop me.” I said, slowly lowering myself to my knees in front of him.

“Riley?” he asked, as I unbuckled the front of his jeans.

“Don’t you dare stop me.” I said, unzipping. My pussy was dripping wet, and my cock was throbbing hard. I reached into his waistband, and pulled it out.

“Riley.” he repeated, watching what was happening unfold.

“Yes, baby?” I asked, kissing on his cock.

“Are you sure you want to do this?”

“I want to do a lot more than this.” I said, opening my mouth wider to swallow his dick. He got hard almost instantly, which only spurred me on.

“Oh my God, you’re so good.” he grunted. When I was in heat, I was an absolute slut for cock. Once I flipped that switch, I was a different person entirely, and all I cared about was pleasing him. “Jesus, Riley. You’re going to suck the cum right out of it.”

“I’m going to suck your soul out of it.” I said, looking up at him while worshiping his cock. “Guck, guck, guck, guck!” I thrust my throat against it, as saliva dripped from the seal of my lips and down to my chin.

“Seriously, Riley. I’m gonna cum.” he said. I stopped immediately, and a smile spread across my face.

“Let’s go to my room. I’d rather you cum there.” I said, standing up and giving him a hand. “This is so hot. Fucking my sexy roommate.”

“It is really hot.” he said, grabbing me for a sloppy wet kiss and digging his hands into my ass. “I want to fuck you so bad.”

“Good boy. Let’s go.” I said, giggling and leading him by the hand toward my room. My arousal was leaking profusely down both of my inner thighs, I couldn’t remember ever being so wet before. It felt as if my sanity were gone, replaced by hypersexual urges that took priority over everything. We ripped off each other's clothes as soon as we entered the room and climbed into bed naked.

“You’re so gorgeous.” he said, pushing me down onto my back and looking over my body.

“Tell me what you like about my body.” I said, reaching out to stroke his cock.

“Everything. Your eyes, your lips, your tits, your cock.” he said, looking down at it.

“Go ahead.” I said. He reached out and took hold of it, allowing his fingers to slowly curl around it and began rubbing it up and down.

“It’s so big.” he said, staring at it.

“What else do you like?” I asked, rubbing my foot in his face until my toes were in his mouth.

“Mmm…”

“Yeah, you like that, don’t you?” I asked, teasing my prey. His tongue swirled around my big toe while he stroked my dick with both hands.

“They’re so soft.” he said, rubbing my soles on his face.

“I want you to feel inside me.” I said, lifting my sac to display my freshly shaven pussy. A part of me had accepted it days ago, that this would happen, that I would make bad decisions and do nasty things with Jared.

“My God, you’re perfect. You have it all.”

“The best of all worlds.” I said, spreading my legs for him as he got into position.

“Jared. I want you to cum in me.”


Chapter 5 - Jared

I looked down at her curvaceous body, and wondered what good karma I was cashing in on. There’s no way to explain how badly I wanted her. I’d never been with a woman who was so damn aesthetically pleasing, there was nothing about her that I wasn’t obsessed with.

“Jared. I want you to cum in me.” she said. The stakes in our game of truth or dare had escalated substantially, but I wasn’t going to stop her.

“So pretty.” I said, grabbing her ankles and sliding her over to me. “Good girl, stroke it for me.” Riley was using both hands to tug on her massive she-cock, which she had pointed like a cannon directly at her face. Her balls bounced as she tugged, and I watched the show while kissing all over her soles and toes.

“You like watching me touch it?” she asked.

“So much.”

“Come here. I need your cock in me.” she said. I took hold of myself by the base, and began teasing it at her opening.

“God damn, you’re wet.” I said, shocked by her extreme arousal. I’d never felt anything like that, and it made squishing sounds just from me rubbing the tip up and down over her lips and clit.

“Please, Jared. Don’t tease me. Fuck me.” she whimpered, biting down on her lower lip. We locked eyes, and I pressed it inside.

“Oh my God.” I said, staring down between us to watch my cock enter her. “Holy fuck.” it was the tiniest, wettest, most amazing thing I’d ever felt. Her pelvic muscles pulsed around my shaft, squeezing me so hard it felt like I was being milked.

“Right there. That. That’s what I need.” she said, wrapping her ankles around my lower back and pulling me into her. “Oh fuck, harder baby.”

“It’s so little.” I moaned, thrusting harder and harder at her request.

“Harder, daddy.” she whispered into my ear, swirling her tongue around and sending chills down my spine. “Yes, like that. Oh my God, your balls.” she tightened her thighs around me, and began thrusting from the bottom against me. Her large, natural breasts bounced rhythmically right along with her.

“It’s so good, Riley.” I grunted, unable to stop kissing her. Her lips were wet and juicy, sweet and addicting. I couldn’t get enough of touching her, of being inside her. I’d always gotten along well with her and found her attractive, but I never thought it would come to fruition.

“Oh fuck, I love it. Keep going, please don’t stop.” she begged, digging her nails into my back. My balls were getting tight, and I could feel the eruption nearing. There was no way I could hold out much longer, she had me more turned on than at any other point in my life.

“Riley…I’m gonna cum!” I called out, feeling my climax overtake me.

“Please, leave it in. I want your cum in me.” hearing those words in her seductive feminine tone made me melt, and I didn’t have much of a choice anyway as her legs were locked tightly around me, and she was hugging me down onto her.

“Riley!” I said her name as I exploded inside her without protection. Things had gone from tame to full on so fast that I didn’t have time to consider the risk we were taking. All I knew was that it felt so good, and my entire body pulsed with waves of pleasure as I emptied myself inside her.

“Ugh!” Riley’s cock began spurting, shooting off more cum than I’ve ever seen all over her beautiful face. I continued thrusting, watching her huge cock erupt with rope after rope of viscous cum.

“So sexy.” I sighed, watching the last couple strands glaze her tits. A huge smile spread across her face, and she exhaled.

“Thank you. I needed that.”

“Me too.” I said, pulling myself out of her and watching as excess cum poured out onto her sheet. “Are you on the pill?”

“No.” she said, crawling into my arms and giving me another kiss. “What we’re doing is very risk, but we’re going to do it over and over again. I’m off all week.” she said. I’m not sure what it was, but I didn’t care about the risk. Even though I wasn’t looking to have kids anytime soon, with her I knew it would be worth it. A part of me wanted to breed her, to cum in her over and over until she was carrying my child.

What followed was the greatest week of my life. I crossed off everything on my sexual to-do list multiple times over, and filled her with what had to be gallons of cum. And when it was all said and done, yes, she was pregnant.

Riley explained to me that she was in heat when all of that happened, but that she didn’t regret it. We’d still hook up from time to time after that, but never like that first week. Futanari women only carry their babies for three months, so there wasn’t much time to prepare. Luckily, we already had a place, and she had a very high paying job.


Chapter 6 - Riley

I knew that I wasn’t supposed to get pregnant at 21. The plan had been to wait a few more years, and then find a mate. But things happen how they happen, and I have zero regrets.

Jared and I had a strong foundation as roommates and friends who respected each other. Once I went into heat, my biology recognized him as a suitable mate, and I started realizing how well things could work between us.

And then, I seduced him over and over and convinced him not to pull out once even though he knew I wasn’t on the pill. It was cute to me how much of a crush he had on me, he honestly acted like I was some kind of supermodel or something. It was flattering, and it turned me on.

I had the baby, and then went right back to work. Jared was working at McArnold’s for goodness sake, so I made him quit and help out more with the baby. I just wanted him to finish school as quickly as possible, same with me. In the meantime, I would be the breadwinner. All that I expected from him was to be a good dad, a good partner, do well in school, and satiate my needs sexually. He checked all those boxes, and was as committed as I was going forward with our lives together.

His Futanari Dominatrix, Volume 1

Chapter 1 - Harris

At 23, I finally felt like I’d found my place in the world. I had my own studio apartment, and a salaried job playing video games, doing a podcast, and running a social media page. Life was grand.

My work day started at 10 am, when I met up at the “office” with my other two coworkers. From there, we’d have coffee and shoot the shit, and eventually log on and start streaming and playing at around 10:45. From there it was a marathon gaming session, where the three of us took turns playing and creating content for the site.

The pay was $36,500 annually, and I couldn’t believe that I was getting paid to do what I loved. Jon and Brian were the other two members of the team, and we worked for a large gaming content conglomerate called I-game-U-game, that allowed for guys like us to make a decent living for indulging our gaming lifestyles.

Before IGUG, I was couch surfing and barely surviving on my telemarketing job, and before that I was failing out of college. It was a huge turnaround for myself, and it felt good being able to afford my own place. It was the first time I found myself truly motivated, and excited to go into work each morning. We all shared the same job title, but I was kind of the unofficial leader of the group.

My apartment was two miles down the road from IGUG, so I rode my bike there in the mornings. It was a cool spring morning, a Friday, just like any other day on the job. I beat Jon and Brian there, and checked in at the front desk before heading for the office down the hallway.

The guys showed up, and we talked about our weekend plans. Everything was normal until 10:30, when a gorgeous woman strode into our office. All three of us perked up at the sight of her, and froze in our tracks.

She was tall, wearing nylon tights and high heels that accentuated her curves and long, flowing figure. There hadn’t been a female in the office since we started, and certainly not a woman as stunning as what stood before us.

“Hi boys.” she said, her voice confident and booming. “What are we up to this morning?” she asked, staring back at us and waiting for a response. A smile spread across her face and she crossed her arms.

“Uhm, just working.” I said, my voice sounding weak because of my dry mouth. She was so fucking gorgeous that I felt paralyzed, and I think Jon and Brian were suffering an even worse case of paralysis than me.

“Doesn’t look like it. What are you actually doing?” she asked, raising her voice even though her facial expression remained the same. I guess by speaking up, I’d become the group spokesperson because she was staring directly at me.

“I’m getting a social media post ready, Jon is playing Bonzai Warfare 6 on the live stream, and Brian is doing video editing.” I said, standing up from the couch to put myself on even footing with her, even though all it did was further showcase the massive height difference between us.

“Getting a social media post ready? What does that even mean?” she asked, furrowing her brow and snorting out a condescending laugh. “Is that what we pay you for? To get a social media post ready?”

“It’s part of the job, yes.” I said, feeling myself well up with anger. I didn’t even know who this woman was, and already she was coming after me for no reason.

“I personally allocate two…maybe three minutes max on a social media post. I have too much to do to waste time on such trivial matters. Just wrap it up, and get on to something more productive, will you sweetie?” she asked, softening her tone but intensifying her gaze.

“Yeah. I’ll get it done.” I said, looking down as I couldn’t bear her stare.

“And then what?” she asked. I looked up at her, unsure of what to say. “Then you’ll get onto something more productive, yes?” she asked, speaking slowly and nodding her head.

“Yeah.”

“Okay, good. I’m glad we had this talk. Are all three of you salary?” she asked, looking around at us.

“Do you mind telling us who you are?” I asked. I could feel the beads of sweat rolling down my armpits, and I knew my face was beet red.

“I’m Angelina Velessio, the new CFO of I-game U-game.” she said, without a hint of irony. “And you guys, are one of our lowest viewed content creators.”

“That’s because we just started. Our growth rate is on par with industry standards.” I said, suddenly trying to justify my position to the CFO of IGUG.

“Be that as it may, I’m of the belief that IGUG vastly over invested in, and overestimated the value of, niche content creators like yourself.” she said.

“We aren’t niche content creators. We’re part of the IGUG brand, we connect the company to everyday gamers with a real personal connection.” I said, looking around at the guys for support. They at least managed nodding, with their asses still glued to their couches.

“You guys play Bonzai Warfare, Ancient War Machine, and Dynasty Destruction. You’re niche.” she said, grinning. I could see that she didn’t take us seriously, and I didn’t think it was fair for her to just come in and rain on our parade like that.

“All of those games have good communities.” I said.

“Well kum ba yah! All three of those games are on my chopping block. We spend way too much money developing those types of niche games, when what we really need to be doing is going all in on our most successful franchises.” she said, looking down at me. I felt so much indignation, I wanted to swear at her and tell her to shove it up her ass, but she was the CFO.

“I think that would be a mistake, alienating your hardcore fan base that have been playing these games since they were kids.” I said, pleading not only for my job, but for the games I loved to play.

“Look, I’m gonna shoot it to you three straight. I’m not saying you’re fired, because I’m gonna go back to my office and take another look at you guys’ numbers before I finalize my decision. But, I will be making that decision by the end of the day, and I think it would be best if you guys shut down the stream in the meantime, and packed up your things just in case.” she said, having a casual glance around the room, shaking her head in disgust before storming out.

“That woman is the antichrist.”  I said, finally exhaling.

“That’s Angelina Velessio, dude. I’ve jerked off to her.” Jon said, smiling wide eyed, and no longer mute.

“Sick, dude.” I said, in lieu of slapping him across the face. “Dude, we’re fired. We don’t have jobs anymore.”

“I dunno, she said she was gonna take a final look at the numbers.” Brian said, no longer made of stone.

“Where were you guys? No one said a word.”

“I dunno, dude. I’ve jerked off to her.” Jon said.

“Great. This is great. We’re all getting canned and neither of you give a shit.” I said, realizing my doom. I couldn’t have gotten off to a worse start with Angelina, and her mind seemed made up already, before the fact. I didn’t like my chances.

Without anything to do, we sat and waited. Jon and Brian grabbed boxes and began packing their things, reticently accepting their fates instantly and without any sign of a fight.

“How are you guys okay with this? You know how hard we work.” I said, finally breaking the tension filled silence.

“I dunno, man. Do we really work that hard?” Jon asked, shrugging. “I knew this job was a scam, that’s why I took it. It’s a slacker’s paradise. We do a couple social media posts and play video games. The hardest part of the job is the video editing, which isn’t that bad, and we split it three ways. This job is cake, one person could do it by themselves, easily.” he said. It was the single smartest thing he’d ever said, and the first time I’d seen him string sentences together so seamlessly.

“I’m fucked.” I said. While Angelina was in her office, making us sweat, all I could think about was how it was back to life surfing couches, this time with an eviction looming over my head. Good times.

The day passed by impossibly slow, and I became a nervous wreck as I pictured my impending descent into homelessness. Life giveth, and she taketh away.

“Harris. You’re wanted in Ms. Velessio’s office.” said Derek, the guy at the front desk.

“Me? Okay.” I looked over at the guys, who didn’t seem at all concerned, content with sitting around to collect a final day’s paycheck. I followed Derek, and he pointed me to the massive office upstairs, which had been vacant and stuffed with boxes since I’d arrived. I could see as I approached that it had all been cleared out, and was decorated with her things.

I wasn’t sure what she wanted, but I reserved a small bit of hope that she might put us on some sort of trial period where she could keep an eye on us and see what we bring to the table. Her door was closed, and I wasn’t sure whether to knock or just go in, so I went on the safe side and rapped my knuckles against the door.

“Come in!” she screeched. As soon as I entered the room, she was berating me. “Why do people do that? I specifically asked for you to come see me in my office, do you really think I’m going to be surprised when you show up 30 seconds later? Just open the Goddamn door and come in.”

“Alright. Noted.” I said, instantly on guard. She was a gorgeous yet terrifying woman, and I had no idea what to expect. She sat in a large swiveling office chair, while I was across the desk, with the little wooden one.

“So I’ve crunched the numbers, and your little division definitely isn’t necessary.” she said, opening the conversation. “Sit down, Harris. I don’t need you looking down at me.”

“Okay. So…we’re fired?” I asked, resigned to my fate.

“Yes. But, I’ve decided not to ax the franchises. So I’m going to put a lot more on your plate, you’re going to have to play and cover other games. All of what we’re going to call the “classic” division of IGUG.” she said.

“So I’m getting promoted?” I asked.

“No, Harris. Don’t be ridiculous.” she said, snickering earnestly. Her eyes sparkled and her glare cast a spell over me. “You’re going to take a very slight pay cut, and you’re going to have to actually work, but you get to keep your job. If you want it.”

“A pay cut? I only make thirty six five!” I said, unsure how more work equated to less pay.

“It’s a very minor cut, Harris. Don’t get your panties in a bunch. You’ll be making thirty five four now. You won’t even notice it.” she said.

“Ms. Velessio, with all due respect, that’s not acceptable. I’ll keep the same pay, or I’ll take a raise, but I’m not taking a pay cut so I can do more.” I said, pulling back my shoulders and forcing myself to look into her eyes.

“Okay, Harris. Clear out your things. Tell the rest of the boys they’re fired as well.” she said, putting on her glasses and turning her attention quickly to her notebook.

“That’s it? Take a pay cut or I’m fired?” I asked.

“Listen, Harris. I’m the CFO of the company, and I don’t have time to deal with the drama of mid-wits. Let me try to explain this like you’re five, so that maybe you have a chance of comprehending it.

Your division has been removed. I’ve created a new division of IGUG called “Classics”, which includes all of the mediocre selling games that you enjoy. Because you’ve already been with the company and seem reasonably competent, I was offering you this new position, which does happen to come with more responsibilities and a slightly lower entry level of pay than your previous position.”

“Okay, I understand, and I don’t want to lose my position here at IGUG. I love it here, it’s given me purpose, and-”

“I don’t care, Harris. Look, you’re getting on my last nerve. Close that door, and pull the shades.” she said, her face deadly serious.

“What?”

“Don’t play dumb. You heard what I said. Close the door. Pull the shades.”

“Okay.” I said, slowly standing before completing her tasks.

“Lock the door.”

“Okay.” I said, turning both locks before sitting back down. I was getting a strange feeling, like something bad was about to happen.

“I’m Angelina Velessio. I’m the CFO of this company, I’m a model, an influencer, and a multi-millionaire. I own 6 properties in prime locations across the United States.” she said, placing her elbows on the desk, and her fingertips together as she leaned forward and spoke. “I’m not here to negotiate with a booger picking virgin who makes thirty five thousand a year.”

“I’m not a “booger picking virgin”, I’m a valuable member of IGUG.”

“No, Harris. You’re an ant. You’re nothing. I am a valuable member of IGUG. You aren’t getting this.” she said, sliding back her chair and standing up. I watched as she came out from behind her desk, and couldn’t help admiring her thighs and perfect bubble butt as she went to the window and peeked out.

“Ms. Velessio. I need this job. It’s how I pay my bills.”

“I’ve had enough of your insolence. You’re too big for your own britches around here, I don’t think you’re a good fit for the company. I have a zero tolerance policy for even micro acts of insubordination, and your tone just doesn’t sit well with me. You can go.” she said.

“Ms. Velessio, please reconsider.” I said, feeling my heart rate skyrocket. It was really happening, I was about to lose my dream job. It wasn’t worth it, losing everything for such a small amount of money.

“No. Leave now, Harris, or I’ll be forced to call security.” she said. I felt my entire life slip away, and thoughts of doing hard manual labor for even less pay flashed in my mind. I’d never been fired before, and the uncertainty made me start shaking with emotion. It wasn’t fair, it wasn’t right. She shouldn’t be able to ruin my life so callous and casually.

“Please. I can’t lose my apartment, IGUG means everything to me.” I said, clasping my hands together and begging. I instantly regretted not accepting her offer, and wished I could go back to that moment in time.

“Harris, get on your hands and knees.” she said.

“What?”

“Get down on your hands and knees in front of me. I want you to kiss my feet.” she said. Her tone changed, and she sat down at the edge of her desk. “If you show me that you can be a good boy, accept your role as my inferior, and change your attitude from being entitled to serving Angelina Velessio, and making sure that Angelina Velessio is taken care of and pleased, then I think you’ll have a much better time here as an employee of I-game U-game.” she said. I became mesmerized by her beauty, and found myself instinctively lowering myself before her.

“Yes Ms. Velessio.”

“You will no longer refer to me as that. You will call me mistress, goddess, master, or mommy.”

“Yes mistress.” I said, keeping my head down. I hadn’t even processed what was happening, but I became very aroused in my pants, and the urge to submit to her welled up inside me.

“Good boy. Maybe you can learn to be mommy’s little bitch.” she said, removing one of her shoes, and dangling her nylon covered, perfectly arched foot directly in front of my face. “Kiss, suck, and lick. That’s what a good boy does for his goddess. To show his devotion.”

“Yes Goddess.” I said, so turned on that I couldn’t think rationally. I did as I was told, and began soaking her nylons with my wet mouth, sucking on her toes and debasing myself before her.

“Good boy. Show mommy how much you love her. Look up here. Show me those submissive eyes.” she said. When I looked up, I received the shock of a lifetime. Angelina had pulled up her skirt, exposing her absolutely massive cock.

“What is…?” I asked, my voice trailing off as I stared in awe at the thick, veiny, python of a cock that hung between her legs.

“It’s a she-cock, sweetie. I’m futanari.”

“Oh.” I said, unable to stop staring at it. It was so huge, so big and juicy that it called out for me to obey, to do whatever was necessary to make her cum. Angelina took hold of it by the base with both hands, swinging it back and forth in front of my face.

“You like it, don’t you?” she asked. I nodded in a trance, my mouth watering for a taste. I admired her large, swollen balls, perfectly hairless and plump, clearly in need of release.

“Yes mistress.”

“You want to serve this superior cock, don’t you baby boy?”

“So much.” I said, almost whimpering. My cock was so hard that it had a pulse, but I felt so inferior to her that I didn’t want her to see it.

“Keep worshiping your master’s feet, and maybe if you’re good enough, I’ll let you gag on it.” she said, content to torment me with arousal, teasing as my hard dick became so full of pressure that it felt like I might cum in my pants. I wanted more, but it was all she would give me so I ate it up, sniffing and licking all over her soles and toes. I couldn’t help watching her stroke play with herself, stroking her incredible cock faster and faster while staring down into my eyes.

“I love it, mistress. You’re so beautiful.” I said.

“Look at you. So pathetic. One minute, you’re mouthing off and standing up for yourself, the next, on your knees in front of a woman, sucking.” she said. I nodded, unwilling to remove her toes from deep in my mouth. I ran my tongue around this, sucking from the spit soaked fabric as saliva dribbled down my chin.

“I’ll do anything you tell me to, mistress.”

“Yeah you will.” she said. “Put your hands behind your back.” she said, hopping down off the desk and making her cock swing dramatically. She went around her desk, and retrieved a pair of shiny silver handcuffs.

“Yes, mistress.” I said, unsure of why I so easily allowed myself to trust this woman I’d just met. It was like she had a power over me, a dominant nature that naturally made me bend to its will.

“I need to see that you have restraint, and can control yourself.” she said, clicking the cuffs into place, and then clicking them extra tight.

“Ow.” I said, unintentionally letting out a yip.

“Are they too tight?”

“Yes mistress.”

“Good. Then they’re just right.” she said, grabbing hold of me by the cuffs and dragging me behind her desk so that no one could see me. She then went to the front of the office, and opened up the blinds and unlocked the door, before returning to her desk.

“What are we doing?”

“Don’t ask questions. Just be patient and obey. And be quiet.”

“Yes mistress.” I whispered. Angelina removed both of her shoes, placing them beside her chair while I laid on the ground under her desk, on my side and facing her. She dangled her feet in front of my face, making me tend to them with my mouth for several minutes before paging her secretary, Derek.

“Derek, send in Jon and Brian. At the same time please, they’re being let go.”

“Yes ma am.” he said, responding from his line. There was nothing I could do, except lay hidden in handcuffs while she rubbed both of her feet all over my face. With the handcuffs on, I had no chance to provide any stimulation to myself, even though she was forcing me to stay aroused the entire time.

I heard the boys entering her office a moment later, opening the door without even knocking.

“Jon, Brian. Have a seat.” she said, pointing them to the little brown chairs. “As you know, I’ve been taking a look at your numbers, and unfortunately, it isn’t looking too good for you guys.” she said, pausing to look down at me. She placed one of her feet on my crotch, and the other in my mouth, forcing me to swallow it deeper by shoving it down my throat.

“Well, that’s too bad.” said Brian.

“But it was really nice meeting you. I’m a big fan.” Jon said, unbothered by the news of being canned.

“Thanks.” said Angelina, giggling softly. Her foot began moving back and forth on my cock, over the outside of my pants. It felt so good, but I was too busy trying to control my breathing and not make any noise to enjoy it. “What about me are you a fan of? My work as CFO?”

“Ugh. Uhm, you know. Kind of, like, the stuff you did online. Like, the modeling type stuff.” he said, stammering through every word. I wasn’t sure what was more painful, listening to him or being gagged by Angelina’s big toe.

“Jon. Are you saying that you think I’m pretty?” she asked.

“Yeah.” he said, bashful and intimidated.

“Well you can just come out and say it, I don’t mind a compliment.” she said, being extra peppy and cheerful. “Anyway, just go ahead and clear out your desks. On behalf of everyone at IGUG, we wish you luck in your future endeavors.”

“Thank you.” Jon said, standing up.

“Thank you for the opportunity.” Brian said, extending his hand over the desk for a handshake, which Angelina politely declined. “Oh, yeah. Sorry.” he said, filing out of her office behind Jon and closing the door.

“Well, your little friends are gone. I guess it’s just you and me now.” she said, pulling up her skirt and again exposing herself. “I wonder what we should do.” she said, musing. I sat up against the wall, looking up her skirt and squirming, desperately in need of touch. She was easily the most beautiful futanari woman I’d ever seen, and it felt like I was so close to getting her.

“I only want to serve you, mistress.”

“Stand up. I want you to lay down on my desk. On your stomach.” she said, reaching down to grab hold of my hair, pulling it hard to assist me to my feet. She held on as she put me into position, sliding my head to the edge of the desk.

“Yes mistress.” I said, watching as she stood directly in front of me, and turned around. She wore no underwear, and lowered her ass down to my face, draping her skirt over it as she planted her asshole directly against my mouth.

“Good boy.” she said, reaching back and pushing the back of my head into her ass, bending over and shaking it back and forth as I hungrily lapped away. It was pure instinct, and the moment her flesh entered my mouth, all bets were off.

No one had ever treated me like that before, but I’d also never been with a woman so beautiful. There was nothing I wouldn’t do to be with her. “Eat it. Use your tongue. Make out with it. Stick your tongue all the way in there, show me what a slut you are for your master.” she said, her voice booming. I glanced over to see that we were on full display, luckily no one had noticed what was going on in the office of the new CFO.

“Mmm…” I moaned, burying my face so far in her fat bubble that my face disappeared.

“Good slut. Just like that. Serve your goddess.” she said, her voice laced with lust. “Tell me how much you like it. Tell me how perfect I am.”

“Yes Goddess. You are above me, my superior in every way.”

“Don’t stop.” she said, my nose pressed against her buttcrack as the tip of my tongue flicked against her anus.

“I’m obsessed with you. I’m powerless to you. You make me weak.” I said the words without shame, too horny to think straight. Laying on the hard desktop was uncomfortable, and forced my erection at a weird angle, but I didn’t dare mention my grievance. I was too immersed in what was happening. It had been years since I’d been with a woman, and she was absolutely entrancing.

“Come here. Back down on your knees.” she said, again grabbing me by the hair and forcing me down. She pulled me across the floor, banging my knees as I struggled to keep up as she again pulled the curtains, and locked the door.

“What can I do, mistress?” I asked, as she held my head up to look at her. She grabbed hold of my jaw, and spit in my face.

“Make me cum.” she said, standing up in front of me, pitching the largest tent I’d ever seen in her skirt.

“Yes Goddess.” I said, ducking my head under her skirt and bobbing until my lips were wrapped around one of her balls.

“Good boy. Show mommy’s balls some love.”

“Mmm…” I gobbled away with my hands aching behind my back, eagerly doing as I was told. There was no time to stop and think, as my mind was fully in the mode to serve. All I wanted was to make her happy, to become her faithful servant and do anything she asked of me. I wanted to keep her, to make her mine. Or the other way around. I didn’t care so long as I could have her. Angelina pulled her skirt away from my face, taking hold of herself by the cock and wagging it back and forth.

“Open wide. Stick out your tongue.” she said.

“Yes, mistress.” I said, making it so. I sat obediently in front of her as she slapped her cock against my tongue, waiting patiently for her permission.

“Such a good little slut. I can’t bury it in your tight little asshole, but you haven’t earned that yet.” she said, stroking herself while bouncing it off of my dripping tongue.

“I love your cock, master.”

“Do you worship it?”

“Yes master.” I said, staring at her bulbous mushroom cockhead, opening wide to receive it.

“Show me.” she said. Angelina’s dominant nature came out in everything she did, and I had no hands to hang on with as she impaled me with her throbbing she-dick. It filled my mouth to the brim, activating my gag reflex over and over, which had no effect on Angelina whatsoever.

“Guck! Guck! Guck!” I coughed and choked, spilling viscous spit all over the place as she used my mouth for pleasure. She began thrusting so fast and rhythmically that her swinging balls clapped against my chin. I felt ashamed by how much I liked it, and how continuously hard I’d stayed the entire time that she treated me like an object.

“Throat it. Deeper. Show me that you deserve this opportunity.” she said, her spit soaked cock slipping all the way down my throat. I couldn’t breathe, but I was learning to receive it. As she flossed it up and down my throat, I felt myself cross the threshold of arousal that I could handle, and I began spasming in place as it happened. The build up took several seconds, but there was no denying it. I was cumming in my pants without stimulation, making a mess without ever being touched.

“Ugh! Fuck. Oh my God.” I grunted, moaning in pleasure and embarrassment. Angelina laughed, noticing the wet spot in my pants and figuring out what had happened.

“Oh, wow. You came in your pants, you pathetic virgin.” she said, shaking her head as post nut clarity kicked in. “You’re so inferior, I can’t believe I’m wasting my time on you. You better swallow my cum, and show me that you’re dedicated. Without pure, blind dedication to me, you will never be anything.”

“Guck!” I gagged, struggling for air as her fat girth began pulsing inside my throat, choking me as it erupted with hot sticky goo. Angelina held my head in place, unwilling to release me until she’d fully drained herself directly into my stomach.

“Yes! Fuck. Yes, baby. That’s it, that’s what you have to do to be worthy. Good boy.” she grunted, blasting rope after rope down my gullet until finally it was extinguished.

I immediately began coughing, and cum shot out of my nose and mouth. There was so much, and I tried in vain to wipe it from my face. The front of my shirt was completely soaked, and I sat there dripping before her, waiting for instructions.

“I needed that.” she said, tossing me a hand towel as she tucked her cock away and sat back down at her chair. “I’ll definitely keep you, at least for another day.”

“Thank you, Mistress.” I said, still bowing before her.

“You’re released for the day. Be here at 7:45 tomorrow, meet in my office.” she said. “Go.”

“Uhm, Mistress? My handcuffs?” I asked. She smirked, and motioned for me to approach her. I turned around, and she let me loose. “Thank you, Goddess.” I said, scurrying off. As I walked down the hall, I noticed Brian and Jon leaving our office, and walking straight for me with boxes in hand.

“Did you get canned too?” Brian asked, as we came closer together.

“Ugh, yeah. I might have another opportunity, but as of now, yeah.” I said, lying nervously.

“What’s all over you? Did you just come from Valentina’s office?” Jon asked, looking at me funny.

“Ugh, fuckin’ donuts. I fell on some freshly glazed donuts.” I said, the only thing I could think of that would make sense in that scenario.

“Right on, I love donuts.” Jon said, scooping up a glob and shoving it into his mouth before I could stop him. There was a pause, and he looked at me for several seconds. “Tastes weird. Not like donuts.”

“Yeah, I dunno. Didn’t get the chance to try them.” I said, walking right past them in a mad dash to get out of there before I saw anyone else I knew. It was a crazy day, and my mind was spinning as I rode back to my apartment.

I took a shower and threw my clothes in the shower, replaying my encounter with Angelina over and over. She was so fucking hot, and I wondered if my new job would consist mostly of being her personal sex slave, because if so, I was happy to take the pay cut.

When I fell asleep that night, I was full of excitement for the following day.


His Futanari Dominatrix, Volume 2

Chapter 1 - Harris

Instead of riding my bike to work, I decided to leave extra early and walk. It was a bit of an adjustment, getting up so much earlier than usual, but I knew that I had to do everything Angelina said down to a T.

Being so close to losing my job made me realize how lazy and unskilled I really was, as the mere thought of having to do real work was almost paralyzing. I’d spent my entire life in pursuit of my job at IGUG, and I would have to fight like hell if I wanted to keep it.

It was impossible not to think about her after what had happened. Our encounter was the single most erotic moment of my life, and it awakened things inside of me that I didn’t know existed.

She effortlessly brought out my inner desire to submit to a powerful woman, and her presence alone was enough to make me feel inferior. Angelina was probably six inches taller than me, with massive breasts, a perfectly round and obscenely thick ass, and a cock that made mine look like a vienna sausage.

I wondered what she’d be wearing at work as I replayed being handcuffed on her floor, worshiping one nylon covered foot while the other teased my cock. She put a spell on me, and I couldn’t wait to be laying beneath her again, making out with her toes while she handled real business.

It was the first time I’d dealt with a penis, and I guess it didn’t seem as jarring because of the absolute goddess it was attached to. Beneath her heavy hangers was a pretty little pink vagina, and I prayed to the heavens that she’d eventually let me use it.

My anxiety kicked in as I approached the building. Angelina had a bossy meanness to her that I found unpredictable. As someone who hates conflict, my plan was simply to acquiesce to her every demand, and do my very best to stay on her good side.

There was a beautiful Aston Martin SUV in the parking lot when I arrived, and it stood out like a sore thumb. It had to be Angelina’s, as we were the only two people scheduled to arrive so early. The rest of the employees weren’t set to get there until between nine and ten.

“What is this?” I asked, looking at the new steel door with a camera pointing in my face. I pressed the only button, and Angelina’s face appeared on the screen beside it, running on a treadmill with earbuds in.

“Good, you’re here. I’m in the basement, working out. Come down here.” she said, without breaking her stride. Even though the camera was centered on her face, I could see her massive breasts bouncing in her sports bra with each step.

“Yes ma am.” I said, right as she hung up. There was a buzzing sound, and the door popped open. I stepped inside. There had always been a gym in the basement, but none of us ever used it. It took me a moment to figure out how to get there, and when I stepped inside, Angelina was dripping with sweat.

“I just finished my run. Put your stuff down, you’re going to help stretch me out.” she said.

“Oh. Okay, yeah.” I said, putting down my bag and doing a couple of quick shoulder stretches. Angelina sat down on the mat, controlling her breath and waiting for me to approach.

“Get over here, Harris.” she said, snapping me to attention. “Take off my shoes and socks.”

“Okay.” I said, getting right to work on untying her shoes.

“Excuse me? Okay what? Okay, asshole? Okay, fuckface?” she asked, her face turning red with anger.

“Okay Goddess. I apologize, I’m sorry.” I said, untying her shoes.

“It’s real simple Harris.”

“I know, mistress. I’m sorry.”

“Stop over apologizing. It makes you sound weak.” she said.

“Yes Goddess.” I said, removing her shoes.

“Smell.” she said, laughing sadistically as she rubbed her foot in my face. “How is it?”

“It’s amazing, your highness.”

“Ooh, your highness. I like that one. Be a good boy and take my socks off with your mouth.” she said.

“Yes master.” I said, leaning in and trying to figure out how to do it. Angelina was wearing black yoga pants, and my eyes traced the distinct outline of her enormous cock and balls, bulging out noticeably as I tried to remove her no-show socks with my teeth.

“Oh, Harris. You’re so pathetic. I love it.” she said, teasingly pulling her foot away so I had to crawl on my hands and knees to retrieve it. I finally got a hold of the ankle, and pulled the sweat soaked sock off of her foot.

“Thank you, mistress.” I said, repeating the same process on the other foot.

“Stand up, Harris. Pull your pants down so I can see your cock.” she said, still sitting in front of me.

“Yes mistress.” I said, scrambling to my feet. I dreaded the moment, Angelina seeing my much smaller, inferior penis, but at least I was hard. As soon as I pulled it out, her laughter was reflexive.

“I knew it. You love this, don’t you? Being dominated by a powerful woman.” she looked up at me grinning, and I realized that she wasn’t laughing at my penis. She was laughing that being treated like her little bitch was turning me on.

“There is a part of me that definitely enjoys it, mistress. You’re so beautiful.”

“I know, I’m traditionally way out of your league. You’d be way too embarrassing for me to date publicly, I couldn’t be seen with such a weak man, but you are exactly what I’ve been seeking.

Our relationship will remain strictly dom-sub at all times, and it will remain completely out of the public sphere. You are my assistant, but behind closed doors, you’re nothing but my pathetic little bitch. Follow me to the showers.”

“Yes, mistress.” I said, tucking my erection behind my waistband and following close behind her. Her walk resembled that of a runway supermodel, and her peach swayed with each exaggerated pop of the hips. Angelina led me into the shower room, and promptly removed her sports bra while facing away from me. I stood watching in awe, mesmerized as she pulled her leggings all the way down, exposing herself completely as she wasn’t wearing anything underneath.

“I don’t want to get the showers dirty. Clean me with your tongue, lick every inch of me. Wash my balls with your mouth.” she said, without turning.

“Yes Goddess.” I said, so turned on that I was almost euphoric. I couldn’t believe what was happening, the most beautiful futanari woman I’d ever encountered stood naked, commanding me to worship her body with my tongue.

“Start with my ass. It’s especially dirty this morning.” she said, pulling apart her perfect cheeks. I admired her tightly puckered hole, and quickly gave over to my lust.

“Mmmm….”

“Just like that. Clean mommy’s asshole with your tongue. Good slut.” she said, shaking her ass in my face as I tongued her anus. My cock became painfully hard, begging me to stroke it while I indulged in her flesh.

“It’s so good, mommy.” I moaned, letting my hand stray.

“Don’t even think about it. How selfish are you? This is about showing your commitment to me, and worshiping your goddess.” she said, turning her head to look down at me.

“Yes, your majesty.” I said, returning to the task at hand. I dragged my tongue along the backs of her thighs, and all over her cheeks, slurping up every salty drop of sweat from her body that I could find.

“Here. Don’t forget.” she said, planting her balls on my face, holding me by the hair and using my head like a mop, guiding where my attention traveled.

“I love cleaning my goddess.”

“Come on, get everything.” she said, forcing my face into her armpits. I licked the soles of her feet last, and then she stepped into the shower, instructing me to watch her, but not to touch myself.

She was perfection incarnate, aesthetically pleasing in a way that was almost overwhelming. I watched as she lathered up her tits, glancing over at me and enjoying the tease as she played with them. It was quite a show, and my mouth watered as she worked her massive futa-cock with both hands, her balls swinging with each stroke. The suds ran between her asscheeks as the water rinsed her soft skin, and I handed her a towel as she stepped out.

“You’re hard, aren’t you?” she asked.

“Yes, master.” I said, looking down at the bulge in my pants.

“Go do your social media post. There’s a folder on your desk with your expectations for the day. Meet in my office at 10.” she said, slapping my ass as I turned to go.

My balls were still tingling when I sat down, aching for stimulation. I slid the folder in front of me, but had trouble switching my mind over from intense arousal to work focus. It would have helped me if she would at least let me cum and release all of the tension she was causing.

“Social media posts for each of the following accounts… Jesus. That’s like 10 posts.” I said, glancing over the top sheet of paper. I flipped to the next page, and it was a list of videos that needed editing. There were three that had priority, but the list went much longer than that and I was instructed to get to them as quickly as possible.

The next page was filled with assistant type tasks, with times beside them. 12:30, drop off her dry cleaning, 1 pm, pick up her lunch, 2 pm, turn in completed video files, 5 pm, protein shake.

“How am I supposed to run all these fucking errands, do all these social media posts, and then somehow still have time to finish all of this video editing?” I asked, feeling my anxiety flare right back up. “Such a bitch.” I whispered, looking around to make sure that no one heard me.

As hot, and powerful, and mind-blowingly sexy as Angelina was, she wasn’t easy to please. I got started right away on social media posts. As the new head of the IGUG Classics division, the entire burden of social media for all of the included franchises became my sole responsibility. 

It was a lot more work than I was used to, but I put my head down and churned away. I wasn’t even halfway done when Angelina stormed into my office, screeching at the top of her lungs.

“When I say 10, I fucking mean 10!” she screamed.

“Oh, shit. I’m sorry, I lost track of time.”

“Earth to Harris, it’s called an alarm. You’re my personal assistant, I am your number one priority.”

“Yes, mistress. I was working on social media, and-”

“I don’t care, Harris. You’re late. Here, this is my Starbuck’s order. I need you to pick it up.” she said, handing me a piece of paper.

“Starbuck’s? That’s all the way across town.”

“It’s a ten minute drive.”

“I don’t have a car.” I said. The disgust and disappointment on her face was evident, and she pinched the bridge of her nose, closing her eyes and letting out a long sigh.

“Of course you don’t. Why would you need a car? You don’t need a car to pick your boogers, and you don’t need a car in order to not get laid, so why would you have one of those?” she asked, turning her anger towards me.

“I can ride my bike. It’s not a problem, mistress. I’d love to do that for you.”

“I’d love to get my coffee while it’s still fucking hot! God dammit, Harris. You’re going to pay for this. I’ll get it myself, but you better get yourself a car, fast. Without reliable transportation, you won’t be able to properly perform the duties of being my assistant, and I’ll have to let you go.”

“Yes Goddess.” I said, exhaling when she left the room. Working for her was so much pressure, it put a constant level of stress and tension on me. No matter what I did, she seemed unimpressed and let down.

The rest of the day was a constant blur of motion. I peddled all over time, doing this and that, trying to keep up. She said that I wasn’t responsible enough, or she’d have let me drive her Aston Martin. That was disappointing, especially because the alternative involved me wearing myself out.

Somehow, I made it through the day without fucking up too bad. Even though it was tough, I did find it very rewarding working in that type of environment. The last thing on my itinerary for the day was “protein shake” at 5 pm, and I reported to Angelina’s office feeling pretty good about myself. The door was unlocked, so I stepped inside to see what she needed.

“What are you doing? Don’t just walk into my office. You’re my assistant, you knock on the door, then wait for me to tell you to come in, then you come in. Those are the steps, got it?” she asked, standing up at her desk.

“I thought you said to just walk in if you were expecting me.”

“You can just walk in if I call for you directly, don’t just barge in here because you have an appointment.” she said.

“Yes Goddess.” I said, averting my gaze. “My schedule said something about a protein shake at five.”

“Yes. I noticed how frail you are, you don’t lift weights do you?” she asked.

“Ugh, no. I do pushups, and bodyweight stuff sometimes.”

“Don’t lie to me. I need you to start getting here early to workout, or get a gym membership, and start lifting at least 3 times a week.” she said.

“I’m not really the fitness type.”

“I can see that, which is why you need to train more than anyone. It reflects poorly on me, you being so scrawny and pale. You don’t want to make me look bad, do you?” she asked.

“No, your majesty.”

“Good. At the end of your workday, you are to report to me for your protein shake. It’ll help you put on muscle.” she said.

“Yes Goddess.” I said, staring back at her blankly.

“Come and earn it. It’s waiting for you to milk it out.” she said, pointing at the door. I went over and locked it, and then pulled the blinds. I understood that it was time for me to worship her she-cock, to relieve her massive balls of the day’s tension. My protein would be derived from the explosion of cum that she would deliver straight down my throat.

“Thank you, Goddess. I won’t waste a drop.” I said, instinctively dropping to my knees in front of her. Angelina again wore nylons, this time white with her black skirt and white button up top.

“Here. You put them on this time.” she said, retrieving the handcuffs and handing them over to me.

“Yes, mistress.” I said, putting them on behind my back, and squeezing them extra tight in case she checked behind me. Angelina stood momentarily, unzipping the back of her skirt before letting it fall to the floor and stepping out of it in her black heels.

“Open up. I want you to focus entirely on making me cum. Show me your servitude, show me what a weak and pathetic little cockslut you are.” she said, holding herself at the base, steadying her enormous python in front of my face.

“Yes, mistress.” I said, parting my lips and attempting to swallow her bulbous mushroom head. It was so soft, and almost as soon as it slipped past my lips, I was gagging on her girth.

“Oh, yes. That’s what mommy needs.” she said, leaning back in her chair and placing her hand on top of my head. “Milk that she-cock. Get all of that yummy, sticky cream.”

“Guck! Guck! Guck!” I impaled myself on the monster, struggling to take it and coughing viscous spit all over it.

“Good slut. Slurp it up. You’re right where you belong now, baby, down on your knees, servicing superior cock.” she said, thrusting against my throat so it slid even deeper.

“Guck!” I coughed, my eyes welling with tears as I was forced to plunge back down on it. Her warm flesh invaded my throat, and tears streamed down my cheeks as I submitted entirely to the servicing of her pleasure.

“Such a good little whore. You know exactly what I like, just give yourself over to it.”

“Mmm…mmm…mmm…” I used the spit as lubricant, trying my best to make her erupt with protein cream. She fucked my face like a fleshlight, masturbating with my throat for several minutes. The entire time, my desire to please her grew and grew, and I fought the urge to relieve my own throbbing erection.

“Keep going, don’t stop. Swallow it, bitch. There you go.” she said, standing over me and cutting off all of my air as she thrust against my throat. “Fuck! Yes, baby. Good girl, here it comes. Take mommy’s cum. Take it.” she grunted, holding me in place as she pulsed in my throat, making another rough deposit of copious amounts of hot sticky cum.

I was left panting for air, and coughing up cum on the floor. Angelina sat back down on her chair, put her feet up, and closed her eyes while I tried my best to clean up the excess cum that was all over the floor, and all over my shirt. It was the second day in a row I would be sent home completely covered and dripping with Angelina’s cum.

“I get here at 6:45 to work out. Don’t be late.” she said.

“Yes, mistress.” I said, out of breath sucking her dick. I couldn’t imagine keeping pace with her. She was a fitness machine, with well defined legs and bigger arms than me.

“Oh, yeah. Don’t you dare ejaculate between now and then. Got it? No masturbating, no porn. No nothing.” she said. I nodded in agreement, noticing that she left out the part about no girls because she knew that wasn’t going to happen.

I had no choice in the matter, and I knew it perfectly well. It was a massive change in the way I was living, but it was addicting. I didn’t want to leave IGUG, or Angelina. It felt good belonging to a woman, being her subservient piece of property. She may not have let me cum or touch me down there, but at least it was something. The opportunity to view her naked, and to touch and worship her body was enough to keep me happy.

That night, I learned the hard way that blue balls are real. No one had ever gotten me so aroused before, and I noticed the discomfort before I got in the shower.

“Oh, shit. What is that?” I asked, looking down at my own weirdly swollen balls. They were sore to the touch, and looked very odd. I knew right away that it was blue balls, and that the only way to make it go away would be to cum.

Angelina didn’t give me her contact information, and I was too scared to make an executive decision to relieve myself. It was a torturous night, tossing and turning with sore testicles and uncontrollable fantasies about my new goddess.

“Fuck, Angelina. I wish you were here.” I said, my brow sweating as I stared up at the ceiling. The hours ticked by, and the fantasies were non stop. At some point in the night, I managed to fall asleep without indulging my severe urge to ejaculate.

I forgot to set an alarm. Luckily for me, my aching balls went off just in time for me to limp around the house and get ready. Riding my bike was uncomfortable at an all time high, and I had to pedal standing to avoid resting my balls on the seat. Angelina let me in, and I saw me hobbling across the floor as I entered the gym.

“Don’t even start making excuses on day one, Harris. You are not injured.” she said, cutting off the treadmill and stepping off.

“I’m not injured. I have blue balls.” I said, wincing. Angelina was again wearing a sports bra and yoga pants, this time all-white to match her sneakers. Instead of snapping at me, she grinned.

“Show me.” she said.

“Yes, mistress.” I said, desperate to relieve them. “I wanted to cum last night, but I didn’t want to disobey you.” I said, pulling down my pants and exposing myself to her. She looked down at my misshapen, swollen nuts and burst out laughing. My face turned red while she openly laughed at me, covering her open mouth with her hand and shaking her head.

“I would have let you cum if I knew you had blue balls. You’re definitely obedient.” she said. “Go to the shower and jerk yourself off. I’ll let you skip your workout today.”

“Thank you, mistress.” I said, not wasting any time and sneaking off to the shower. I’d hoped that Angelina would offer to make me cum, but I was happy to just to

get relief. I thought about jerking off in front of her, and even though it was a little uncomfortable, it all went away after I spilled my seed down the drain.

It was another busy day of running errands, doing social media, and being drowned by video editing projects. She continued firing employees, downsizing until there were only 6 people left in the entire building. Derek kept his job, and the official IGUG channel was filmed and edited in our building by a four man team. That was it, all that remained over the original 24 man team I’d spent the previous year of my life with.

Once again, I was exhausted and overwhelmed by the time the clock struck five, and I made my way to Angelina’s office for another protein shake. It was kind of like my snack at the end of the day, the dessert I earned by slaving away all day for IGUG. Angelina was turning off the light and locking up when I arrived.

“I have a meeting across town at 5:30.” she said, tossing her bag over her shoulder and handing me a plastic bottle. “Drink it now. I want to see you polish it off.”

“What is it?” I asked, looking down at the half full shaker. I popped open the lid and knew immediately what it was.

“It’s your protein shake. I rubbed one out right before you got here.” she said.

“Do I have to?” I asked, much less into the idea of drinking her cum out of a shaker than straight from the source.

“Do it Harris. I don’t have time for this.”

“Yes, mistress.” I said, taking another look into the glass. It was insane how much semen her body produced with every orgasm, and I decided not to hesitate and just go for it.

“There you go. Like a proper cumslut.” she said, clapping as I finished off the last gulp. “Good job. You might be cut out for this after all.”

“Thank you, mistress.” I said, trying to hold it down. It was still warm, but I couldn’t deny there was something about it that I liked. Angelina got into her Aston Martin, and ripped out of the parking lot like a hellcat without offering me a ride.

It was a strange situation, but I couldn’t complain. Angelina was the most exciting thing to happen to my life since I could remember, and I had a feeling that it was going to lead to pleasures that I couldn’t even imagine, just so long as I remained obedient to a fault, and fully dedicated to serving her desires.


His Futanari Dominatrix, Volume 3

Chapter 1 - Valentina Alessio

There was a lot on my plate, and I was glad to have found such a naturally subservient bitch to take out my frustrations on. I’d moved on from dating powerful men, making them fall in love with me until I inevitably broke their hearts and watched them crumble.

I was ready for something more stable. At the end of the day, I knew exactly what I wanted, a weak, pliable man who was trainable and capable of bending to my will.

It was easy for me to pick him out, to see that he was a simple man without ambition. All he wanted was to be left alone to play video games, and he was just awkward and broke enough that I knew he had no real dating prospects.

My first couple of days as CFO went well, and I established a baseline of what I expected from him. I knew that he was mine when he enthusiastically chugged down my massive load of freshly discharged semen.

There were only two reasons for him to be there, and I believed they both applied. One, he was so comfortable in his current position that he would do anything to avoid change, even if it was for his benefit. And two, he was hopelessly addicted to me, unwilling and unable to pry himself from my clutches because he was holding out hope that maybe I would take pity on him, and give him the best experience of his life.

There was a certain eagerness about him, a deep desire to serve me based on his mistaken belief that it would somehow make me respect him, and give myself to him. Harris’ very disposition was agreeable and weak, and it was in his nature to submit to a woman like myself.

He knew full well that I was above him, that the value of my physical beauty alone was far above anything he could ever hope to offer, and that my personality and intelligence also overshadowed his. Some men would take this as a challenge to compete with me, and some would avoid me in lieu of a weaker, more conquerable woman, but not Harris.

His response was far better, to pledge his loyalty on the romantic hope that he could slowly prove himself worthy over time out of pure obedience and faithfulness. There was nothing he wouldn’t do for me, without any expectation of anything in return, and I had every intention of putting that hypothesis to the test.

When Harris arrived in the morning to work out, he had no idea what was in store for him. His gray sweat shorts and mesh tank top made him look like the last kid picked in gym class, and I couldn’t help snickering at the sight of him.

“Good morning, mistress. I’m ready to lift some weights.” he said, awkwardly pumping his fist.

“Yeah, that’s not exactly what I had in mind for you.” I said, stepping over to my gym bag to retrieve his workout gear.

“Or cardio, I’m down for whatever.”

“Take this, and this.” I said, handing him a suction cup dildo, and a small bottle of lubricant.

“I thought you wanted me to workout, mistress.”

“I do. I want you to workout that little asshole of yours so I don’t rip it in half.” I said, handing him a camera and small tripod. “Video tape yourself riding it. I want you to do five sets of five minutes, bouncing and riding the whole time. Rest for two minutes, then go onto the next set. I want you to really focus on stretching out your ass, and getting comfortable having something up there. Look into the camera, and talk to me as if I were watching. I’ll go back and watch the tape to make sure you weren’t slacking.”

“You aren’t going to show this to anyone, are you?”

“Of course not, Harris. I’m very discreet, and I would never use it against you unless you really pissed me off.” I said.

“So if I do this, does it mean we’re eventually going to have sex?” he asked, looking up with dumb eager eyes, holding the dildo and lube in his hands.

“Not necessarily, you certainly haven’t earned that.”

“Yes mistress.” he said, bowing his head.

“I do plan on eventually fucking you, if you can develop into being a proper submissive. Now go, your asshole isn’t getting any looser with you standing here catching flies in your mouth.” I said, motioning him away so I could return to my workout.

“Let me just grab this.” he said, squatting down to grab the tripod before disappearing off into the showers. It gave me a little burst of joy, knowing he was doing as he was told.

Harris wasn’t the type of man who I was outwardly attracted to. The type of men that I let fuck me were usually tall, handsome, muscular, and the alpha type of masculine. The problem with those types of men was that it wasn’t in their nature to fully submit. They might enjoy taking my dick up their ass, but they still tried to have a say in everything, and thought of themselves as equal to me. That’s why I kept things strictly physical with that type, and turned my sights on men like Harris.

He was a non player character as far as I was concerned, pathetically drifting through life without any real drive for anything. All he wanted was to do the bare minimum, and play video games. Deep down, I knew that he lived in fear and uncertainty, and was wrought with insecurities about his competency.

I wanted to own him, to break him down and squash him like a little bug, and then help him recover and step on him again. Although he served little to no value to society at large, there was one thing that he could be good for. If I trained him to completely submit to me, to do exactly as he was told, and face the punishments for his mistakes, then I could build him into someone who could at least serve me as a personal bitch. 

After my last set of barbell squats, I felt a little horny so I snuck into the showers to see what he was up to. It was quite a sight to see, Harris down on his knees, the 6 inch dildo sliding in and out of his lubed up anus.

“Ugh, fuck.” he whimpered, facing the camera and away from me. I walked slowly up the shower entrance, admiring his soft round cheeks, imagining how tight his little hole would feel clamped around my cock.

“Good girl.” I said, surprising him so bad he fell off the dildo.

“You scared me.” he said, re-suctioning the dildo to the shower floor and climbing back on top. “I have two minutes left.” he said, grabbing it by the base and forcing the tip inside himself. It was the first time he’d done anything that impressed me, and I felt myself getting hard.

“This is your last set?” I asked.

“Yes mistress.” he said, grimacing as he sat down on it all the way.

“Good girl. I’m very impressed.” I said, rubbing my cock from over top of my yoga pants. I walked around to the front of him, and outright chuckled at the sight of his hard little dick. “Look at you, you’re enjoying yourself aren’t you?”

“Yes, mistress. It actually feels really good.” he said, grinding like a little slut.

“Don’t touch yourself. You can only receive pleasure from cock.” I said, pulling mine out and stroking it right in front of his face. He looked up at me with doe eyes, silently begging me to let him suck it.

“I know, mistress. I only cum for you.”

“That’s right. And only when I tell you.”

“Yes master.”

“Harder. There’s only 20 seconds left. Try to make that little cock of yours cum just by riding it.” I said, enjoying having such control over him.

“Yes mistress.” he said, surprisingly good at riding. Watching him humiliate himself on the off chance I eventually fucked him spiked my libido, and I couldn’t resist taking out the tension on him.

“Open.” I said, holding the tip right in front of his mouth. He didn’t hesitate, parting his lips and wrapping them around my cock immediately.

“Mmm…”

“Yeah, that’s what a real cock looks like. That’s what you serve. Say it.” I said, slapping the side of his face to get his attention.

“I serve your cock, mommy.”

“Tell me how much better mine is. I want to hear you say it.”

“Yes, mommy. Your cock is perfect, massive and thick. Mine is tiny and weak.’ he said, whimpering as he dove down to lick and suck my balls.

“Good girl. You shouldn’t even call what you have a cock. It’s a clit. A pathetic little girl clit.” I said, unsatisfied with his effort. I grabbed hold of his head with both hands, and forced myself down his throat. That little whore was going to learn how I liked it, one way or another.

“Gluuhhhck…Gluck! Gluck! Gluck!”

“Yes. Swallow it you little bitch.” I grunted, holding his head in my lap, with my cock shoved deep in his throat. I held him there until he started gagging, and then rubbed his face in my cock and balls, in his own saliva.

“Yes, mommy. I’m pathetic.”

“Why are you so hard? You’re a little cock lover aren’t you?” I asked. Harris continued coughing, and I noticed tears in his eyes as he looked up at me, the dildo still sticking out of his ass.

“Yes, mommy. I can’t help it, I’m so turned on that I feel like I’m going to cum.” he said.

“That’s good, baby. Use that feeling and make me cum. Don’t be selfish with your desires.” I said, slapping my cock across his face and resting my balls on his nose.

“Yes mistress. I only want your cum. It’s all I want.”

“Good boy. Are you going to eat it?”

“Yes, mommy.”

“All of it. Every last drop.”

“Yes, mommy.” he said, using both hands and trying his best to swallow it.

“Faster. Keep going.” I said, thrusting my hips in rhythm with his hands. It felt so good, like a wave welling up inside of me.

“Mmm…”

“Oh, fuck. Harris, let me do it.” I said, taking over and stroking myself with both hands. Right as I was about to erupt, I pointed my cock at the floor beside him, letting rope after sticky rope land on the wet tile. “Oh my God.”

“So sexy. Ugh, fuck.” he said, looking down at his erection. “Oh God.” he moaned, putting up his hands to show me that he hadn’t touched himself. His little cock twitched, spurting off uselessly as cum dribbled from the tip. It was the second time I’d seen him cum in his own pants, and I had to laugh at him.

“Lick it up.” I said, looking down at him with a strand of cum dripping from the tip of my cock.

“Off the ground?” he asked, his eyes flashing with horror.

“Yes, bitch. Don’t waste my cum. Who do you think you are?” I asked, feeling my anger flare up at his insolence. “Eat yours too.”

“I’m sorry. I’m sorry.” he said, lowering himself at once. It was a massive load, extra sticky and viscous so it stuck together in clumps. Harris slurped it up, gagging several times but swallowing it all.

“Finish cleaning this up and then get to work. I don’t want any slacking today.” I said, tucking myself back into my pants and leaving for my private shower. It was a great start to the day, as it always felt good to cum at the expense of someone like Harris. Although his stupidity annoyed me to no end, he was becoming more and more servile with each passing day. If he kept it up, I might be forced to make him my official bitch after all.

Chapter 2 - Harris

I went through my workday in a haze, still coming to terms with what I’d done before work. There was nothing she could tell me to do that I wouldn’t do, but those limits were kind of shocking to me. Before I met Angelina, I could never have seen myself drinking cum off of a dirty shower floor.

She made me feel so inferior, but it turned me on being bossed around by someone so capable. I knew that she had my best interests at heart, and only wanted to see me become the best version of myself, but it was still hard.

Blue balls were becoming a regular occurrence, and I got so used to it that I developed a habitual limp to limit the amount of movement down there while I walked. No one had ever turned me on so much, constantly teasing and bringing me to the brink without allowing me to cum.

Finishing without being touched was embarrassing, and after the second time I wondered if she could ever be attracted to me enough to let me fuck her after seeing that. It was the type of humiliating thing that popped into my head randomly, that I had to shake away and pretend didn’t happen.

Angelina left me in a constant state of frustrated arousal, like a dog chasing a treat that he’ll never actually get. It was painful, but I couldn’t seem to pry myself away from her. She had something magical about her, something majestic and untamable. I knew that I could never possess her, but I thought that perhaps, she might want to possess me.

I was called into her office at three o’clock, where she handed me a buttplug and instructed me to insert it right then and there, and to wear it all night without letting it slip out once.

“Yes mistress.” I said, standing up to go close the door.

“Do you have a listening problem, Harris?”

“What?”

“I said to put the butt plug in your ass, not to go close the door. You need to start listening to my instructions, because it’s starting to piss me off.” she said, standing up with her fingertips on the desktop.

“Oh. Yes, mistress.” I said, a bit uneasy about pulling down my pants with the door wide open. Her office was upstairs, with a big window overlooking the rest of the building. Anyone passing by could have looked up, and saw what I was doing.

“There you go. See? Isn’t it better when you just do exactly what you’re told?” she asked, watching me struggle to insert the butt plug into my dry asshole.

“Yes, mistress.” I said, wedging it in nice and tight and then quickly pulling up my pants and making sure no one was looking.

“Now beat it. I want your video editing done by five.” she said.

“Yes, mistress.” I said, repeating the phrase even though there was no way I’d finish in time. It was probably better to tell her, but I decided to just wait until the end of the day to receive my punishment. I really was trying to make her happy, but she was intimidating and I always turned into a klutz when she was around.

I put on my headphones, and popped one of my prescription Adderrals. It might not have been possible to finish it all in time, but I was going to come as close as I possibly could. It was hard at first to concentrate, because I couldn’t stop thinking about the rubber plug shoved up my ass, but eventually I immersed myself in the work and forgot about it.  My slight discomfort shouldn’t be something that got in the way of my pleasing Angelina, especially considering it was for the long term good.

If I could just stay on her good side, and show her what a good boy I could be for her, then eventually I’d be ready to be fucked by her, which became my ultimate goal and the driving force behind my motivation. I disappeared into a wormhole of focus, and somehow finished all of my editing just in time.

“Damn. That shit works.” I said, looking up at the clock. The day had mostly flown by, and I got to return to Angelina’s office feeling proud of myself for accomplishing so much in a few short hours.

I froze at the door, always forgetting if I was supposed to knock or not. It was something that always got me into trouble, and I tried thinking back to what the rules were. Before I could figure out what to do, her office door swung open, and a large, handsome black man stepped out, sweaty and buttoning up his shirt.

“Hey little guy.” he said, walking right past me and then down the stairs. I felt a lump in my throat, and then Angelina appeared, her breathing quickened and her hair disheveled.

“Come inside.” she said. I followed behind her, and she closed the door behind me.

“Who was that?” I asked, suddenly very paranoid that she was cheating on me.

“That was Jamarco.” she said, sitting down at her desk. “I bring him around from time to time, when I need a really deep stroking. His cock is amazing.”

“Oh.” I squeaked, feeling about a centimeter tall. Jamarco was tall and athletically built, and I realized I had no chance against him.

“It’s just physical with him. Does it bother you that I just got dicked down by another man?” she asked, grinning. I opened my mouth to speak, but wasn’t sure what to say. Maybe I had it all wrong, maybe it was fine for her to have sex with someone else.

“A little.”

“I think it’s time I should explain things a little more. I can see you’re really struggling with things, you’ve never engaged in a BDSM relationship before, have you Harris?” she asked, placing her fingertips together and looking down at me in my little brown chair.

“No, mistress. I haven’t.” I said.

“But you do want to learn, correct?”

“Yes, mistress. Just tell me how I can best serve you.” I said, trying not to set her off with my insolence.

“First, you have to fully understand the dom-sub dynamic. You have to understand why this is the right way, and the only way for us to interact with each other. Do you understand?”

“No, mistress. Please help me get it.” I said.

“Okay. First, tell me what you don’t understand. Explain to me what aspects of our relationship that you haven’t enjoyed. You can speak candidly.” she said. Something about the very way she spoke made me aroused, and it was difficult to think and articulate myself in front of her.

“Uhm, I mean, I don’t understand why I don’t get to have sex with you, but like, Jamarco for example, does.” I said, looking to her for guidance.

“Well, I want you to understand that the master and the slave live under vastly different rule sets. That makes sense, right?” she asked.

“Yes, mistress.”

“Very good. The first thing you need to understand, is that I am the dom for a reason, and you are the sub for a reason. The reason is that I’m better than you in all facets of life, and it’s an act of compassion on my part to lower myself by associating with you. Would you agree with that?”

“Yes, mistress.”

“You aren’t worthy of me, but I’m willing to grace you with my presence so long as you are willing to completely forfeit yourself to me, replacing your own selfish desires with serving mine. It’s the only way a wretch like you can be redeemed, and the only way that you’ll receive the blessing of being with a woman like me.”

“Yes, mistress. Thank you.”

“That’s good. You should always be thankful, and looking for ways to show the limitlessness of your devotion to me. You should hold me above yourself, and completely dedicate yourself to my whims.” she said, pursing her lips and standing from her desk.

“Yes, mistress. I finished all of my video editing today like you asked.” I said, eager for her to see the fruits of my labor.

“That’s fine, Harris. It’s your job, and it’s what is expected of you.” she said, overlooking what I thought was a pretty cool thing. “This is where you’re coming up short, and it’s why I’m struggling not to lose my temper because it’s so disrespectful, and it’s really making me angry.”

“I’m sorry, mistress. Please tell me what it is so I can fix it.”

“Instead of being proud of yourself for doing the absolute bare minimum at work, why don’t you get your priorities straight and try doing something for me for a change?

I know how much money you make, Harris. I’m really hurt by the fact that you haven’t bought me flowers, or shoes, or even offered to take me out. It makes me feel undesired, and that’s why I called Jamarco. He never neglects me like that.” she said, having a seat on her desk and crossing her legs in front of me.

“I’m so sorry, mistress. I’m trying to be better, I really want to make you happy.” I said.

“I know, Harris. That’s why I cheated instead of breaking up with you. I know that your heart is in the right place. You just need a lot more instruction than most guys would. How about this? You apologize for making me cheat on you with Jamarco’s perfect black cock, and we’ll wipe the slate clean for the day.”

“Yes, mistress. Thank you. Uhm, I’m sorry that I neglected you, and made you feel unwanted, that was never my intention.” I said, putting my palms together and bowing my head.

“Apologize for making me worship his big black dick. Apologize for me having to cum so many times on it.” she said, giving me a queasy feeling in my stomach. Even though we hadn’t made love or hung out outside of the workplace, I really cared about her, and it did hurt that she made a casual booty call while I was right there in the building.

“I’m sorry, mistress, for making you fuck a BBC.” I said, unable to lift my eyes to meet hers. She was right, I hadn’t taken the opportunity of serving her as seriously as I should, and my mistake led to her infidelity.  All that I could do was try to do better next time, to try and prevent her from having to do something like that again.

“Good. Here, show me how sorry you are by cleaning my heels with your tongue.” she said, dangling her shoe from her foot, right in front of my face. Every part of me wanted to kiss her, to cuddle, and make love in a normal way, but I had to do as I was told.

“Thank you, mistress. Thank you for letting me worship your shoes.”

“Good. I want both of them completely wiped down. There’s something else I wanted to explain to you about me being futanari. I obviously have a penis and a vagina, and they’re both attracted to different things.

My vagina is attracted to big, strong, alpha males. Guys like Jamarco and his friends. You’re not that type of guy, you’re more of a docile beta, the type of guy that makes my cock horny.” she said, as I swirled my tongue around the heel of her shoe.

“Yes, mistress.” I said, accepting my position without resistance.

“So even though I’ll always let you suck and be fucked by my cock, you can never put that tiny little penis inside me. And from time to time, I’m going to have to fuck someone like Jamarco just to get it out of my system. The vagina side.” she said.

“Okay. I understand.” I said.

“Good. Now get out of my office, and try coming to work with a better attitude tomorrow. I expect nothing but praise and adoration. Make me feel special.” she said.

“Yes, mistress.” I said, taking my cue to leave. “Mistress. You look absolutely stunning today, I meant to tell you that. You look so good in a skirt, it should be illegal.” I said, forcing myself to project my voice in her direction.

“Thank you, Harris.” she said, smiling. “You know what? Come here. That was such a sweet compliment, baby. I think you deserve a yummy treat. I’m gonna let you eat my pussy.”

“Yes, mistress.” I said, unable to fight the wide smile from spreading across my face as I turned back around. It felt like I’d finally done something right, and I wanted so badly to kiss all over her gorgeous pussy. Angelina pulled up her skirt, and wasn’t wearing any underwear.

“Good boy. Eat that cum out of mommy’s pussy.” she said, triggering my realization that Jamarco had just fucked her, and probably came inside her. It made me freeze in my tracks, and seriously question what I was getting myself into.

“Did he really cum in you?” I asked, almost scared for the answer.

“He did. And his big black cock shot it up there real deep, so if you don’t want your girl getting pregnant, you better lick it all up and make sure there’s not a drop of his cum left behind.” she said, lifting up her balls so that I had direct access to her sticky pussy.

“Yes, mistress.” I said, leaning in slowly. I could smell their sweat and sex juices, and I stuck my tongue out for a small sample.

“Don’t act like it’s disgusting, Harris. Eat my fucking pussy. I want you to make out with it like it’s your first girlfriend. God dammit, Harris. This is why I need guys like Jamarco.” she said, practically barking. I dove in head first, unwilling to face her wrath. It was salty at first, but I quickly got used to it as I swirled my tongue around inside her.

“Mmm..” I moaned, getting more into it as I became aroused. I could have done without his leftover cum, but I loved the taste of Angelina’s flesh and I cherished it like nothing else.

“Lick it up, slut. That’s a real man’s cum, and it’s your fault that I had to fuck him.” she said, her tone turning almost cruel as she forced my head down into her lap, with her balls resting on my forehead as I lapped away.

“Yes, mistress. I’m sorry.” I said, continuing to lick rhythmically. I wanted so badly to impress her, to at least be good at one thing that she might be able to respect me for, even if it was eating her pussy after another man creampied her.

“Oh, fuck. Just like that, don’t stop.” she said, pushing my head deep into her pussy so that my face was wet with her arousal and the leftover cum, and I struggled for breath as she called out in pleasure. “I’m cumming! Oh fuck, Harris. Good boy.”

Angelina pushed me away with her heel as soon as she finished, and pointed to the door.

“Yes, mistress. Thank you.” I said, scurrying out of there with a wet and sticky face. I tried wiping it away, but it also had a smell so I went into the bathroom to wash it off. That’s when I saw myself in the mirror, and realized that she was turning me into someone else.

I’d never done anything like that before, but it was also oddly satisfying. My cock was again throbbing, and that constant frustration of not being allowed to cum was getting to me, but I knew that she would eventually let me feel pleasure of my own. She just wanted me to prove myself first, to show her my dedication. And that’s exactly what I planned on doing.
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Chapter 1 - Harris

My mind was all over the place when I got home. It felt like I was going to have blue balls again, and I wanted to jack off more than anything but I just knew that she would know it if I did. After our talk, the last thing I wanted was to defy her.

It was such a mindfuck being in a dom-sub relationship with her, the cognitive dissonance was killing me. My instincts were giving conflicting signals, and I wasn’t sure what to do with myself. I absolutely adored her, and thought of her as an incredible woman who I was lucky to even associate myself with. At the same time, I’d never been treated so poorly before and it was bringing up a lot of insecurities.

Was it really okay for her to have sex at the office with another man, while I wasn’t even allowed to cum? It was all so new to me, and I tried trusting her with that aspect of our relationship. It seemed like a hypocritical double standard to me, but I was so painfully attracted to her that she could kind of treat me however she wanted, and I was going to take it. It’s not like I had any other rich beautiful models knocking down my door.

It still bothered me, but I didn’t want to bring it up and risk coming off as being disobedient. I didn’t mind that she got off on humiliating me, and a part of me was even becoming turned on by it, but having to eat that dude’s cum out of her was too far.

I paced around my house, replaying what had happened. I could still picture Jamarco perfectly, and vivid images of him bending over my Angelina and pounding her with his big black dick flashed in my mind. I felt a mixture of anger and physical sickness, but it still made me hard. Not being able to cum made myself difficult to regulate, and everything made me think of sex.

It was maddening being at home without her, with no way to contact her. I’d asked for her phone number, but she laughed at me and said she’d prefer it if we didn’t have contact outside of the office. That bothered me because it felt like she was just playing around with me, and using me as an office toy to use and abuse, and then washing her hands of me when the workday ended. I was making a lot of sacrifices to be with her, and tailoring my entire life around being dominated sexually. If our relationship was going to continue, I wanted her to invest more in it. The whole thing wasn’t worth it to me if it wasn’t real.

I kept thinking about what she might be doing, and my paranoia only brought on the worst possible scenarios. Angelina was a drop dead beauty, and could easily have any man she wanted simply by batting her eyes and motioning for them to approach her. She didn’t even have the decency to hide it from me, using her office like a fucking hotel room to hook up in during the middle of the workday. I could only imagine how she behaved when I wasn’t around.

My natural desire to want to be with her made it difficult to see things clearly, and I easily found ways to justify her behavior. She was a spectacular woman, maybe these were just the sorts of things one had to deal with in order to be with someone as high class as Angelina.

It was worth it, too, if things worked out. It was the only scenario where I could end up with a woman like her, and I wanted to be with her more than anything else in the world. Being with her would provide so much status, people would naturally assume that I was a badass, because how else would I be the man with Angelina Velessio?

Being hurt by her felt inevitable. Ultimately, I couldn’t think of any legitimate reasons that she would want to be with me in the first place. Women like her had never noticed that I was alive, let alone talked to me or shown the slightest bit of interest. The chance to be partners with Angelina was my version of hitting the lottery, and I would do anything to make it work.

I laid in bed throbbing hard, unable to stop myself from fantasizing about her even though I knew it was only self torture, because I wasn’t allowed to ejaculate. I kept thinking about laying with her naked, of finally being able to make love to her without any rules.

It made me thankful to be her submissive, to have someone so wealthy and capable overseeing me and telling me what to do. I did want to worship her, and cherished every opportunity to suck her toes, or worship her cock and balls. I was lucky to be with her, and I knew that I needed to start being more grateful for what she did for me.

It was still surreal, and I thought about her long legs, bubble butt, and perfectly arched feet. I thought about her gorgeous, massive she-cock and how hard it got, and how much it came for me. I wanted to serve it more than anything, but I had to move my thoughts elsewhere or I was going to lose control.

I did start touching myself a little, giving my cock a few strokes, but I immediately felt guilty. My only chance was to completely commit, and I couldn’t be breaking rules. I knew she was serious about it, because she told me that she considered it infidelity if I masturbated to other girls, watched pornography, or came when she wasn’t there.

It was a part of herself as a dominatrix, that she liked to be in complete and total control of when I came. It was a little bit impractical because we only saw each other at work, but I was a loving and dedicated sub, and I knew that my Angelina was worth every bit of suffering that I had to endure in order to be with her.

She brought up how I needed to shower her with gifts and be more openly expressive of my infatuation with her, but I was struggling financially. It didn’t make sense for a woman who had millions of dollars to be shaking me down, when I’d just taken a pay cut in order to stay at IGUG. I checked my bank account, and knew that I had just enough to get me to my next paycheck, without a dollar to spare. As much as I’d have loved to shower her with splendid gifts, it wasn’t in my budget. I hoped that she would understand, and accept me for the things that I did bring to the table.

Chapter 2 - Angelina Velessio

Everything in my life was going so perfect that it was almost unbelievable. It felt like winning was all that I could do, and I don’t if it was consistent dumb luck or supreme competency, but everything I touched seemed to turn into 24 karat gold. Everything except for Harris, who seemed content to remain as shit no matter what.

I couldn’t have made things any simpler for him if I tried, and believe me, I did. There were certain things he simply didn’t seem to understand, and it was undermining my ability to retain any level of respect for him as a man. All he did was fuck everything up, and he couldn’t seem to read even the most simple of hints. The only thing that Harris was going for was washing the bottom of my feet with his tongue.

“Did you get anything for me?” I asked, full of excitement for the gift I pretty much had to beg him to get me.

“Just my love, mistress.” he said. My anger spiked, and I saw an image of me slapping him hard across the face flash in my mind, and decided to get out of the office for a moment in order to avoid a blowup.

“Wow. Nothing? I see what I’m worth to you, Harris.” I said, walking past him on my way towards the door. He followed behind me, making lame excuses for why he was deliberately punishing me by not getting me a gift like I’d asked.

“Angelina, wait. I’m sorry, I’ll get you something nice the next time I get paid, I promise.” he said. I turned and gave him a look of disgust, shaking my head at the man I chose to allow to be my submissive. There were a few flashes where I thought he might shape up, and things could work out for us, but it was becoming obvious that he wasn’t up to the task.

“Fuck off, Harris. You’ve shown me everything I’ll ever need to know about you, and how you feel about me. I’m stepping out, don’t follow me.” I said, throwing on my sunglasses and striding across the parking lot to my Aston Martin.

Whenever I get angry, I need sex right away. Jamarco was still in time, so I called him right away. He was at his apartment and wasn’t doing anything, so I went over to see him. Before I got there, a naughty lightbulb went off in my head. I called the office right away, and Derek answered the phone.

“Tell Harris to go to my office in 30 minutes. I won’t be there, tell him to go inside and close the door. I’m going to video call my computer from my phone, tell him to answer it. Tell him I want to talk to him.” I said.

“Yes Ms. Velessio.” he said.

“Thank you.” I said, hanging up the phone as I pulled into Jamarco’s apartment complex. We met through a prison penmate service, and when he got out I got him an apartment on the condition he provided me with his mind blowing dick whenever I wanted it, and he happily obliged.

Men like Harris made me want to be dominant, to ruthlessly punish them for their lack of manliness and try to slowly rehabilitate them. It brought out my nurturing side, but only in the form of tough love, because that’s all they deserved and needed.

Men like Jamarco made me want to get on my hands and knees, and be fucked almost violently. I wanted to lay beneath them, to give them control and let them do what they were born and built to do, fuck me into oblivion and fill me with cum.

Worlds sometimes collide when pleasure and punishment come together. Harris needed to know first hand what was going to happen when he fucked up, which is exactly what he did by showing up to work empty handed. It was supposed to be a special moment, where I could see how thoughtful and giving he could be. Instead, he again chose to drive me into the arms of another man. There’s really nothing I could do about it, except use the experience as a teaching moment for Harris, who needed to be shown the consequences for his mistakes if he ever wanted a better life for himself.

“Hey baby. You don’t usually come through during office hours.” Jamarco said, opening the door shirtless before my knuckles even rapped against the door.

“Stressful day. I need to blow off some steam.” I said, stepping inside and into his powerful arms for a passionate kiss. I loved the way he made me feel, like I could forget it all and enter a world of pure pleasure. “Hey. You don’t mind if I video chat that guy I was telling you about, do you?”

“That little white dude?” he asked, having a hearty laugh. “Nah. I don’t mind.”

“Good. Let me get you nice and hard first.” I said, dropping to my knees beside his living room couch, and yanking at his pants and underwear until it flopped out.

“God I love our arrangement.” he said, smiling down at me as I wrapped my lips around the tip of his BBC.

Chapter 3 - Harris

When Derek told me that Angelina wanted to talk, it was like a breath of fresh air. I told myself to be humble, to make an attempt at a fresh start with her. I wanted nothing more than to spoil her, to get to know her and buy her things that mattered, but I just wasn’t in that position.

Still, I wanted to let her know that my love for her was pure. I wanted to see her pretty face, and to do anything I could to make her smile. It was strange, walking into her office alone. I’d never been in there without her, and it made me feel powerful yet out of place sitting in her chair.

I showed up about five minutes early, as Angelina wasn’t there to keep an eye on the small handful of employees milling about the office. The whole vibe had definitely changed since she arrived, as she was stickler for constant hard work and production, while the culture before had been much more relaxed. We were all gamers, and she came from a completely different world than us.

Instead of waiting for her call, I found myself snooping through her desk drawers. There were all sorts of dildos, a bottle of whiskey, handcuffs, brass knuckles, rope, duct tape, lube, empty pill bottles, and even a loaded gun. I decided to just close the doors and mind my own business.

A phone call came through, and I saw the icon appear in the middle of the screen. I straightened my posture, took a deep breath, and reminded myself to remain cool, calm, and collected. The most important thing was being submissive, and that’s what I told myself right before I pressed the accept call button.

“Hi Angelina.” I said, smiling wide as she answered the call. As soon as the camera focused, I saw Angelina down on her knees taking a mouthful of cock. I stared frozen at her for several seconds, my mouth wide as I watched her practically unhinge her jaw in order to receive his enormous black dick.

“Hey.” she said flatly, lifting his cock and burying her face in his balls, slurping away like a depraved, cock-starved whore. My stomach dropped, but the blood still flowed to my cock.

“What’s happening?” I asked, welling up with emotion as she looked up at him with a mouthful of testicles. She finally stopped, turning her head to look into her phone, which I assumed was being held by the man attached to the python she was throating.

“Harris, all I wanted was a gift. It didn’t have to be something expensive, just anything. Just a sign that you actually gave a fuck. Instead, you deliberately disrespected me, and now I have to drown my sorrows in this big black cock. I hope that you’re happy.” she said, immediately going back to the task of blowing him while I stared back in awe, too shocked to have a response.

It made no sense to me. Sure, I didn’t get her a gift, but I’d tried my very best to adhere to all of her demands. I’d have purchased her something nice if I could afford it, but she cut my pay down to the bare bones.

“I’m sorry, baby. This isn’t what I wanted.” I said, the words leaving my mouth automatically. “I won’t do it again, I promise.”

“Thank you, Harris. That actually means a lot.” she said, pulling her mouth off of his penis to speak. There was saliva dripping from her chin, and she seemed almost drunk off of her arousal. “Maybe we can do something to salvage this misunderstanding?”

“Anything, mistress.” I said, willing to do anything to make her stop sucking his cock.

“I think I’m going to reward you, and let you cum.” she said, smiling wide and standing up in front of the camera. She was wearing a white button up that was fully unbuttoned, and her tits were bursting out of her pushup bra. “Pull your pants down. I want to see that little cock of yours.”

“Yes, mistress.” I said, making it so. I was so aroused that I would have done anything she told me, and I was shamefully already hard from seeing her with another man.

“Oh, wow. I forgot how ugly and small it is.” she said, her facial expression turning to disgust. “You have to look at this, Jamarco.”

“What?” I asked, right as Jamarco’s face appeared in front of the camera, and he burst out laughing when he saw it.

“Damn. You did say he was small.” he said, turning the camera back on Angelina, who had pulled down her skirt, exposing her thong and formidable cock.

“It’s okay, Harris. You can’t help it, baby.” she said, climbing up into his lap. The camera work was shaky at best, but I could see what they were doing. He removed her bra, and she sat down on his cock, bouncing up and down.

“Angelina, why are you doing this?” I asked, my voice quaking with emotion. It seemed that no matter what I did, she was intent on making me feel inferior as a man.

“It’s so good, Harris. I’m sorry, I can’t help it that I love big cock.” she said, riding him so hard that I could hear their flesh slapping together. “Please stroke it for me, Harris. I want to share this pleasure with you.”

“Angelina, fuck. I don’t want to.” I said, still letting my fingers wrap around my erection. There was so much built up tension, and even though I wished it was me, at least I was getting to watch her have sex. She looked amazing, and as soon as I started stroking it, my arousal took over.

“Your cock is so big, Jamarco. I love it. I’ll cheat on Harris with you anytime, you’re so much better than him.” she said, talking dirty and taking his cock. I think he placed the phone on the armrest, because it became steady with a perfect side view of her grinding in his lap.

“You look so gorgeous, mistress. No one is as beautiful as you.” I said, spitting on my cock and stroking faster.

“Oh, fuck. I’m gonna cum, daddy. Do it. Harder!” she called out, clearly driven to the extent of ecstasy on his superior manhood. Watching her cum also brought me to the edge, and I felt the wave building as I was finally able to release all of the built up tension Angelina had caused.

“Mommy, fuck!” I said, my cock twitching in my hand. I felt regret before I even finished cumming, listening to my woman whimper and moan for another man’s seed.

“Please, daddy. Cum in me. I want it so much.”

“Good girl. Take that black dick.” he said, grabbing her ass with both hands and guiding her up and down, thrusting so hard from the bottom that she bounced on his thickness. “Oh fuck, baby. Daddy’s gonna cum.”

“Yes! Fuck yes! Do it, daddy!”

“Oh, baby.” he said, pulling her against him as he released his cum inside her. My dick had gone limp in my hand, and I had stepped away from the camera to clean myself up. It was a moment of clarity, that all of this was too much for me and I wanted it to stop. Instead of facing her like a man, I ended the call and went back to work in silence, replaying what had happened over and over in my head.

I was ashamed by how much it turned me on, and how a part of me didn’t even care that she’d cheated once again with the same man. Even though I wanted to fuck her, what was the point knowing that I could never do it half as good as the man before me? It made me question my own worth, and I focused hard on my work in an attempt to block it out.

“Fuck that bitch. I’m gonna break up with her.” I said under my breath, as softly as I could just in case she had cameras with sensitive microphones set up in my office. I knew that it wasn’t true, that I could never bring myself to end it with her no matter how she treated me. At the end of the day, she was the ultimate prize and I would chase her to the edge of the universe and back before accepting defeat. If there was only one way I could show her my strength, it would be in that. I would never let her question my undying devotion.

The work day wrapped up and she still hadn’t arrived back at the office. I waited a few minutes past five, and then went outside and hopped on my bike. Right before I put my headphones in and headed home, I saw her car pulling in. She rolled up right beside me, and lowered her passenger window.

“Hop in. I think you and I should have a sleepover.” she said, her sparkling eyes peering at me over her sunglasses.

“Okay. Let me lock my bike up.” I said, scurrying back to the rack. Even though she’d cheated on me again, I wanted the chance to make it up to her. We hadn’t been together very long, and I knew we were only going through a little rough patch. Things were going to get better, and she wouldn’t have invited me over if she didn’t want to make things work.

It was intoxicating, getting into such an amazing car with an even more impressive woman, knowing full well that your plans for the day just became a million times more interesting.

We sped off down the road, and I put my seatbelt on. I could only imagine how incredible her house would be, and my heart was racing as she got on the highway and put her foot on the gas.

His Futanari Dominatrix, Volume 5

Chapter 1 - Angelina Velessio

Something about the way he was acting made me suspicious, so I decided to bring him home with me. I didn’t want him having freedom after work, to run around aimlessly and do as he pleased. My suspicion was that him living on his own without rules was one of the main causes for him being so poorly behaved.

Cohabitation was usually a no-no for me, but in his case I made an exception because he so badly needed training. The only way I could ensure that he was always doing the right thing was to move him in with me, and it was the only way to instill the proper discipline in him.

It made me excited, knowing I would fully own him and be able to control everything about his life. It was going to take a lot of work on my end, but as long as he remained loyal and dedicated then I would see it through. There wasn’t much to work with, because there wasn’t a single area where Harris excelled. He dressed like a poor person, his hair was terrible, he wasn’t particularly socially adept, and he was far too meek for a man.

As soon as we got to my place, he started fan-girling out about how nice my house was. There’s nothing more unattractive than an overly excitable man, as there’s no surer sign that he’s nothing but an overgrown child.

“Holy crap, how many acres is this?” he asked, bouncing around like a puppy.

“It sits on 9 acres.” I said, unamused. The only reason he was so impressed, is because he was so pathetic that he’d never amounted to anything, without amassing so much as a single property.

“This is literally the nicest house I’ve ever seen.” he said, brimming with excitement.

“Only the best for a goddess such as myself.” I said, walking a few steps ahead of him as I approached the front door.

“Yes, goddess.”

“Take off all of your clothes outside, leave them in a pile. I need you to take a shower before I can let you touch any of my things.” I said.

“Oh, I showered this morning, after we worked out.” he said.

“Dammit, Harris. Don’t start your shit with me. You’re dirty and you’re poor, I won’t have you soiling my house. Take a fucking shower, and don’t talk back to me.” I said, raising my voice. This wasn’t work, this was my home and my place of mental peace. It was the last place I’d allow him to disrespect me.

“Yes, mistress. I’m sorry.” he said.

“Take off all your clothes, Harris. Put them in a pile.” I said, forced to repeat myself because he just stood there catching flies.

“Oh, yes mistress.” he said.

“Gross.” I said, looking at his pile of rags. “Follow me, and don’t touch anything.”

“Yes, mistress.” he said, bowing his head and covering up his little pee pee. I took him to the shower, and got it started for him so that he didn’t have to put his hands on anything.

“Use this. And Harris, shave your body hair. It’s unsightly.” I said, handing him a brand new razor.

“You mean my chest hair?” he asked. There might have been a grand total of seven hairs on his chest, and I rolled my eyes.

“All of it, Harris. Shave your nasty arms, your legs, shave around that little pecker, and shave your ass if it has hair on it too.” I said, retrieving the shaving gel.

“Okay. If that’s what you like.”

“I like not being disgusted, Harris. So yes, that’s what I like.”

“Yes, mistress.”

“And Harris, clean the shower after you’re done. If you leave one piece of hair behind, I swear to God.” I said, making a fist. I wished that he simply knew to have already done these things, but instead, I had to give him step by step instructions like an infant.

I couldn’t wait to punish him, and watch him squirm in my house. It felt good knowing how easily I could destroy him, how weak he was in comparison to all of the other men I’d dated. When I was younger, I wanted strong partners, but as I became more successful, I realized that isn’t what I actually desired.

I wanted someone like Harris, someone who would change who he was entirely just to suit my whims. I wanted someone less than, someone beneath me that I could use to explore my dominant side.

After putting his clothes and shoes into a trash bag and tossing them in my fire pit, I realized that I didn’t have any men’s clothing in my house.

“Oh well.” I said, squeezing the bottle of lighter fluid and applying a liberal amount to his things. I tossed the match and went inside, plotting which women’s attire I would make him adorn.

Even though I was much taller than him, he’d have to wear some of my clothes or go completely naked. A warm feeling grew inside me as I opened my drawer, and chose a very slutty thong with a little heart on the crotch, and a simple white crop top. After about an hour, I went to check on him and give him the clothes.

“Harris, what the hell is taking you so long?” I asked, seeing that he was still in the process of shaving himself.

“I’m sorry, baby. I mean mistress. I’ve never shaved my legs before.”

“Well hurry it up, I didn’t bring you here to use all of my hot water.” I said, stepping over and turning it all the way cold. “Finish this up, because you have a huge nasty mess to clean up.”

“Fuck, that’s cold.” he said, cowering in the corner like a little crybaby.

“Oh, for Christ’s sake, Harris. Man up. A little cold water never killed anyone, maybe it’ll wake you up and get your head working.” I said, placing his clothes on the counter.

“Are those for me?” he asked, his body only about two thirds of the way shaved so that he looked even more ridiculous than usual.

“Yeah, I burned your clothes and shoes because I didn’t want to get bed bugs or lice, or whatever. This is the best I have for now.” I said, eager to see what a bitch he was going to look like in his little white thong.

“Okay. Yes, mistress. I’ll try to hurry up.”

“Jesus, I didn’t think you could still get shrinkage when your dick is already so small.” I said, noticing that the cold water had shrunk him down to pinky size.

“Oh, yeah. It’s really cold.”

“Keep telling yourself that, Harris.” I said, snickering as I left him alone to finish up shaving. He was such a mess, and had no idea what I had in store for him.

Chapter 2 - Harris

I felt like the nitwit character in a disaster movie, as no amount of anything I did seemed able to lift all the hair from her textured shower floor. It didn’t help that she offered no supplies, so I was trying to do it by hand with toilet paper. Each fresh piece picked up more hair, but they were so small and they were everywhere.

Even though I’d just finished showering, I started sweating because it was such hard work trying in vain to get all the hair. Everywhere I looked, there was another piece. The idea of her seeing my hair in her shower was terrifying, and I was determined to get every last piece.

“God dammit, Harris! Are you almost finished?” she asked, banging so hard on the door that it made me jump out of my skin.

“Yes, mistress. I’m just finishing up.” I said, trying to avoid her wrath.

“It’s been an hour and a half. Only you could take such a simple task, and turn it into fucking rocket science.”

“Yes, mistress. I’m sorry, I’m trying to rectify it.” I said, flushing the toilet for the sixth or seventh time to get rid of the toilet paper.

“What is that? What are you doing?” she asked, opening the door and stepping inside to find me down on my knees with a roll of toilet paper.  “Wow. The idiot police should come and beat you with their billy clubs. Get up.”

“Yes, mistress.” I said, suddenly embarrassed by my cleaning strategy.

“An hour and a half, Harris. 90 minutes and counting. Do you realize that an actual 5th grader could have finished this by now?” she asked, her temper flaring.

“Yes, mistress. I’m nothing, I’m so stupid.”

“Yeah you are. I have a swiffer, just go over it a few times, and then use the toilet paper to get the excess pieces.” she said.

“Yes, mistress.” I said. Angelina retrieved the mop, and threw it down on the floor.

“Please, Harris, for the love of God, don’t somehow turn this into an ordeal. Just mop up the hair, and get it clean.” she said.

“Yes, mistress.” I said, praying for her to leave.

“You really should go see a doctor about your penis, I don’t think it’s normal for an adult sized penis to be that shriveled and small.”

“Yes, mistress. I’ll make an appointment.” I said, looking down at it. It wasn’t my proudest moment, and I just wanted her to leave so I could get back to working. The swiffer was very effective, but I still kept finding little hairs. It took another 30 minutes, and when I finally finished, I put on some of her deodorant and put on the clothes she’d given me.

I couldn’t even look at myself in the mirror, it felt so strange and unnatural having shaved arms, armpits, legs, and buttocks. I’d never even shaved my pubes before, and I felt very naked. The thong and shirt made me feel like the lowest of the low, and I couldn’t believe what I was putting up with for the chance to be with her.

“Look at you, pretty little whore.” Angelina said, before grabbing a hold of my ass and giving it a hard squeeze.

“Thank you, mistress.”

“You’re welcome. I think I like this. Feminine doesn’t look great on you, but it’s way better than you trying to be masculine.” she said, looking me up and down. It just felt weird, like I was an object just to ogle and use for sex. “Follow me, even though you didn’t pay me homage by buying me a gift like I requested, I got a couple of gifts for you.”

“Thank you, mistress. I’m so grateful.” I said, following her down a long hallway and then up a spiral staircase. Her house looked like it was prepared for a magazine photo shoot, and everything she owned looked expensive. I couldn’t even imagine having money like her.

Angelina welcomed me inside her bedroom, and I looked around in awe. It was spectacular, her master bedroom was bigger than my entire apartment, and had a balcony that overlooked her pool, and the city.

“This is amazing.” I said, walking up to the window and peering out at all of the buildings off in the distance.

“Focus!” she yelled, jolting me away from the view.

“I’m sorry. Yes, mistress.”

“I feel like you’re forgetting that I am the most important thing, and that all of your focus should be directed at serving me.” she said, stepping closer and standing over me.

“Yes, mistress. You’re right. I do love you, and cherish you.”

“Good boy. I like hearing you talk like that.” she said, raising my chin and looking into my eyes. I sometimes forgot how beautiful she actually was, and how unbearable her gaze could be. “Now, let me show you your gifts.”

“Yes, mistress.” I said.

“This is your bed.” she said, pointing to a dog bed on the floor beside her four post California King.

“Oh.” I said, looking at it. It wasn’t a bad dog bed, but I was really hoping that we could sleep together.

“And this is your collar, so everyone knows who you belong to.” she said, pulling a leather collar out of a bag and tossing it to me. “Put it on. Don’t take it off, ever. Even in the shower or at work. Wear it proudly, as a sign of your loyalty and respect for your owner.”

“Yes, mistress. I love it.” I said, unsure of what I actually thought about it. I liked belonging to Angelina, but it would be kind of embarrassing having to explain it to strangers.

“Now sit.” she said, pointing to the bed on the floor. I did as I was told, and sat down on the cushy bed before her. “I wanted to talk to you about a couple of things.”

“Yes, mistress.” I said, watching as she sat down at the edge of her mattress in front of me, flipping off her heels and letting her panty hose laden feet dangle, causing the blood to instantly flow to my cock. She had a way of putting me in my place, or giving me just enough stimulation to get my full attention.

“I’ve noticed something that’s really been bothering me lately, and making me feel unloved.” she said, speaking slowly.

“I’m sorry, mistress. I need to do better at expressing my love and devotion.”

“Yes you do, but don’t interrupt. I’ve noticed that whenever you refer to me, you do so by mistress. Sometimes, you call me master, but rarely mommy. That really hurts my feelings, because I feel like I’ve been so loving and nurturing to you. Haven’t I been good to you?”

“Yes, mommy.”

“See? Doesn’t that feel good? To call me mommy?” she asked, lifting her foot and bringing her big toe to my mouth.

“Yes, mommy.” I said, parting my lips slightly to kiss her toe.

“Good boy. Do you love your mommy?” she asked, looking down at me as I began worshiping her feet.

“Yes. I love my mommy so much.”

“Good boy. That’s what mommy loves to hear.”

“I’m sorry, mommy. I’ll always call you that from now on.” I said, feeling a level of arousal that I can’t even explain. She awakened my inner submissive like no one ever had before, and as pure arousal took over, I soaked her panty hose with spit from sucking.

“Look at that little cock, it’s so pretty. It looks much better shaved.” she said, watching me defile myself for her.

“Thank you, mommy. I agree.”

“It really showcases how feminine and dainty it is, like a little clit.” she said, pulling her cock out to serve as the contrast to my inadequate manhood.

“I love your dick, mommy. It’s so perfect.” I said, feeling my mouth water for a taste. It was so big and veiny, and her swollen balls were clearly in need of a release.

“Guess what, baby? Mommy is going to give you a reward for working on your behavior.” she said, unbuttoning her blouse so slowly that it was painful. I watched in awe, completely mesmerized by her physical perfection.

“Yes, mommy. Please.” I said, practically moaning because she had me so turned on that just looking at her was physically pleasurable. It was all starting to make sense, why she was a sacred goddess, and why the only purpose for my existence was to serve her.

“I want you to jerk your little dick for mommy, can you do that?” she asked, letting her white button up shirt part as she unbuttoned the last button. Her cleavage was almost majestic, showcasing her ample, perfectly round breasts.

“Yes, mommy. I can touch myself?” I asked, making sure it wasn’t too good to be true.

“Yes, baby. I want you to cum for your mommy, and shoot that little nut all over your tummy for me.”

“Yes, mommy.” I said, taking hold of myself at the base. “Can I spit on it?”

“Of course, baby. Just make sure that you’re completely focused on me while you cum, okay?” she asked. It was so comforting to see that side of her, and she slowly removed her shirt as I spit on my cock and began stroking. “Here, baby. Look at my mommy’s tits, that should help you cum harder.”

“Yes, mommy.” I said, shocked by how quickly I was about to cum. I stopped stroking and removed my hand, and my cock pulsed and a little bit of precum dribbled out from the tip.

“It’s okay, baby. Mommy doesn’t care that you ejaculate prematurely. Just cum for me, baby, as a tribute to my flawless beauty.” she said, stroking herself harder and with both hands. I looked up at her, watching her enormous balls bounce up and down in rhythm with her stroking.

“Yes, mommy.” I said, putting my hand back on my dick. Just lightly touching myself was enough, and I was climaxing within seconds, staring at her bouncing tits, massive cock, and aesthetically perfect, panty hose covered feet as my body pulsed with pleasure.

“Good boy! Look at that little dick, so adorable.” she said, stroking faster and talking dirty.

“Oh my God, that felt amazing.”

“Open your mouth, Harris. I’m gonna cum. Oh fuck.” she said, pointing the tip directly into my mouth as the geyser began flowing. Rope after rope, each somehow bigger than the last squirting into my mouth. I sat still on my knees as she filled my mouth, with certain errant streams painting my face. “Oh my God, that’s good.”

I looked up at her with expectant eyes, awaiting instruction. My mouth was so full that cum was spilling from the corners of my mouth.

“Gargle it. I want to see you make cum bubbles before you swallow it.” she said. I began to gargle her thick, viscous load until there literally were large cum bubbles. Angelina giggled, and turned me to swallow. It was salty, and so thick that it almost turned my stomach, but I did it. “That’s my good boy.” she said, holding the sole of her foot in front of my face so I could lick it.

“You have the most gorgeous feet, mommy. They’re immaculate.” I said, sniffing and licking. I felt like I was completely worthless in comparison to her, and couldn’t get over how lucky I was that she let me lick her feet.

“They are, aren’t they?” she asked, admiring her own feet and pressing them against the sides of my face. “I want you to scoop the cum off of your stomach, and I want you to eat it off of your own fingers.”

“Yes, mommy. Anything for you.”

“Call me mistress when I’m showing you how useless and pathetic you are, like making you eat your own cum because you’re nothing but a slave to your own uncontrollable lust toward me. Only call me mommy when the mood is more loving.” she said, as I scooped up my own cum and looked at it.

“Yes, mistress.” I said, reminded again of my own inferiority. I brought my fingertips to my lips, and hesitantly licked it up. Knowing it was mine made it disgusting, not at all the same as when she let me eat her delicious mommy-goo.

“That’s a good little slut, I’m glad you understand the only things you’re good for are obeying and serving your superior female master.”

“Yes, master. I live only for your pleasure.”

“Tonight, you’ll spend the night. Tomorrow, I want you to pack all of the things from your apartment, and take them to the dump. You’re going to live with me.” she said, stepping out of her clothes until she was completely naked. “Avert your eyes. You aren’t worthy of looking at me, it’ll only make you cum yourself.”

“Yes, mistress. Your perfection is beyond me, beyond words.”

“Yes, I know. It is. Once you move in, you’ll be expected to be my on-call servant, 24 hours a day and 365 days a year.” she said, walking over to her closet and pulling out a thin, satin robe and slipping into it. I tried to avoid gazing at her, but her flesh was like a magnet for my eyes.

“Yes, master.”

“And you will be expected to offer your entire salary as a tithe to my greatness, offering it willingly and with enthusiasm.” she said, standing directly over me, her heavy futa-cock swinging dramatically as she moved.

“Yes, master.”

“You will also be replacing my maid, and will be expected to keep my castle spotless and clean, to mirror myself.” she said.

“Yes, master.” It felt increasingly natural to  trust her completely, to give the entirety of myself to her knowing she was far more capable of running my life than I was.

“I’m dropping one of your work days, so you’ll only be going into the office four days a week. You’ll need the extra time to keep up with the gardening, and the lawn, and all of the cleaning. So your  salary will be decreasing accordingly, but it’s all coming to me anyway so that actually shouldn’t affect you.” she said.

That night, I went to sleep on the dog bed on the floor, shivering without a blanket because she liked it ice cold, but said that a dog like me should be able to keep itself warm.

There were aspects of the way she treated me that I didn’t care for, but I was so grateful that she let me cum that I simply let her have her way. I knew it was for the best, and speaking up would only be taken as insubordination. I slept clenching a buttplug, in hopes that eventually she’d let me take her cock.

It was a lot to swallow, the changes she was enforcing in my life, but I knew it could be for the better. Being with a woman as rich and powerful as Angelina would completely alter the trajectory of my life, and I’d never have to worry about finding a couch to surf on, or being evicted again. All I had to do was continuously do my best for her, and try to make myself into the version of myself she wanted me to be.

I kept thinking about how she didn’t have to be faithful to me, and how it was starting to make sense. Angelina required submission from her partner, but wasn’t the type who could be contained. She was too dominant, and it was the thing I loved most about her so I had to accept the good with the bad. Sure, I’d have rather she allowed me to at least try to satisfy her, but her standards for men were much higher than what I was capable of meeting.

Angelina was a real life goddess, and her presence in my life was something I had to look at with reverence. If she ever left me, I’d have to go back to my old life, as a loser who garnered zero attention from women, struggling and living paycheck to paycheck with no real prospects. My old mistress was video games, and they didn’t even compare in any way to my almighty goddess.
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Chapter 1 - Angelina Velessio

Living with Harris was a lot of extra work, as pretty much everything I asked him to do, he did incorrectly. The stress he caused killed my sex drive, and I made him sleep in a chastity cage to make sure he wasn’t relieving himself without my permission. Work was crazy, and I decided it was time for a little personal vacation.

I’m admittedly a workaholic, but I’ve been known to treat myself to 3 or 4 day vacations from time to time. It felt like I was raising a child in Harris, and I just needed some alone time to decompress. I told Harris that he could go to work while I was gone, but that he must stay inside the house at all other times.

His collar had a GPS, and my house had state of the art cameras set up in every room, so I could go on vacation without having to worry about him. Harris didn’t need to have access to money, especially while I was out of the house, so I let him go grocery shopping and buy whatever he wanted to enjoy when I was away.

“You haven’t decided where you’re going yet?” he asked, seemingly excited for me. If only he knew what I considered blowing off steam, he wouldn’t have been quite so chipper.

“I’m not one hundred percent sure, I was thinking Venice. I could fly in, stay at a hotel in the city, and enjoy myself for a few days before flying back. My main concern is you burning down the dang house.” I said, smiling playfully. The idea of getting away from him for a few days made me genuinely happy, and I was looking forward to it.

“That’s so cool. I’ve never left the country, I’d love to travel someday.” he said, starry eyed and dreamy.

“That doesn’t surprise me, you don’t strike me as being cultured. It’s too bad, that’s a quality I find very attractive in a man.” I said, wondering how poor of a family he came from, but not interested enough to ask.

“No, not really. I’m just a nerd from the city.”

“Harris, that’s gross. Don’t out yourself like that, or people will figure out what type of person you are.”

“Yes, mistress.” he said, instantly defeated as always.

“Let me just go over the ground rules for when I’m gone, one more time so you don’t have any memory or lapses in judgment.” I said, pointing at the floor as an indication to sit. We were talking in the kitchen, but he still sat down on the tile floor in front of me. I hated when he stood up while I was talking, as it felt like an attempt to put himself near my level, and make it so I wasn’t looking down on him in such an extreme way.

“Yes, mistress.”

“I’m leaving Thursday night, so I want you to go to work Friday, and come straight home after. No side trips or socializing, straight home. Got it?”

“Yes, mistress.”

“And I’m going to check the cameras, and the GPS on your collar, so you better be acting right.”

“Yes, mistress.”

“Are you wearing your chastity cage right now?” I asked, testing him.

“Yes, mistress.” he said, pulling his waistband away from his stomach so I could see.

“Good. You will wear it at all times while I’m gone. If the cage is unlocked at any time, I’ll get a notification on my phone. I don’t want you watching pornography, or jerking off, or anything like that. I don’t mind if you fantasize about me, but it will be painful if you become aroused while wearing the cage. I don’t mind you associating me with pain, but I don’t want you thinking about any other women.” I said, raising my voice to emphasize the point. I made sure there were no other females working in the office, which worked out perfectly because he’d have had to stay home while I was on vacation otherwise.

“Yes, mistress. I would never. You’re the perfect goddess, and the only woman for me.” he said, raising his eyes momentarily to meet mine.

“As for the house, you can have free reign of everything except for my bed, and the pool. I don’t want you going outside. But, it will remain spotless at all times. If I check the cameras, and there’s even one thing out of place, you’ll have hell to pay.

“Yes, mistress. I understand, and I won’t disappoint you.”

“Don’t say that, Harris. You always disappoint me. You’re a perpetual disappointment. That’s what you are, that’s why you’re at this point in your life, down on your knees wearing a dog collar and a chastity belt, while your dom is going to Italy to get the brains fucked out of her. Actions speak louder than words, Harris.

It’s easy to say what you’re going to do, as any idiot with a voice box can make false promises. You need to learn to be a man of your word, Harris, so I’m going to hold you to it. If you disappoint me, then I’ll keep adding days onto when you’re allowed to cum again.” I said, eager to see how far I could push him.

“Yes, mistress. I’ll try being less frivolous with my words.”

“Okay. We’ll see. Go do some chores or something, get out of my sight. I have things to do.” I said, motioning him away so I could focus on booking my flight and hotel. That’s something that he should have been in charge of, but wasn’t competent enough to be trusted with. It was typical Harris, and I wondered if it would be possible for him to make any type of improvement over time, or if I would simply be stuck with an absolute dud of a sub.

Chapter 2 - Harris

It was hard to tell if I was getting the hang of being her submissive, or if I was in a constant state of failing. My main fear was screwing up so many times that she eventually lost hope in me, and kicked me to the curb.

There was no denying that she cared for me on some level, as I couldn’t think of another reason that she would pay the fine for breaking my lease so that I didn’t have any financial repercussions for moving out without notice. It was a big jump, moving in with her, but it felt like the best decision of my life.

The house was so incredible that it was ridiculous, like living in a scene from a movie. I wanted to have a couple friends over and relax by the pool, and show off how cool my new lifestyle was but she wasn’t having it. It was her house, so I had to respect her rules. I guess I really wanted to show her off, to be seen with her as a partner so that people could see that I was really making moves in my life.

When Angelina bought her ticket for Venice, it made me feel a bit paranoid. I hated thinking that way about her, but I just knew that once I was out of sight, I was out of mind, and she would do whatever she wanted to do with whoever she wanted to do it with.

We’d bonded so much in that first week that I moved in, and it was beginning to feel almost like a real relationship. It was unfortunate that any form of sex, even teasing, was pretty much cut off the moment I moved in, but I figured she was under a lot of stress and it was my job to support her. It wasn’t realistic to expect her to want sex as much as me, because there was no chance she found me as attractive as I found her. There’s a reason she was the goddess and I was her aspiring bottom bitch.

At the same time, there was an element of me that was under so much pressure with her. A few days alone without every little action being scrutinized was exactly what my soul needed, and I planned on eating shitty food, sleeping the days away, and trying not to make a mess. Even though Angelina wouldn’t allow a video game console inside of her home, I could still play on my phone or her computer as long as I didn’t let her catch me. I knew that she would check in on me, but I figured that once she was in Italy, I’d be the furthest thing from her mind.

I sometimes wished that she wasn’t so demanding. Being constantly berated and criticized was taking a toll on me, which is why I was looking forward to a few days without her where I could just be myself. I hoped for maybe something sexual to happen between us Wednesday night before she left, but was left with self induced blue balls, freezing cold on the dog bed instead.

Angelina didn’t allow me to use covers while I slept, so I waited until she fell asleep and used one of her jackets that I would slide under the bed before she woke up in the morning. I knew she’d flip out if she found out what I was doing, but it was so damn cold. She kept the thermostat at 65 during the nights, and she made me sleep in a thong and a low cut, women’s t-shirt.

Wearing women’s clothing made me feel nothing but embarrassment and shame, but after a couple days I hardly noticed. It’s not like I was allowed to hang out with anyone, and no one came to see her so she was the only one who knew. Luckily, she was merciful enough to let me wear normal clothing to work. She purchased for me two pairs of work pants, a pack of white t-shirts, a pack of white socks, and a pair of gym shoes so that I didn’t have to humiliate myself at the office.

“I don’t treat you like this to hurt you, I do it because I love you, and I want better for you.” she said, explaining her actions as my dominant. “You are deeply broken, and the only way to fix you is through extreme behavior modification. That’s why I point out everything you do wrong, because it’s a lot, and someone needed to take an interest in you to help rehabilitate you, or else you would have never even had a chance of being good enough.”

“That’s so beautiful. Thank you, mommy. I love you so much.”

“Yes, that’s my good boy. You understand why it has to be like this.” she said, purring into my ear and placing soft kisses on my neck and behind my ear before pulling away. It was Thursday, and we’d been off of work for about an hour.

“Yes, mommy. I do. Thank you so much for rescuing me.”

“You’re welcome, sweetheart.” she said, kissing my forehead before getting up to leave. “Alright, I’m headed for Venice. Hold down the fort.”

“Yes, mommy. I will.” I said, feeling very good about how things were between us when she left. It had been a while since she’d shown me any affection, and it really did make everything feel alright when she finally gave it to me right before taking off. It let my anxiety rest, and it felt like a million pounds lifted off my shoulders as she drove off into the night for the airport.

Angelina had control of the house’s locks and alarm system from her phone, and I heard them both click into place. She left me plenty of food and snacks to get by, and I walked around the house admiring it, finally there alone by myself and able to enjoy it.

She was so rich. I looked the house up online, and couldn’t believe how much she spent on it. It was more money than I could dream of making in my lifetime, and she spent it on one of her many homes. It made me feel proud to be her submissive, to serve some role in her impressive life.

I took a few photos of myself chilling in the crib like I owned the place, but hesitated when I went to send them to my dad. Angelina had ordered me to sign several NDA’s, and there was something in there about not taking any photos of her, with her, or of her property. I wasn’t supposed to speak publicly about our relationship at all, with family members or otherwise. It was kind of weird, but I decided not to send the photos. There was no reason to risk my suddenly lavish and cushy lifestyle. It was too good to be true, and I wasn’t going to waste it.

That first day was amazing, and the new cellphone she got me didn’t go off once after she told me that she’d arrived safely. I ate bowl after bowl of cereal while playing Def Con Tomb Raiders on my phone for hours and hours. It had been such a long time since I had a moment to myself, and time to just do what I enjoyed doing without being ridiculed for it.

I turned off all the lights so Angelina couldn’t see that I was using a blanket, and I’d never been more thankful for having warmth in my life than that night. I moved the thermostat up to 69, and fell into a deep slumber.

In the morning, I started cleaning and ate a healthy breakfast. I sent a text to Angelina, telling her that I hoped she was having the time of her life and that I loved her, but I received no response even though she was 7 hours ahead of me.

Finally, she called me at 8 pm, but when I answered the video call I couldn’t hear anything over all the background noise. She was at a nightclub, and clearly wasted.

“Fuck you, Harris! You won’t even, fucking talk to me like a man.” she said. It was the only thing I could make out, as the rest of her drunken rambling was drowned out by the crowd and music.

“Yes, mistress. You’re above me, and I love you.” I said, slyly moving my finger to the end call button. She called right back, again and again while I questioned whether I should answer it. Surely, I’d be punished for ignoring her, but she was blackout drunk and angry.

I went to her liquor cabinet, and poured myself a tall glass of whiskey and then went back to my phone on the table in front of the most comfortable leather couch in the world. As I sank into it, she started calling again. I took a big swig of whiskey, and then placed the glass back on the table and answered her call.

“You fucking left me, you piece of shit. You’re nothing but a pathetic fucking, lying piece of shit. That’s what you are.” she said, no longer in the club but walking outside.

“Baby, where are you? What’s going on?” I asked, concerned for her safety. Angelina was a ten out of ten in any city in the world, and she was drunk, alone, and vulnerable.

“I can’t find any fucking coke. This is fucking bullshit!” she screamed, repeating the word bullshit several times before ending the call.

“Jesus Christ. And I’m the one that’s pathetic?” I asked myself, shaking my head. She was always one second from lashing out, but she was absolutely terrifying as a drunk. I took another sip of whiskey, and felt the warmth emanating from my stomach as the endorphins kicked in. I took a deep breath, and then my phone started going off again. I inhaled once more, and answered.

“You’re in my fucking house. I hope you’re ready, bitch. The cops are fucking coming! And they’re gonna fuck you up, bitch.” she said, slurring and pointing at her phone. She was dressed like an absolute skank, and her makeup was all over her face.

“Angelina, no. I’m sorry, but you need to pull yourself together.”

“Oh yeah? Is that what I need to do? What about you, fucking mister in your high tower. You’re nothing but a little bitch, I made almost five million dollars last year. How much did you make? Oh yeah, 36 fucking thousand dollars! Because I’m your boss, bitch! That’s how I fucking know.” she said, speaking so fast that she was running out of breath.

“Yes, baby. You’re right. You’re so amazing, and successful, and gorgeous. You’re perfect. I just want you to be safe, baby. Where are you?” I asked, trying to get through to her.

“Oh. You wanna know where I’m safe right now because of how I am? Because you’re fucking cheating on me right now, you little mother fucker. That’s what you are, a little mother fucker.” she said, spit flying from her mouth and landing on her camera lens so that I couldn’t even see her anymore. I took that as my cue to hang up on the phone call. Of course, she called right back.

“She’s not even going to remember this in the morning.” I said, choosing to leave it alone. There was no getting through to her, and she wasn’t even making sense. I took off my chastity cage, went into her bathroom and grabbed a bottle of lotion, and then laid right in her bed and jerked off while watching a porno on my phone where a guy and a girl just had normal sex, with him on top and actually being allowed to fuck her.

It was a powerful orgasm, and I fell asleep in her bed with my stomach still covered in jizz.

Chapter 3 - Angelina Velessio

I woke up with a splitting headache, and immediately administered my portable IV. It was the ultimate hangover cure, and mine was so bad that I needed two bags of saline to get right.

After that, I was painfully hungry and went for a couple slices at the first pizzeria I came across. I hadn’t even looked at myself in the mirror, but I felt like I looked like hell. Small flashes of the night before came and went, but it was mostly a blur.

“I need to fuck.” I said, chomping down on my authentic Italian pizza, which was so much more simple and less gluttonous than America’s take on the pie. My friend Sherry lived in Venice, and was supposed to be my hook for cocaine but she ghosted me.

My plan was to get shit faced and do a couple lines, and then get more shitfaced and do some more lines. I planned to go all night, but my plans got cut short when she didn’t come through. I woke to texts from her, apologizing profusely and promising that I could come by and get some tonight.

Anyway, I downed shots like I was rehydrating on Gatorade, and ended up completely blacking out and losing my shit. Luckily, I had a couple thousand euros on me and somehow found a cab and got back to the hotel.

A part of me was relieved when I woke up and there wasn’t a strange man in bed with me. I’d been reckless and lucky nothing happened to me. The other part of me was disappointed, with a strong resolve to rectify that issue once nighttime rolled around again.

In the meantime, I was trying to piece together what had happened the night before. I remembered going into the Crazy Bull, and taking shots, but I couldn’t remember anything after that.

I saw that I’d called Harris a bunch of times, and I immediately felt sick to my stomach. My plan was to only contact him while I was gone to complain about his behavior, and to tell him to clean more. There were several times he answered, and I looked at the call times and felt a level of embarrassment that isn’t explainable.

“God fucking dammit. Why the fuck did he answer?” I asked, feeling my embarrassment turn to seething rage. It was his fault that I had to come to Italy in the first place, and risk my own safety by drinking to excess with no protection to speak of.

I hated the idea of him knowing something I didn’t, but I couldn’t for the life of me remember what had occurred on those phone calls. I had no memory of it whatsoever. Naturally, I assumed that I dominated him and did nothing to threaten my role as his dom, but I hated not knowing what I’d said or done.

I spent the next several hours going over the surveillance footage from my house, tracking his every move and seeing how he acted while I wasn’t around. Everything went well at first, until I saw him drinking my liquor and ignoring my calls.

There was no missing the cameras, but he had no idea how sophisticated they were. Once I knew that he was being a piece of shit while I was away, I decided to dedicate my day to figuring out all the ways he screwed up.

The hangover passed quickly between the IV and pizza, but I still felt a general fatigue and irritability.  If Harris was simply a more trustworthy man, then I wouldn’t have all of the stresses associated with him imposed on me. It angered me that even in Venice Italy, he was still managing to piss me off.

He almost got lucky, and got off with a small punishment for drinking my liquor without asking, and ignoring my calls which was a direct form of insubordination. I’m not sure why, but a few hours into my deep dive, I decided to check the night vision to see if he was up to no good after hours.

“Oh my God. No fucking way. I got you, you little shit. You thought you could disrespect me like that? Fuck him. He’s gonna pay.”

Chapter 4 - Harris

When I didn’t hear from Angelina, I assumed she didn’t remember what happened and our slates were clean. It actually made me feel good, that the chaos was simply a blip in time that could be easily forgotten.

I still loved her deeply despite her flaws, and went to work cleaning the house in order to show her my devotion. It was almost six o’clock when she finally called, and I answered on the couch wearing a thong and sports bra to show her my submission.

“Hey Harris. What are you doing?” she asked, laying on a hotel bed and holding her phone at an odd angle.

“Hi, mommy. I just finished cleaning the house, thinking about you.” I said, straightening my posture and trying to start the call on a better first note than the night before.

“You know what I’m thinking about? The Italian sausage filling my pussy.” she said, turning the angle of the phone so that I could see a man on top of her, drilling her from behind in her hotel room.

“Oh. That’s good, baby. I just want you to be happy.” I said, sighing. It wasn’t the first time she’d taken another lover over me, and it still hurt, but I was becoming more and more numb to it.

“It’s so big, daddy. Drill that pussy like a man. Show me what a useless little whore I am.” she said, about as convincing as an everyday pornstar. I knew it was late there, and assumed she’d met the man at a club or something.

“Who’s pussy is this?” he asked, speaking with a thick accent and really drilling her. His cock was very thick, and I watched it slide in and out of my Angelina’s creamy pussy.

“It’s yours daddy. It’s your pussy. Only yours.” she said, holding the phone over her shoulder so I could see her driving his hips against her fat ass, making it jiggle with each hard thrust.

“I want to impregnate you, Angelina. It’s so good.” he said, grunting like an animal as he bottomed out inside her. It was easy to see that I could never fuck her like that, even on the off chance she ever let me try. I’m not sure why I didn’t hang up, but I couldn’t seem to look away.

It made me so aroused that it was shameful, and as my cock filled with blood it ached from being squeezed by my cage. I wanted to take it off and touch myself, jerking off to a video of my woman being ravaged by a random man in another country.

“Do it daddy. Give me that nut. I love your cock so much, I want your babies.” she said, dirty talking and throwing her ass back against him. She turned the camera to her face, making me watch her bite down on her lip as he drove his fat cock inside her pussy.

“Oh fuck! Angelina, baby. Oh my God.” I could tell by the change in his breathing and speech that he was cumming, of course without a condom and inside my dom.

I was trying not to be turned on, to not care and treat it like no big deal, but I couldn’t help it. It hurt me, and I wanted to have that type of intimate experience with her for myself. And I didn’t want to have to share her with any man who happened to tickle her impulsive fancy. My cock still rushed with blood, pressing against the steel cage that hugged it tight.

Angelina ended the call without warning, leaving me to sit with thoughts of them together, being romantic and doing all the things I wished I could do with her. I began masturbating myself with my cage still on, taking what little pleasure I could along with the pain. Eventually it hurt too much, and I was forced to stop knowing that I’d probably end up with another case of blue balls.

She texted me later, with night vision footage of me sleeping in her bed, masturbating, and drinking her liquor. I literally broke out in sweats, pacing around the house uncontrollably gripped with anxiety.

“Fuck, fuck, fuck. Why did I defy her?” I asked myself, realizing that I might be completely screwed. I lived with her, worked under her, and had nowhere to go if things went south between us. I got down on my knees and prayed to God, promising that I would change my ways and fully submit to her. I didn’t want the uncertainty anymore, the lack of stability. I just wanted to live with Angelina, and do whatever she told me to do.

I didn’t even care if she fucked other guys, or didn’t let me have sex with her. I just wanted the safety net she provided. I wanted to stay her little bitch forever, no matter how she treated me or what she did.

Futanari Stepmilf - Forbidden Bottom

Chapter 1 - Kyra

It was like a switch went off in his head, and he was no longer the same person I married. My husband Steve became a born again Christian overnight, and was making all sorts of changes in the way we lived.

We started going to church, which wasn’t bad, but Steve acted like he was some sort of holier than thou saint out of nowhere. It wasn’t him, he was being nothing but phony and I could only assume he was going through a midlife crisis. I tried supporting him up until he refused to go down on me because it “didn’t feel right with the Lord”.

As a futanari woman, I have a plethora of sexual needs that the average woman might not be able to relate to. The simplest way for me to put it is that I have two sex drives, a feminine one, and a masculine one. My cock is very dominant, and knows exactly what it wants when it gets hard. My pussy is different, and prefers only to be fucked by dominant, masculine men.

Even in those cases, I still like to watch an alpha male break under my feminine charm, so aroused that he can’t control himself or think rationally. Getting masculine down on their knees, sucking my cock, and worshiping my balls while begging me to fuck them has always been a kink of mine.

Anyway, after being nothing but a submissive, eager cock sucker the entire time we’d been together, he started outright refusing to give my cock or my pussy any attention with his mouth.

Of course, like all hypocrites, he still wanted me to blow him. He said it wasn’t unnatural for a woman to perform oral sex on her husband, because it was a submissive act, but it was immoral for a man to put his mouth on a cock or even his wife’s vagina.

And all butt stuff was out, no more eating ass for Christian Steve. Oh, but it was still okay for me to insert a finger up his hole while I jerked him off because “It isn’t sodomy for a wife to digitally penetrate her husband”, and because it’s a womanly act of service to intensify her husband’s orgasms.

The whole thing was baffling, and I felt like I’d completely lost my husband. Sex became monotonous, and fully committed to the missionary position. Steve said we weren’t meant to have sex in positions where the man is behind his wife, because it could lead to temptation towards anal sex. Keep in mind, he hadn’t fucked me once for the first six months we dated. All that he wanted was my gorgeous, perfect futa-cock shoved up his ass at all times. He rode me like a cowgirl.

Speaking of which, the cowgirl position was out too, because the man couldn’t lay beneath his wife. I found his bible based obsession with sex off putting, along with his entire new persona. He started acting like a pastor, and going out of his way to be overly polite to everyone. It was grotesque and made me allergically unattracted to him.

A couple months of this left me near insanity. I was no longer in any way drawn to my own husband, even though I was suddenly hornier than I’d been in years, to the point that I couldn’t stop checking out and flirting with my stepson Josh.

He was put off by his father’s change as well, and we spoke about it several times. It baffled us equally, and we promised to have each other’s backs if he completely lost his mind.

It was the three of us living together, and I started to depend on Josh more and more while my husband spent all day reading the bible, praying, and ranting about sinners. He seemed particularly incensed by those who were tempted by the flesh, constantly hammering in points about sexual impurity.

I had to make sure that Steve was out of the house when I wanted to masturbate, and I hid my toys in a fire safe to ensure he didn’t stumble onto them. Steve’s sex drive diminished almost daily, until he eventually went celibate in an attempt to purify himself sexually.

Josh stepped up around the house, taking over the responsibilities that used to be Steve’s. He cooked, cleaned, and pitched in with bills. He was handy as hell, and also fixed whatever broke around the house. I couldn’t help becoming attracted to him, even though he was half my age and technically my stepson.

The less we had sex, the more I wanted it, and the more obvious it became that I’d settled for the inferior man in the family. When Josh walked around the house with his shirt off, it was enough to drive me crazy. Being around made me remember how intense my sexuality could be, as something about him made the blood flow to my cock and pussy at the same time.

Whenever I cleaned his room, I’d come across so many crusted over tissues that he’d obviously used to clean himself up after jacking off. It killed me knowing that he was wasting all of that youthful vigor.

Josh was 19, and overflowing with excess sexual energy. He was also very muscular, as he was continuously lifting weights and eating like a mad man. It made me wish that we had an arrangement where we satiated each other’s needs, it would make perfect sense considering his father no longer wanted to handle mine.

I knew things were getting out of control once I started actively fantasizing about my stepson, and of all the things I wanted to do to him, and to let him do to me. I hadn’t been fucked in months, and even before that my husband wasn’t going down on me. I needed it badly, and I knew that Josh could give me exactly what I was craving.

 The only problem I came to was that I didn’t know how to go about it. He was still my stepson after all, and the last thing I wanted was to make him feel uncomfortable. I couldn’t risk our relationship. He was just so manly and attractive for his age, and I needed someone to be intimate with. I wanted it to be him, and it was gnawing away at me at a primal level.

My balls ached constantly for him, and I wondered if he was sending me into heat. There was no mistaking my breeding instincts, of wanting to fuck him senseless and then let him cum inside me. Every time that I masturbated, he was the one I thought about. It became almost maddening, and in the most positively torturous way.

I decided to wear skimpier clothes around him, to forego underwear and let my bulge hang out. I found reasons to be close with him, to touch him, and to try to let him know that I really appreciated him. If his father was going to neglect me for Jesus, then I would find a way to satiate my hungry desires without him.


Chapter 2 - Josh

Kyra wore a crop top without a bra, and I was struggling to stay focused on our conversation. Her tits were so perfect that they ruined my mind. We were talking about the sexual abstinence pamphlet my dad authored, printed up, and was planning to pass out downtown, but all I saw were my stepmother’s erect nipples poking out from her shirt.

“I can’t believe he really wants me to go downtown with him to pass these out. It’s so embarrassing.” she said, looking over the pamphlet while I gazed at her perfect breasts.

“Yeah, I know.” I said. Things had been different with her as of late, and I suspected it had to do with my father’s plan to purify himself through an abstinence cleanse. He’d been going for months, getting crazier and more ragged with each passing day.

“Listen to this, Masturbation is ungodly, and those who commit such devious acts only stoke the flames of their sinful lust.” she said, reading an excerpt from his newest creation.

“Oh, no. Watch out Kyra, I stoked the flames of my sinful lust earlier in the shower.” I said, getting a quick chuckle from her before she continued complaining. It was beyond obvious that they weren’t working out, and that she was starting to break down.

“So he can’t eat my pussy, suck my dick, and can’t lick my ass. He can’t fuck me in any position except missionary, but not at all right now because he’s abstinent, and I’m not allowed to pleasure myself in the meantime?” she asked, throwing up her hands in frustration.

“Wait, is that true? He can’t go down on you?” I asked. It was weird talking like that to her, but she’s the one who brought it up.

“Yeah, he said it’s not right because the man and the woman, I don’t even know, some psycho babble bullshit that he misinterpreted from the bible.” she said, shaking her head. She’d been wearing less and less clothing around the house, and I was pretty sure she’d been openly flirting with me.

“Hey Josh, did you wanna take a ride downtown to help me pass these out?” dad asked, popping in from out of nowhere, holding a stack of his pamphlets.

“Oh, no. I’m sorry, I would, I just need to stay home and…pray.” I said, going with the excuse he was most likely to accept.

“That’s good. Kyra? Are you sure you don’t wanna come out and help spread the word?” he asked, looking over at her with hopeful eyes.

“No, Steve. I’m gonna stay home and pray too. Josh and I might even pray together.” she said, her voice thick with a mean sarcasm that went right over his head.

“Alright, great. I love that. My family, coming together in Christ.” he said. “Welp, I gotta head out.”

“Bye dad.” I said, smiling at Kyra as he headed out. She was so damn pretty, and knowing that she was deprived of sex made me want her even more. Ever since they started dating, and I found out that his gorgeous girlfriend was futanari, I thought and fantasized endlessly about her.

It brought out a side of myself I hadn’t explored, a side that wanted to submit and worship cock. A side that wanted to bend over, to pull my cheeks apart and let her have at me.

I thought about getting on my knees for her, and trying to prove my worth by pleasuring her enthusiastically, and submitting myself for her use at any and all times.

“Can you believe that? What kind of man won’t go down on his wife? Not to be too crass, but I have a gorgeous cock.” she said, going right back to our previous conversation.

“I don’t know, it’s crazy. Especially with you.” I said, the words slipping out as my eyes drifted down between her legs.

“What do you mean?”

“I mean, you know. You’re so pretty, who wouldn’t want to go down on you?” I asked, burying myself deeper. Kyra was so hot that sometimes I got nervous around her, especially when she wasn’t wearing a bra and had her tits on full display.

“Your dad, apparently. Would you do that for me? I mean, if we didn’t know each other and I wasn’t your stepmom.” she asked, grinning at my awkward fumble.

“Absolutely. If you weren’t my stepmom, I totally would. Or even if you guys broke up.” I said, feeling the pressure building in my face as I stumbled once more. I needed a mulligan, or a pause button so I could get it together.

“You’re adorable. I’m starting to wish you weren’t my stepson.” she said, having a nice little laugh at my expense. Her chuckle was hearty, and her feminine vocal tone sent a chill straight to my balls.

“Oh, wow.” I said, touching my face and feeling anxious because of how hard my cock was getting.

“Would you really? If you weren’t my stepson, I mean.” she asked, pressing her chest forward and nibbling at her lip while gazing into my eyes.

“It’s kind of hard to think about you not being my stepmom. You’re absolutely gorgeous, but it’s kind of wrong, you know?”

“Try to think about it. If we were just hanging out right now, and I pulled my panties down around my ankles, would you get on your knees for me and suck my dick?” she asked, her gaze alone enough to seduce me.

“Yes. I would.” I said, sucked into her stare. We both knew that what I said was true.

“I like that.” she said, biting her bottom lip and fanning herself with her hand. It was so hard that it had a pulse, and I couldn’t stop admiring her. The more I looked at her, the prettier she became. “I like it, but it’s naughty and a little bit too tempting. We shouldn’t talk like that.” Kyra said, standing up to walk away, but not before casting a final seductive glare in my direction.

“God damn, she’s hot.” I whispered to myself, using the opportunity to adjust my erection. I’d always found her attractive, from the very first moment I laid my eyes on her. For the most part, I was able to push it out of my head and ignore it, but her open flirtation made it real, and kicked my fantasies into overdrive.

Kyra found ways of arousing me, especially when my dad was gone. She’d almost immediately strip down to practically nothing whenever he left the house, and start doing random sexy yoga, or engaging in provocative dance. She always looked over at me, watching me watch her.

It drove me insane in the best imaginable way. I looked forward to being teased, to being made so hard that my cock literally had a pulse. Whenever I talked to dad, I made sure to let him know that I admired what he was doing in regards to abstinence, and to keep it up, knowing full well it would drive her into my arms eventually.

“I just want to be an example,” he said, always keen on taking the opportunity to pay homage to himself.

“We need more men like you, sacrificing for the community.” I said. It wasn’t long before Kyra was openly talking about sex with me, constantly, about how much she missed it, and how much to fuck a tight young ass and drain her balls. How she wanted her pussy kissed, and fucked.

“God, I just wish he would at least eat my pussy. Finger me. Something. I feel like I can’t even masturbate anymore, like I have to be sneaky so he doesn’t catch me.” she said. I was really starting to feel bad for her, because it was obviously turning her into a mess that I was perfectly capable and eagerly willing to rectify.

It wasn’t right what he was doing, putting someone he supposedly loved through such a sudden change without even being there for her. Kyra didn’t know what to feel, she just knew that her husband suddenly wasn’t interested in being intimate with her, and that her needs were no longer being taken care of. I knew that in large part my own desires were spurred from the root of lust, but I let his careless behavior be the justification.

Living with dad wasn’t easy, because all he talked about was the bible, mostly complaining about how no one lived by it. Kyra and I both loved it when he left the house, because we could finally put our feet up and relax.

Kyra felt abandoned and I didn’t blame her, and this went on long enough that she confessed to me that she was no longer attracted to him, and that she’d started having fantasies about another man.

I couldn’t help falling in love with her, and wanting to be the man she replaced my dad with. I always glanced down at her bulge, and wondered endlessly how gorgeous her perfect python would appear when laid bare before me.

As wrong as it was, I thought she was worth it. Kyra was only in her mid thirties,a full ten years younger than dad. She was the most stunning woman I knew, and living in such close quarters led to me falling hard. If I had the opportunity, I would gladly give my life for her. She was that amazing. 

Kyra leaned on me emotionally, flirting while we talked endlessly about how much she needed sex. It kept me constantly horny on a deep level, like nothing I’d ever experienced. She became all I could think about, and she graduated from being my infatuation to a pure obsession.

Chapter 3 - Kyra

I finally reached a complete snapping point. I’d had enough of laying in bed next to my husband, unable to fall asleep because I was so horny that all I could think about was getting railed by his son.

This was his fault. He’s the one who didn’t want to please me, so I decided to find someone who would. And he just so happened to live right down the hall.

Josh and I had grown very close since Steve decided to go full on Christian crusader. We kind of had the same feeling about it, we were both Christians but thought that he was taking everything way too far.

Steve became physically and emotionally absent, forcing Josh and I to pick things up and keep the household running smoothly. I had to rely on Josh emotionally, as a friend, and as a partner. The only thing we didn’t do is have sex, but we were flirting more and more with that temptation.

I’d picked up yoga as a hobby, almost entirely to entice and arouse my stepson. It was interesting to see how much the lack of sex was affecting me, as I was literally picking up new hobbies to distract myself, and to win my new lover.

I hate to say it, but I saw it coming way before it ever happened. There was a void that wasn’t being filled, and the longer he left it unsatiated, the more untamed it became. I tried fighting it, ignoring my urges and waiting, but I knew that if Steve didn’t snap out of it, I was going to cheat on him with his own son.

Josh was an impressive young man, on top being much taller and more muscular than his father. A lot of it was physical with him, what attracted me to him at first. The idea of being with such a strong man turned me on, especially a younger man with an endless appetite for sex. Seeing them next to each other really made Josh stand out, and Steve pale in comparison.

There was something about the energy of a virile young man, and it made me feel young again seeing him lust after me. I convinced him to assist in my stretching, and he placed his pelvis directly against mine, pressing his weight down to extend my leg. It had been months since I’d had sex, and weeks since I’d given myself an orgasm.

He certainly made the blood flow. Feeling the warmth of his muscular body against me, his strength as he stretched me out made me want to stick my cock in him. I felt his erection pressing against mine,  and it made my arousal so intense that my pussy left a wet spot on my leggings.

Somehow, I mustered the self control to not jump him after we finished  stretching, even though every fiber in my being was screaming at me to escalate things further. My feelings for him grew to the point of being unhealthy, and he turned me on so much that I couldn’t separate the line between the platonic love that I was supposed to feel for him, and the raw sexual desire he inspired within me.  

There was a point where I no longer cared, where it felt like I was already a single woman. I knew that I had to divorce him, and figure a lot of things out, but I wanted terribly to start the process by taking out all of my pent up sexual frustrations on Josh’s virgin asshole.

Steve worked 25 hours a week, and spent the rest of his time reading the bible, and doing research about conspiracy theories involving a secret cabal. Once I decided there was no stopping it, and that my husband was out to pasture for good, my impulses took over and I made a move.

I waited until Steve had left for the day, and then walked down the hallway and entered Josh’s room wearing nothing but a bra and panties.

“Oh, hey.” he said, perking up and letting his eyes scan me up and down. Our coy flirtation had gone on long enough, and we both knew exactly what was going on.

“Remember when I asked you if you would go down on me if I wasn’t your stepmother? And you said yes?”

“Yeah, I remember.” he said, sitting up in bed and tossing his phone down onto the floor.

“Well, now that your dad is celibate, I really need someone to be intimate with.” I said, having a seat at the edge of his mattress. Josh’s eyes went wide, and a smile spread across his face.

“Oh yeah?” he asked, scooting a little closer.

“I want it to be you.” I said, embarrassed to admit the truth. “You make me feel incredible, like I’m still pretty and desirable.”

“You’re beautiful, Kyra. I’ve wanted you for so long, since the moment I saw you.” he said, leaning in so his lips lingered in front of mine.

“I’m so sorry for making you wait.” I whispered.

As soon as our lips touched together, things spiraled out of control. Our hands got started groping, and our tongues rolled around together. What little clothes we were wearing started coming off, forming messy piles on either side of the bed. You could literally feel the tension between us, as there was a rushed and passionate overtone in the way we touched.

“They’re so perfect.” he said, bringing his face to my breasts and exploring them with his mouth. He nibbled at my nipples just right, latching on and suckling in a way that tickled every nerve ending, sending a chill of pleasure straight to my aching cock.

“Josh. This is so wrong.” I said, closing my eyes and savoring the taste of his lips.

“I know, but we can’t help it. My cock doesn’t care that you’re my stepmom.” he said, kissing up my chest until he found my neck, biting aggressively enough to send more chills down my spine.

I grabbed his face and wrapped my legs around him, grinding desperately as our tongues fought for position. Our cocks rubbed together, and I was happy at how much larger he was than his father.

There was hunger in the way we attacked each other, ravishing and stroking each other's cocks . The heat  emanating between us spoke of long building tension, and inappropriate desires coming to fruition.

The next thing that I knew, Josh was opening wide with his face buried in my crotch. 

“Oh my God.” I said,  incredibly sensitive to his touch. It had been such a long time, and what we were doing was so wrong. His mouth couldn’t have felt more satisfying, and he sucked like a good little whore had been cock starved for far too long.

“Mmm…Mmm…Hmmm…” he hummed as his tongue circled around my cockhead, sending jolts of pure pleasure radiating through me as he slurped and sucked eagerly.

“Josh!” I called out his name, shocked by the intensity of the feelings his mouth was giving me. “Oh, wow, baby. You’re really good at that.”

“It’s so big, Kyra. I love it.” he said, pausing only long enough for the words to leave his mouth.

“I’m so turned on, Josh. I want your asshole so much.”

“How do you taste so good? It’s so hot.” he said, hooking his arms under my legs and alternating between tonguing my pussy and giving my balls a proper tongue wash. He was like a starving man, and submissive in all the ways I hoped he would be.

“Josh. Don’t stop!” I squealed, pulling down on his head and forcing him to swallow my cock. It felt so good, like a freight train worth of pressure with no breaks.

“Mmm…” he moaned, swallowing around my girth, forcing himself deeper and stroking with both hands, forcing me past the point of no return.

“Oh, fuck. I’m gonna cum, Josh. I’m gonna fucking cum!” I grabbed his hair with both hands, pressing his face down until my length slipped down into his throat, grinding hard against his soft throat. It was a thunderous explosion that made my body shake and quiver, and I felt the hot sticky cum from my pulsing she-cock jetting down his gullet.

Going from zero stimulation for months to having a new partner rhythmically throat fucking my hard dick until I came into his stomach was intense, and I was seeing stars and panting for breath when he took a final hard swallow, and then gasped for air.

“Get on all fours.” I said, forcing him into position. It all unfolded so organically, because our sexual kinks lined up so well together. The reality of what we were doing set in, and I hate to admit that it turned me on knowing that I was disrespecting my marriage in the ultimate way.

“I can’t believe we’re really doing this.” he said, spitting on his fingers and spreading it around his anus.

“You’re such a good boy, Josh. I need this like you wouldn’t believe.”

“Me too, mommy. Please give it to me. Submitting to you is all I’ve been able to think about.” he said, mindlessly blurting his inner desires.

“Good boy. Tell me what you want.” I said, spitting on my cock and spreading it around as I took aim. His virgin boy pussy was about to be destroyed, and I planned on fucking him so hard that his mind melted.

“I want you mommy. I want your cock.” he said, whimpering like the submissive little bitch he revealed himself to be. I instantly wished I’d met him instead of his father, as it became readily apparent that we were better suited for each other.

“Oh my God Josh. It’s so tiny, it’s squeezing my dick.” I said, shoving it in so hard that I bottomed out inside him.

“Ahhh!” he squealed, wincing in pain as I started to lay into him. It was so tight and perfect, I couldn’t fight my urge to pulverize him. I loved hearing him whimper in pain, impaled to my cock and loving every second of it.  I shuddered with pleasure, flexing my cock inside his virgin ass. His father would have fainted if he saw his son stuck to his wife, screaming in agonizing pleasure as I hit spots inside him he didn’t know existed.

“Yeah. You like that mommy-dick, don’t you baby?” I asked, holding him by the hips and punishing his ass with every hard thrust.

“It’s so big. I want your cum.” he said, thrusting back against me. Despite his tightness and lack of experience, his pure enthusiasm and lack of inhibitions made him lose himself for my cock.

“Josh, baby. You’re such a good little cockslut.” I said, feeling myself cross over my threshold for arousal. I wasn’t using protection, and I had zero intentions of pulling out of him.

“Mommy…I can’t stop. Fuck. I can’t stop…” he said, growing frantic as I pounded his g-spot for the first time. It felt so good, finally giving into my ultimate temptation and seizing my stepson’s first time fuckhole.

“Josh! Oh God!” I called out, fucking him harder until I was releasing inside his asshole.

“Your cock…” he said, his voice cracking as I finished inside him, pumping him full of futa-cum and feeling all of the tension leave my body.  “I’m cumming!” he said, randomly squealing as his cock erupted, spurting off everywhere purely from anal stimulation. I felt his cock contracting, because it made his butthole tighten around my dick. 

Words can’t describe how much he satisfied me, or how bonded I felt to him immediately afterwards. It was like he replaced his father that quickly, in one carnal act of pure depravity.

Chapter 4 - Josh

I heard the front door. It had to be my dad, home early for some reason and with the worst timing imaginable. Kyra had just finished fucking my brains out, and we were both still stuck together in the nude.

We were in my room, so Kyra grabbed her clothes and sprinted out of there. I wasn’t sure what to do, so I put my shorts back on, sprayed some cologne, and hoped for the best. I was sitting on my bed, pretending to play video games when he popped his head in.

“Have you seen my megaphone?” he asked. “I totally forgot it.”

“Oh, uhm, no dad. Haven’t seen it.” I said. He went about his business, and I saw his car pulling out of the driveway about ten minutes later. I ran to Kyra’s room, where she let out a hearty laugh.

“I just jumped in the shower, I had to. I smelled like sex.” she said.

“Crisis averted, I guess.” I said. “That was amazing, by the way.”

“Yeah it was. I didn’t realize you were so good in the bedroom.”

“We’re just getting started. That was only round 1.” I said.

It turned out that I wasn’t wrong, and we entered into a non-stop, passion filled fuck-fest of an affair. While dad was out trying to convince other people to give up sex, we were naked in his bed, covered in sweat and doing the nasty. She brought out the worst in me, and I shocked myself with the lengths I was willing to go in order to please her massive futanari cock.

I’d only been with a handful of girls before, and she blew them all away with ease. She knew exactly what she wanted, and I gave it to her with enthusiasm. Dad’s shameful attitude towards sex made me want to be nasty for her, to submit fully and offer her my ass without hesitation.

We did it all, and seemed to fall further  for each other with each passing day. In the bathroom, the laundry room, my bed, hers, no room in the house was off limits. She let me eat her ass, suck her toes, and worship her cock and balls whenever I pleased. She even gave me her pussy, letting me cum inside her freely whenever we went that route.  I couldn’t help falling in love with her, but she kept trying to keep things casual and secret.

After months of constant, passion fueled sex, she told me that she was pregnant. I’d been saving up money for years, and offered to get us an apartment so we could get out of the house.

It must have been the ticket she was waiting for, because we were moving out and into our own new place within the month. Dad was blindsided, and convinced himself that the baby arrived via immaculate conception.

We’re expecting in a few months, and have settled into our new relationship. Dad eventually came to terms with everything, and begged Kyra not to divorce him. She’s going to wait until after the baby is born to go through with it, so he’ll at least get to still be her cuckold for a little while longer.
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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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