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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.
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His Futanari Dominatrix, Volume 1

Harris feels like he's finally found his way in life. He makes a modest salary working for a video game company, and can finally afford his own place.

Angelina Velessio is hired as the new CFO of the company he works for, and immediately declares Harris' entire division obsolete. He's never seen a woman as beautiful and powerful as her, but he tries standing up for himself anyway.

She takes it as a challenge, and begins using her goddess-like femininity and charm to reduce him down to nothing. Velessio likes breaking a man's will, as she finds it both fun and easy.

He's offered an alternate position, with more responsibility and a pay cut. But it might just come with benefits that make it all worth it.
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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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