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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.
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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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