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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.
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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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