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Chapter 1 - Angelina Velessio

Living with Harris was a lot of extra work, as pretty much everything I asked him to do, he did incorrectly. The stress he caused killed my sex drive, and I made him sleep in a chastity cage to make sure he wasn’t relieving himself without my permission. Work was crazy, and I decided it was time for a little personal vacation.

I’m admittedly a workaholic, but I’ve been known to treat myself to 3 or 4 day vacations from time to time. It felt like I was raising a child in Harris, and I just needed some alone time to decompress. I told Harris that he could go to work while I was gone, but that he must stay inside the house at all other times.

His collar had a GPS, and my house had state of the art cameras set up in every room, so I could go on vacation without having to worry about him. Harris didn’t need to have access to money, especially while I was out of the house, so I let him go grocery shopping and buy whatever he wanted to enjoy when I was away.

“You haven’t decided where you’re going yet?” he asked, seemingly excited for me. If only he knew what I considered blowing off steam, he wouldn’t have been quite so chipper.

“I’m not one hundred percent sure, I was thinking Venice. I could fly in, stay at a hotel in the city, and enjoy myself for a few days before flying back. My main concern is you burning down the dang house.” I said, smiling playfully. The idea of getting away from him for a few days made me genuinely happy, and I was looking forward to it.

“That’s so cool. I’ve never left the country, I’d love to travel someday.” he said, starry eyed and dreamy.

“That doesn’t surprise me, you don’t strike me as being cultured. It’s too bad, that’s a quality I find very attractive in a man.” I said, wondering how poor of a family he came from, but not interested enough to ask.

“No, not really. I’m just a nerd from the city.”

“Harris, that’s gross. Don’t out yourself like that, or people will figure out what type of person you are.”

“Yes, mistress.” he said, instantly defeated as always.

“Let me just go over the ground rules for when I’m gone, one more time so you don’t have any memory or lapses in judgment.” I said, pointing at the floor as an indication to sit. We were talking in the kitchen, but he still sat down on the tile floor in front of me. I hated when he stood up while I was talking, as it felt like an attempt to put himself near my level, and make it so I wasn’t looking down on him in such an extreme way.

“Yes, mistress.”

“I’m leaving Thursday night, so I want you to go to work Friday, and come straight home after. No side trips or socializing, straight home. Got it?”

“Yes, mistress.”

“And I’m going to check the cameras, and the GPS on your collar, so you better be acting right.”

“Yes, mistress.”

“Are you wearing your chastity cage right now?” I asked, testing him.

“Yes, mistress.” he said, pulling his waistband away from his stomach so I could see.

“Good. You will wear it at all times while I’m gone. If the cage is unlocked at any time, I’ll get a notification on my phone. I don’t want you watching pornography, or jerking off, or anything like that. I don’t mind if you fantasize about me, but it will be painful if you become aroused while wearing the cage. I don’t mind you associating me with pain, but I don’t want you thinking about any other women.” I said, raising my voice to emphasize the point. I made sure there were no other females working in the office, which worked out perfectly because he’d have had to stay home while I was on vacation otherwise.

“Yes, mistress. I would never. You’re the perfect goddess, and the only woman for me.” he said, raising his eyes momentarily to meet mine.

“As for the house, you can have free reign of everything except for my bed, and the pool. I don’t want you going outside. But, it will remain spotless at all times. If I check the cameras, and there’s even one thing out of place, you’ll have hell to pay.

“Yes, mistress. I understand, and I won’t disappoint you.”

“Don’t say that, Harris. You always disappoint me. You’re a perpetual disappointment. That’s what you are, that’s why you’re at this point in your life, down on your knees wearing a dog collar and a chastity belt, while your dom is going to Italy to get the brains fucked out of her. Actions speak louder than words, Harris.

It’s easy to say what you’re going to do, as any idiot with a voice box can make false promises. You need to learn to be a man of your word, Harris, so I’m going to hold you to it. If you disappoint me, then I’ll keep adding days onto when you’re allowed to cum again.” I said, eager to see how far I could push him.

“Yes, mistress. I’ll try being less frivolous with my words.”

“Okay. We’ll see. Go do some chores or something, get out of my sight. I have things to do.” I said, motioning him away so I could focus on booking my flight and hotel. That’s something that he should have been in charge of, but wasn’t competent enough to be trusted with. It was typical Harris, and I wondered if it would be possible for him to make any type of improvement over time, or if I would simply be stuck with an absolute dud of a sub.




Chapter 2 - Harris

It was hard to tell if I was getting the hang of being her submissive, or if I was in a constant state of failing. My main fear was screwing up so many times that she eventually lost hope in me, and kicked me to the curb.

There was no denying that she cared for me on some level, as I couldn’t think of another reason that she would pay the fine for breaking my lease so that I didn’t have any financial repercussions for moving out without notice. It was a big jump, moving in with her, but it felt like the best decision of my life.

The house was so incredible that it was ridiculous, like living in a scene from a movie. I wanted to have a couple friends over and relax by the pool, and show off how cool my new lifestyle was but she wasn’t having it. It was her house, so I had to respect her rules. I guess I really wanted to show her off, to be seen with her as a partner so that people could see that I was really making moves in my life.

When Angelina bought her ticket for Venice, it made me feel a bit paranoid. I hated thinking that way about her, but I just knew that once I was out of sight, I was out of mind, and she would do whatever she wanted to do with whoever she wanted to do it with.

We’d bonded so much in that first week that I moved in, and it was beginning to feel almost like a real relationship. It was unfortunate that any form of sex, even teasing, was pretty much cut off the moment I moved in, but I figured she was under a lot of stress and it was my job to support her. It wasn’t realistic to expect her to want sex as much as me, because there was no chance she found me as attractive as I found her. There’s a reason she was the goddess and I was her aspiring bottom bitch.

At the same time, there was an element of me that was under so much pressure with her. A few days alone without every little action being scrutinized was exactly what my soul needed, and I planned on eating shitty food, sleeping the days away, and trying not to make a mess. Even though Angelina wouldn’t allow a video game console inside of her home, I could still play on my phone or her computer as long as I didn’t let her catch me. I knew that she would check in on me, but I figured that once she was in Italy, I’d be the furthest thing from her mind.

I sometimes wished that she wasn’t so demanding. Being constantly berated and criticized was taking a toll on me, which is why I was looking forward to a few days without her where I could just be myself. I hoped for maybe something sexual to happen between us Wednesday night before she left, but was left with self induced blue balls, freezing cold on the dog bed instead.

Angelina didn’t allow me to use covers while I slept, so I waited until she fell asleep and used one of her jackets that I would slide under the bed before she woke up in the morning. I knew she’d flip out if she found out what I was doing, but it was so damn cold. She kept the thermostat at 65 during the nights, and she made me sleep in a thong and a low cut, women’s t-shirt.

Wearing women’s clothing made me feel nothing but embarrassment and shame, but after a couple days I hardly noticed. It’s not like I was allowed to hang out with anyone, and no one came to see her so she was the only one who knew. Luckily, she was merciful enough to let me wear normal clothing to work. She purchased for me two pairs of work pants, a pack of white t-shirts, a pack of white socks, and a pair of gym shoes so that I didn’t have to humiliate myself at the office.

“I don’t treat you like this to hurt you, I do it because I love you, and I want better for you.” she said, explaining her actions as my dominant. “You are deeply broken, and the only way to fix you is through extreme behavior modification. That’s why I point out everything you do wrong, because it’s a lot, and someone needed to take an interest in you to help rehabilitate you, or else you would have never even had a chance of being good enough.”

“That’s so beautiful. Thank you, mommy. I love you so much.”

“Yes, that’s my good boy. You understand why it has to be like this.” she said, purring into my ear and placing soft kisses on my neck and behind my ear before pulling away. It was Thursday, and we’d been off of work for about an hour.

“Yes, mommy. I do. Thank you so much for rescuing me.”

“You’re welcome, sweetheart.” she said, kissing my forehead before getting up to leave. “Alright, I’m headed for Venice. Hold down the fort.”

“Yes, mommy. I will.” I said, feeling very good about how things were between us when she left. It had been a while since she’d shown me any affection, and it really did make everything feel alright when she finally gave it to me right before taking off. It let my anxiety rest, and it felt like a million pounds lifted off my shoulders as she drove off into the night for the airport.

Angelina had control of the house’s locks and alarm system from her phone, and I heard them both click into place. She left me plenty of food and snacks to get by, and I walked around the house admiring it, finally there alone by myself and able to enjoy it.

She was so rich. I looked the house up online, and couldn’t believe how much she spent on it. It was more money than I could dream of making in my lifetime, and she spent it on one of her many homes. It made me feel proud to be her submissive, to serve some role in her impressive life.

I took a few photos of myself chilling in the crib like I owned the place, but hesitated when I went to send them to my dad. Angelina had ordered me to sign several NDA’s, and there was something in there about not taking any photos of her, with her, or of her property. I wasn’t supposed to speak publicly about our relationship at all, with family members or otherwise. It was kind of weird, but I decided not to send the photos. There was no reason to risk my suddenly lavish and cushy lifestyle. It was too good to be true, and I wasn’t going to waste it.

That first day was amazing, and the new cellphone she got me didn’t go off once after she told me that she’d arrived safely. I ate bowl after bowl of cereal while playing Def Con Tomb Raiders on my phone for hours and hours. It had been such a long time since I had a moment to myself, and time to just do what I enjoyed doing without being ridiculed for it.

I turned off all the lights so Angelina couldn’t see that I was using a blanket, and I’d never been more thankful for having warmth in my life than that night. I moved the thermostat up to 69, and fell into a deep slumber.

In the morning, I started cleaning and ate a healthy breakfast. I sent a text to Angelina, telling her that I hoped she was having the time of her life and that I loved her, but I received no response even though she was 7 hours ahead of me.

Finally, she called me at 8 pm, but when I answered the video call I couldn’t hear anything over all the background noise. She was at a nightclub, and clearly wasted.

“Fuck you, Harris! You won’t even, fucking talk to me like a man.” she said. It was the only thing I could make out, as the rest of her drunken rambling was drowned out by the crowd and music.

“Yes, mistress. You’re above me, and I love you.” I said, slyly moving my finger to the end call button. She called right back, again and again while I questioned whether I should answer it. Surely, I’d be punished for ignoring her, but she was blackout drunk and angry.

I went to her liquor cabinet, and poured myself a tall glass of whiskey and then went back to my phone on the table in front of the most comfortable leather couch in the world. As I sank into it, she started calling again. I took a big swig of whiskey, and then placed the glass back on the table and answered her call.

“You fucking left me, you piece of shit. You’re nothing but a pathetic fucking, lying piece of shit. That’s what you are.” she said, no longer in the club but walking outside.

“Baby, where are you? What’s going on?” I asked, concerned for her safety. Angelina was a ten out of ten in any city in the world, and she was drunk, alone, and vulnerable.

“I can’t find any fucking coke. This is fucking bullshit!” she screamed, repeating the word bullshit several times before ending the call.

“Jesus Christ. And I’m the one that’s pathetic?” I asked myself, shaking my head. She was always one second from lashing out, but she was absolutely terrifying as a drunk. I took another sip of whiskey, and felt the warmth emanating from my stomach as the endorphins kicked in. I took a deep breath, and then my phone started going off again. I inhaled once more, and answered.

“You’re in my fucking house. I hope you’re ready, bitch. The cops are fucking coming! And they’re gonna fuck you up, bitch.” she said, slurring and pointing at her phone. She was dressed like an absolute skank, and her makeup was all over her face.

“Angelina, no. I’m sorry, but you need to pull yourself together.”

“Oh yeah? Is that what I need to do? What about you, fucking mister in your high tower. You’re nothing but a little bitch, I made almost five million dollars last year. How much did you make? Oh yeah, 36 fucking thousand dollars! Because I’m your boss, bitch! That’s how I fucking know.” she said, speaking so fast that she was running out of breath.

“Yes, baby. You’re right. You’re so amazing, and successful, and gorgeous. You’re perfect. I just want you to be safe, baby. Where are you?” I asked, trying to get through to her.

“Oh. You wanna know where I’m safe right now because of how I am? Because you’re fucking cheating on me right now, you little mother fucker. That’s what you are, a little mother fucker.” she said, spit flying from her mouth and landing on her camera lens so that I couldn’t even see her anymore. I took that as my cue to hang up on the phone call. Of course, she called right back.

“She’s not even going to remember this in the morning.” I said, choosing to leave it alone. There was no getting through to her, and she wasn’t even making sense. I took off my chastity cage, went into her bathroom and grabbed a bottle of lotion, and then laid right in her bed and jerked off while watching a porno on my phone where a guy and a girl just had normal sex, with him on top and actually being allowed to fuck her.

It was a powerful orgasm, and I fell asleep in her bed with my stomach still covered in jizz.




Chapter 3 - Angelina Velessio

I woke up with a splitting headache, and immediately administered my portable IV. It was the ultimate hangover cure, and mine was so bad that I needed two bags of saline to get right.

After that, I was painfully hungry and went for a couple slices at the first pizzeria I came across. I hadn’t even looked at myself in the mirror, but I felt like I looked like hell. Small flashes of the night before came and went, but it was mostly a blur.

“I need to fuck.” I said, chomping down on my authentic Italian pizza, which was so much more simple and less gluttonous than America’s take on the pie. My friend Sherry lived in Venice, and was supposed to be my hook for cocaine but she ghosted me.

My plan was to get shit faced and do a couple lines, and then get more shitfaced and do some more lines. I planned to go all night, but my plans got cut short when she didn’t come through. I woke to texts from her, apologizing profusely and promising that I could come by and get some tonight.

Anyway, I downed shots like I was rehydrating on Gatorade, and ended up completely blacking out and losing my shit. Luckily, I had a couple thousand euros on me and somehow found a cab and got back to the hotel.

A part of me was relieved when I woke up and there wasn’t a strange man in bed with me. I’d been reckless and lucky nothing happened to me. The other part of me was disappointed, with a strong resolve to rectify that issue once nighttime rolled around again.

In the meantime, I was trying to piece together what had happened the night before. I remembered going into the Crazy Bull, and taking shots, but I couldn’t remember anything after that.

I saw that I’d called Harris a bunch of times, and I immediately felt sick to my stomach. My plan was to only contact him while I was gone to complain about his behavior, and to tell him to clean more. There were several times he answered, and I looked at the call times and felt a level of embarrassment that isn’t explainable.

“God fucking dammit. Why the fuck did he answer?” I asked, feeling my embarrassment turn to seething rage. It was his fault that I had to come to Italy in the first place, and risk my own safety by drinking to excess with no protection to speak of.

I hated the idea of him knowing something I didn’t, but I couldn’t for the life of me remember what had occurred on those phone calls. I had no memory of it whatsoever. Naturally, I assumed that I dominated him and did nothing to threaten my role as his dom, but I hated not knowing what I’d said or done.

I spent the next several hours going over the surveillance footage from my house, tracking his every move and seeing how he acted while I wasn’t around. Everything went well at first, until I saw him drinking my liquor and ignoring my calls.

There was no missing the cameras, but he had no idea how sophisticated they were. Once I knew that he was being a piece of shit while I was away, I decided to dedicate my day to figuring out all the ways he screwed up.

The hangover passed quickly between the IV and pizza, but I still felt a general fatigue and irritability.  If Harris was simply a more trustworthy man, then I wouldn’t have all of the stresses associated with him imposed on me. It angered me that even in Venice Italy, he was still managing to piss me off.

He almost got lucky, and got off with a small punishment for drinking my liquor without asking, and ignoring my calls which was a direct form of insubordination. I’m not sure why, but a few hours into my deep dive, I decided to check the night vision to see if he was up to no good after hours.

“Oh my God. No fucking way. I got you, you little shit. You thought you could disrespect me like that? Fuck him. He’s gonna pay.”




Chapter 4 - Harris

When I didn’t hear from Angelina, I assumed she didn’t remember what happened and our slates were clean. It actually made me feel good, that the chaos was simply a blip in time that could be easily forgotten.

I still loved her deeply despite her flaws, and went to work cleaning the house in order to show her my devotion. It was almost six o’clock when she finally called, and I answered on the couch wearing a thong and sports bra to show her my submission.

“Hey Harris. What are you doing?” she asked, laying on a hotel bed and holding her phone at an odd angle.

“Hi, mommy. I just finished cleaning the house, thinking about you.” I said, straightening my posture and trying to start the call on a better first note than the night before.

“You know what I’m thinking about? The Italian sausage filling my pussy.” she said, turning the angle of the phone so that I could see a man on top of her, drilling her from behind in her hotel room.

“Oh. That’s good, baby. I just want you to be happy.” I said, sighing. It wasn’t the first time she’d taken another lover over me, and it still hurt, but I was becoming more and more numb to it.

“It’s so big, daddy. Drill that pussy like a man. Show me what a useless little whore I am.” she said, about as convincing as an everyday pornstar. I knew it was late there, and assumed she’d met the man at a club or something.

“Who’s pussy is this?” he asked, speaking with a thick accent and really drilling her. His cock was very thick, and I watched it slide in and out of my Angelina’s creamy pussy.

“It’s yours daddy. It’s your pussy. Only yours.” she said, holding the phone over her shoulder so I could see her driving his hips against her fat ass, making it jiggle with each hard thrust.

“I want to impregnate you, Angelina. It’s so good.” he said, grunting like an animal as he bottomed out inside her. It was easy to see that I could never fuck her like that, even on the off chance she ever let me try. I’m not sure why I didn’t hang up, but I couldn’t seem to look away.

It made me so aroused that it was shameful, and as my cock filled with blood it ached from being squeezed by my cage. I wanted to take it off and touch myself, jerking off to a video of my woman being ravaged by a random man in another country.

“Do it daddy. Give me that nut. I love your cock so much, I want your babies.” she said, dirty talking and throwing her ass back against him. She turned the camera to her face, making me watch her bite down on her lip as he drove his fat cock inside her pussy.

“Oh fuck! Angelina, baby. Oh my God.” I could tell by the change in his breathing and speech that he was cumming, of course without a condom and inside my dom.

I was trying not to be turned on, to not care and treat it like no big deal, but I couldn’t help it. It hurt me, and I wanted to have that type of intimate experience with her for myself. And I didn’t want to have to share her with any man who happened to tickle her impulsive fancy. My cock still rushed with blood, pressing against the steel cage that hugged it tight.

Angelina ended the call without warning, leaving me to sit with thoughts of them together, being romantic and doing all the things I wished I could do with her. I began masturbating myself with my cage still on, taking what little pleasure I could along with the pain. Eventually it hurt too much, and I was forced to stop knowing that I’d probably end up with another case of blue balls.

She texted me later, with night vision footage of me sleeping in her bed, masturbating, and drinking her liquor. I literally broke out in sweats, pacing around the house uncontrollably gripped with anxiety.

“Fuck, fuck, fuck. Why did I defy her?” I asked myself, realizing that I might be completely screwed. I lived with her, worked under her, and had nowhere to go if things went south between us. I got down on my knees and prayed to God, promising that I would change my ways and fully submit to her. I didn’t want the uncertainty anymore, the lack of stability. I just wanted to live with Angelina, and do whatever she told me to do.

I didn’t even care if she fucked other guys, or didn’t let me have sex with her. I just wanted the safety net she provided. I wanted to stay her little bitch forever, no matter how she treated me or what she did.
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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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