

His Futanari Dominatrix

Volume 3

Kelsi Reid

His Futanari Dominatrix

Volume 3

Kelsi Reid

All Rights Reserved ©2023 Kelsi Reid. First Printing: 2023.

All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means without the prior written permission of the author, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other noncommercial uses permitted by copyright law.

Author's Note: All characters in this story are fictional, and 18 years of age and older.

Table of Contents

Table of Contents

Chapter 1 - Valentina Alessio

Chapter 2 - Harris




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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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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His Futanari Dominatrix, Volume 2

Harris steps into his role as Angelina Velessio's personal assistant, and she runs him ragged every second of the day. He does his best to submit to her authority without question, as he knows he's being tested and his submission is the only path to getting what he wants.

She isn't impressed, and goes right to work on changing him, forcing him down on his knees for a grueling workout, and then finishing him off with a hot, sticky, protein shake.

This story involves themes of female domination and male submission.
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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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