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Chapter 1 - Angelina Velessio

Something about the way he was acting made me suspicious, so I decided to bring him home with me. I didn’t want him having freedom after work, to run around aimlessly and do as he pleased. My suspicion was that him living on his own without rules was one of the main causes for him being so poorly behaved.

Cohabitation was usually a no-no for me, but in his case I made an exception because he so badly needed training. The only way I could ensure that he was always doing the right thing was to move him in with me, and it was the only way to instill the proper discipline in him.

It made me excited, knowing I would fully own him and be able to control everything about his life. It was going to take a lot of work on my end, but as long as he remained loyal and dedicated then I would see it through. There wasn’t much to work with, because there wasn’t a single area where Harris excelled. He dressed like a poor person, his hair was terrible, he wasn’t particularly socially adept, and he was far too meek for a man.

As soon as we got to my place, he started fan-girling out about how nice my house was. There’s nothing more unattractive than an overly excitable man, as there’s no surer sign that he’s nothing but an overgrown child.

“Holy crap, how many acres is this?” he asked, bouncing around like a puppy.

“It sits on 9 acres.” I said, unamused. The only reason he was so impressed, is because he was so pathetic that he’d never amounted to anything, without amassing so much as a single property.

“This is literally the nicest house I’ve ever seen.” he said, brimming with excitement.

“Only the best for a goddess such as myself.” I said, walking a few steps ahead of him as I approached the front door.

“Yes, goddess.”

“Take off all of your clothes outside, leave them in a pile. I need you to take a shower before I can let you touch any of my things.” I said.

“Oh, I showered this morning, after we worked out.” he said.

“Dammit, Harris. Don’t start your shit with me. You’re dirty and you’re poor, I won’t have you soiling my house. Take a fucking shower, and don’t talk back to me.” I said, raising my voice. This wasn’t work, this was my home and my place of mental peace. It was the last place I’d allow him to disrespect me.

“Yes, mistress. I’m sorry.” he said.

“Take off all your clothes, Harris. Put them in a pile.” I said, forced to repeat myself because he just stood there catching flies.

“Oh, yes mistress.” he said.

“Gross.” I said, looking at his pile of rags. “Follow me, and don’t touch anything.”

“Yes, mistress.” he said, bowing his head and covering up his little pee pee. I took him to the shower, and got it started for him so that he didn’t have to put his hands on anything.

“Use this. And Harris, shave your body hair. It’s unsightly.” I said, handing him a brand new razor.

“You mean my chest hair?” he asked. There might have been a grand total of seven hairs on his chest, and I rolled my eyes.

“All of it, Harris. Shave your nasty arms, your legs, shave around that little pecker, and shave your ass if it has hair on it too.” I said, retrieving the shaving gel.

“Okay. If that’s what you like.”

“I like not being disgusted, Harris. So yes, that’s what I like.”

“Yes, mistress.”

“And Harris, clean the shower after you’re done. If you leave one piece of hair behind, I swear to God.” I said, making a fist. I wished that he simply knew to have already done these things, but instead, I had to give him step by step instructions like an infant.

I couldn’t wait to punish him, and watch him squirm in my house. It felt good knowing how easily I could destroy him, how weak he was in comparison to all of the other men I’d dated. When I was younger, I wanted strong partners, but as I became more successful, I realized that isn’t what I actually desired.

I wanted someone like Harris, someone who would change who he was entirely just to suit my whims. I wanted someone less than, someone beneath me that I could use to explore my dominant side.

After putting his clothes and shoes into a trash bag and tossing them in my fire pit, I realized that I didn’t have any men’s clothing in my house.

“Oh well.” I said, squeezing the bottle of lighter fluid and applying a liberal amount to his things. I tossed the match and went inside, plotting which women’s attire I would make him adorn.

Even though I was much taller than him, he’d have to wear some of my clothes or go completely naked. A warm feeling grew inside me as I opened my drawer, and chose a very slutty thong with a little heart on the crotch, and a simple white crop top. After about an hour, I went to check on him and give him the clothes.

“Harris, what the hell is taking you so long?” I asked, seeing that he was still in the process of shaving himself.

“I’m sorry, baby. I mean mistress. I’ve never shaved my legs before.”

“Well hurry it up, I didn’t bring you here to use all of my hot water.” I said, stepping over and turning it all the way cold. “Finish this up, because you have a huge nasty mess to clean up.”

“Fuck, that’s cold.” he said, cowering in the corner like a little crybaby.

“Oh, for Christ’s sake, Harris. Man up. A little cold water never killed anyone, maybe it’ll wake you up and get your head working.” I said, placing his clothes on the counter.

“Are those for me?” he asked, his body only about two thirds of the way shaved so that he looked even more ridiculous than usual.

“Yeah, I burned your clothes and shoes because I didn’t want to get bed bugs or lice, or whatever. This is the best I have for now.” I said, eager to see what a bitch he was going to look like in his little white thong.

“Okay. Yes, mistress. I’ll try to hurry up.”

“Jesus, I didn’t think you could still get shrinkage when your dick is already so small.” I said, noticing that the cold water had shrunk him down to pinky size.

“Oh, yeah. It’s really cold.”

“Keep telling yourself that, Harris.” I said, snickering as I left him alone to finish up shaving. He was such a mess, and had no idea what I had in store for him.




Chapter 2 - Harris

I felt like the nitwit character in a disaster movie, as no amount of anything I did seemed able to lift all the hair from her textured shower floor. It didn’t help that she offered no supplies, so I was trying to do it by hand with toilet paper. Each fresh piece picked up more hair, but they were so small and they were everywhere.

Even though I’d just finished showering, I started sweating because it was such hard work trying in vain to get all the hair. Everywhere I looked, there was another piece. The idea of her seeing my hair in her shower was terrifying, and I was determined to get every last piece.

“God dammit, Harris! Are you almost finished?” she asked, banging so hard on the door that it made me jump out of my skin.

“Yes, mistress. I’m just finishing up.” I said, trying to avoid her wrath.

“It’s been an hour and a half. Only you could take such a simple task, and turn it into fucking rocket science.”

“Yes, mistress. I’m sorry, I’m trying to rectify it.” I said, flushing the toilet for the sixth or seventh time to get rid of the toilet paper.

“What is that? What are you doing?” she asked, opening the door and stepping inside to find me down on my knees with a roll of toilet paper.  “Wow. The idiot police should come and beat you with their billy clubs. Get up.”

“Yes, mistress.” I said, suddenly embarrassed by my cleaning strategy.

“An hour and a half, Harris. 90 minutes and counting. Do you realize that an actual 5th grader could have finished this by now?” she asked, her temper flaring.

“Yes, mistress. I’m nothing, I’m so stupid.”

“Yeah you are. I have a swiffer, just go over it a few times, and then use the toilet paper to get the excess pieces.” she said.

“Yes, mistress.” I said. Angelina retrieved the mop, and threw it down on the floor.

“Please, Harris, for the love of God, don’t somehow turn this into an ordeal. Just mop up the hair, and get it clean.” she said.

“Yes, mistress.” I said, praying for her to leave.

“You really should go see a doctor about your penis, I don’t think it’s normal for an adult sized penis to be that shriveled and small.”

“Yes, mistress. I’ll make an appointment.” I said, looking down at it. It wasn’t my proudest moment, and I just wanted her to leave so I could get back to working. The swiffer was very effective, but I still kept finding little hairs. It took another 30 minutes, and when I finally finished, I put on some of her deodorant and put on the clothes she’d given me.

I couldn’t even look at myself in the mirror, it felt so strange and unnatural having shaved arms, armpits, legs, and buttocks. I’d never even shaved my pubes before, and I felt very naked. The thong and shirt made me feel like the lowest of the low, and I couldn’t believe what I was putting up with for the chance to be with her.

“Look at you, pretty little whore.” Angelina said, before grabbing a hold of my ass and giving it a hard squeeze.

“Thank you, mistress.”

“You’re welcome. I think I like this. Feminine doesn’t look great on you, but it’s way better than you trying to be masculine.” she said, looking me up and down. It just felt weird, like I was an object just to ogle and use for sex. “Follow me, even though you didn’t pay me homage by buying me a gift like I requested, I got a couple of gifts for you.”

“Thank you, mistress. I’m so grateful.” I said, following her down a long hallway and then up a spiral staircase. Her house looked like it was prepared for a magazine photo shoot, and everything she owned looked expensive. I couldn’t even imagine having money like her.

Angelina welcomed me inside her bedroom, and I looked around in awe. It was spectacular, her master bedroom was bigger than my entire apartment, and had a balcony that overlooked her pool, and the city.

“This is amazing.” I said, walking up to the window and peering out at all of the buildings off in the distance.

“Focus!” she yelled, jolting me away from the view.

“I’m sorry. Yes, mistress.”

“I feel like you’re forgetting that I am the most important thing, and that all of your focus should be directed at serving me.” she said, stepping closer and standing over me.

“Yes, mistress. You’re right. I do love you, and cherish you.”

“Good boy. I like hearing you talk like that.” she said, raising my chin and looking into my eyes. I sometimes forgot how beautiful she actually was, and how unbearable her gaze could be. “Now, let me show you your gifts.”

“Yes, mistress.” I said.

“This is your bed.” she said, pointing to a dog bed on the floor beside her four post California King.

“Oh.” I said, looking at it. It wasn’t a bad dog bed, but I was really hoping that we could sleep together.

“And this is your collar, so everyone knows who you belong to.” she said, pulling a leather collar out of a bag and tossing it to me. “Put it on. Don’t take it off, ever. Even in the shower or at work. Wear it proudly, as a sign of your loyalty and respect for your owner.”

“Yes, mistress. I love it.” I said, unsure of what I actually thought about it. I liked belonging to Angelina, but it would be kind of embarrassing having to explain it to strangers.

“Now sit.” she said, pointing to the bed on the floor. I did as I was told, and sat down on the cushy bed before her. “I wanted to talk to you about a couple of things.”

“Yes, mistress.” I said, watching as she sat down at the edge of her mattress in front of me, flipping off her heels and letting her panty hose laden feet dangle, causing the blood to instantly flow to my cock. She had a way of putting me in my place, or giving me just enough stimulation to get my full attention.

“I’ve noticed something that’s really been bothering me lately, and making me feel unloved.” she said, speaking slowly.

“I’m sorry, mistress. I need to do better at expressing my love and devotion.”

“Yes you do, but don’t interrupt. I’ve noticed that whenever you refer to me, you do so by mistress. Sometimes, you call me master, but rarely mommy. That really hurts my feelings, because I feel like I’ve been so loving and nurturing to you. Haven’t I been good to you?”

“Yes, mommy.”

“See? Doesn’t that feel good? To call me mommy?” she asked, lifting her foot and bringing her big toe to my mouth.

“Yes, mommy.” I said, parting my lips slightly to kiss her toe.

“Good boy. Do you love your mommy?” she asked, looking down at me as I began worshiping her feet.

“Yes. I love my mommy so much.”

“Good boy. That’s what mommy loves to hear.”

“I’m sorry, mommy. I’ll always call you that from now on.” I said, feeling a level of arousal that I can’t even explain. She awakened my inner submissive like no one ever had before, and as pure arousal took over, I soaked her panty hose with spit from sucking.

“Look at that little cock, it’s so pretty. It looks much better shaved.” she said, watching me defile myself for her.

“Thank you, mommy. I agree.”

“It really showcases how feminine and dainty it is, like a little clit.” she said, pulling her cock out to serve as the contrast to my inadequate manhood.

“I love your dick, mommy. It’s so perfect.” I said, feeling my mouth water for a taste. It was so big and veiny, and her swollen balls were clearly in need of a release.

“Guess what, baby? Mommy is going to give you a reward for working on your behavior.” she said, unbuttoning her blouse so slowly that it was painful. I watched in awe, completely mesmerized by her physical perfection.

“Yes, mommy. Please.” I said, practically moaning because she had me so turned on that just looking at her was physically pleasurable. It was all starting to make sense, why she was a sacred goddess, and why the only purpose for my existence was to serve her.

“I want you to jerk your little dick for mommy, can you do that?” she asked, letting her white button up shirt part as she unbuttoned the last button. Her cleavage was almost majestic, showcasing her ample, perfectly round breasts.

“Yes, mommy. I can touch myself?” I asked, making sure it wasn’t too good to be true.

“Yes, baby. I want you to cum for your mommy, and shoot that little nut all over your tummy for me.”

“Yes, mommy.” I said, taking hold of myself at the base. “Can I spit on it?”

“Of course, baby. Just make sure that you’re completely focused on me while you cum, okay?” she asked. It was so comforting to see that side of her, and she slowly removed her shirt as I spit on my cock and began stroking. “Here, baby. Look at my mommy’s tits, that should help you cum harder.”

“Yes, mommy.” I said, shocked by how quickly I was about to cum. I stopped stroking and removed my hand, and my cock pulsed and a little bit of precum dribbled out from the tip.

“It’s okay, baby. Mommy doesn’t care that you ejaculate prematurely. Just cum for me, baby, as a tribute to my flawless beauty.” she said, stroking herself harder and with both hands. I looked up at her, watching her enormous balls bounce up and down in rhythm with her stroking.

“Yes, mommy.” I said, putting my hand back on my dick. Just lightly touching myself was enough, and I was climaxing within seconds, staring at her bouncing tits, massive cock, and aesthetically perfect, panty hose covered feet as my body pulsed with pleasure.

“Good boy! Look at that little dick, so adorable.” she said, stroking faster and talking dirty.

“Oh my God, that felt amazing.”

“Open your mouth, Harris. I’m gonna cum. Oh fuck.” she said, pointing the tip directly into my mouth as the geyser began flowing. Rope after rope, each somehow bigger than the last squirting into my mouth. I sat still on my knees as she filled my mouth, with certain errant streams painting my face. “Oh my God, that’s good.”

I looked up at her with expectant eyes, awaiting instruction. My mouth was so full that cum was spilling from the corners of my mouth.

“Gargle it. I want to see you make cum bubbles before you swallow it.” she said. I began to gargle her thick, viscous load until there literally were large cum bubbles. Angelina giggled, and turned me to swallow. It was salty, and so thick that it almost turned my stomach, but I did it. “That’s my good boy.” she said, holding the sole of her foot in front of my face so I could lick it.

“You have the most gorgeous feet, mommy. They’re immaculate.” I said, sniffing and licking. I felt like I was completely worthless in comparison to her, and couldn’t get over how lucky I was that she let me lick her feet.

“They are, aren’t they?” she asked, admiring her own feet and pressing them against the sides of my face. “I want you to scoop the cum off of your stomach, and I want you to eat it off of your own fingers.”

“Yes, mommy. Anything for you.”

“Call me mistress when I’m showing you how useless and pathetic you are, like making you eat your own cum because you’re nothing but a slave to your own uncontrollable lust toward me. Only call me mommy when the mood is more loving.” she said, as I scooped up my own cum and looked at it.

“Yes, mistress.” I said, reminded again of my own inferiority. I brought my fingertips to my lips, and hesitantly licked it up. Knowing it was mine made it disgusting, not at all the same as when she let me eat her delicious mommy-goo.

“That’s a good little slut, I’m glad you understand the only things you’re good for are obeying and serving your superior female master.”

“Yes, master. I live only for your pleasure.”

“Tonight, you’ll spend the night. Tomorrow, I want you to pack all of the things from your apartment, and take them to the dump. You’re going to live with me.” she said, stepping out of her clothes until she was completely naked. “Avert your eyes. You aren’t worthy of looking at me, it’ll only make you cum yourself.”

“Yes, mistress. Your perfection is beyond me, beyond words.”

“Yes, I know. It is. Once you move in, you’ll be expected to be my on-call servant, 24 hours a day and 365 days a year.” she said, walking over to her closet and pulling out a thin, satin robe and slipping into it. I tried to avoid gazing at her, but her flesh was like a magnet for my eyes.

“Yes, master.”

“And you will be expected to offer your entire salary as a tithe to my greatness, offering it willingly and with enthusiasm.” she said, standing directly over me, her heavy futa-cock swinging dramatically as she moved.

“Yes, master.”

“You will also be replacing my maid, and will be expected to keep my castle spotless and clean, to mirror myself.” she said.

“Yes, master.” It felt increasingly natural to  trust her completely, to give the entirety of myself to her knowing she was far more capable of running my life than I was.

“I’m dropping one of your work days, so you’ll only be going into the office four days a week. You’ll need the extra time to keep up with the gardening, and the lawn, and all of the cleaning. So your  salary will be decreasing accordingly, but it’s all coming to me anyway so that actually shouldn’t affect you.” she said.

That night, I went to sleep on the dog bed on the floor, shivering without a blanket because she liked it ice cold, but said that a dog like me should be able to keep itself warm.

There were aspects of the way she treated me that I didn’t care for, but I was so grateful that she let me cum that I simply let her have her way. I knew it was for the best, and speaking up would only be taken as insubordination. I slept clenching a buttplug, in hopes that eventually she’d let me take her cock.

It was a lot to swallow, the changes she was enforcing in my life, but I knew it could be for the better. Being with a woman as rich and powerful as Angelina would completely alter the trajectory of my life, and I’d never have to worry about finding a couch to surf on, or being evicted again. All I had to do was continuously do my best for her, and try to make myself into the version of myself she wanted me to be.

I kept thinking about how she didn’t have to be faithful to me, and how it was starting to make sense. Angelina required submission from her partner, but wasn’t the type who could be contained. She was too dominant, and it was the thing I loved most about her so I had to accept the good with the bad. Sure, I’d have rather she allowed me to at least try to satisfy her, but her standards for men were much higher than what I was capable of meeting.

Angelina was a real life goddess, and her presence in my life was something I had to look at with reverence. If she ever left me, I’d have to go back to my old life, as a loser who garnered zero attention from women, struggling and living paycheck to paycheck with no real prospects. My old mistress was video games, and they didn’t even compare in any way to my almighty goddess.


Kelsi Reid

[image: ]

Futanari Dominatrix - The Series

[image: ]

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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