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Chapter 1 - Harris

At 23, I finally felt like I’d found my place in the world. I had my own studio apartment, and a salaried job playing video games, doing a podcast, and running a social media page. Life was grand.

My work day started at 10 am, when I met up at the “office” with my other two coworkers. From there, we’d have coffee and shoot the shit, and eventually log on and start streaming and playing at around 10:45. From there it was a marathon gaming session, where the three of us took turns playing and creating content for the site.

The pay was $36,500 annually, and I couldn’t believe that I was getting paid to do what I loved. Jon and Brian were the other two members of the team, and we worked for a large gaming content conglomerate called I-game-U-game, that allowed for guys like us to make a decent living for indulging our gaming lifestyles.

Before IGUG, I was couch surfing and barely surviving on my telemarketing job, and before that I was failing out of college. It was a huge turnaround for myself, and it felt good being able to afford my own place. It was the first time I found myself truly motivated, and excited to go into work each morning. We all shared the same job title, but I was kind of the unofficial leader of the group.

My apartment was two miles down the road from IGUG, so I rode my bike there in the mornings. It was a cool spring morning, a Friday, just like any other day on the job. I beat Jon and Brian there, and checked in at the front desk before heading for the office down the hallway.

The guys showed up, and we talked about our weekend plans. Everything was normal until 10:30, when a gorgeous woman strode into our office. All three of us perked up at the sight of her, and froze in our tracks.

She was tall, wearing nylon tights and high heels that accentuated her curves and long, flowing figure. There hadn’t been a female in the office since we started, and certainly not a woman as stunning as what stood before us.

“Hi boys.” she said, her voice confident and booming. “What are we up to this morning?” she asked, staring back at us and waiting for a response. A smile spread across her face and she crossed her arms.

“Uhm, just working.” I said, my voice sounding weak because of my dry mouth. She was so fucking gorgeous that I felt paralyzed, and I think Jon and Brian were suffering an even worse case of paralysis than me.

“Doesn’t look like it. What are you actually doing?” she asked, raising her voice even though her facial expression remained the same. I guess by speaking up, I’d become the group spokesperson because she was staring directly at me.

“I’m getting a social media post ready, Jon is playing Bonzai Warfare 6 on the live stream, and Brian is doing video editing.” I said, standing up from the couch to put myself on even footing with her, even though all it did was further showcase the massive height difference between us.

“Getting a social media post ready? What does that even mean?” she asked, furrowing her brow and snorting out a condescending laugh. “Is that what we pay you for? To get a social media post ready?”

“It’s part of the job, yes.” I said, feeling myself well up with anger. I didn’t even know who this woman was, and already she was coming after me for no reason.

“I personally allocate two…maybe three minutes max on a social media post. I have too much to do to waste time on such trivial matters. Just wrap it up, and get on to something more productive, will you sweetie?” she asked, softening her tone but intensifying her gaze.

“Yeah. I’ll get it done.” I said, looking down as I couldn’t bear her stare.

“And then what?” she asked. I looked up at her, unsure of what to say. “Then you’ll get onto something more productive, yes?” she asked, speaking slowly and nodding her head.

“Yeah.”

“Okay, good. I’m glad we had this talk. Are all three of you salary?” she asked, looking around at us.

“Do you mind telling us who you are?” I asked. I could feel the beads of sweat rolling down my armpits, and I knew my face was beet red.

“I’m Angelina Velessio, the new CFO of I-game U-game.” she said, without a hint of irony. “And you guys, are one of our lowest viewed content creators.”

“That’s because we just started. Our growth rate is on par with industry standards.” I said, suddenly trying to justify my position to the CFO of IGUG.

“Be that as it may, I’m of the belief that IGUG vastly over invested in, and overestimated the value of, niche content creators like yourself.” she said.

“We aren’t niche content creators. We’re part of the IGUG brand, we connect the company to everyday gamers with a real personal connection.” I said, looking around at the guys for support. They at least managed nodding, with their asses still glued to their couches.

“You guys play Bonzai Warfare, Ancient War Machine, and Dynasty Destruction. You’re niche.” she said, grinning. I could see that she didn’t take us seriously, and I didn’t think it was fair for her to just come in and rain on our parade like that.

“All of those games have good communities.” I said.

“Well kum ba yah! All three of those games are on my chopping block. We spend way too much money developing those types of niche games, when what we really need to be doing is going all in on our most successful franchises.” she said, looking down at me. I felt so much indignation, I wanted to swear at her and tell her to shove it up her ass, but she was the CFO.

“I think that would be a mistake, alienating your hardcore fan base that have been playing these games since they were kids.” I said, pleading not only for my job, but for the games I loved to play.

“Look, I’m gonna shoot it to you three straight. I’m not saying you’re fired, because I’m gonna go back to my office and take another look at you guys’ numbers before I finalize my decision. But, I will be making that decision by the end of the day, and I think it would be best if you guys shut down the stream in the meantime, and packed up your things just in case.” she said, having a casual glance around the room, shaking her head in disgust before storming out.

“That woman is the antichrist.”  I said, finally exhaling.

“That’s Angelina Velessio, dude. I’ve jerked off to her.” Jon said, smiling wide eyed, and no longer mute.

“Sick, dude.” I said, in lieu of slapping him across the face. “Dude, we’re fired. We don’t have jobs anymore.”

“I dunno, she said she was gonna take a final look at the numbers.” Brian said, no longer made of stone.

“Where were you guys? No one said a word.”

“I dunno, dude. I’ve jerked off to her.” Jon said.

“Great. This is great. We’re all getting canned and neither of you give a shit.” I said, realizing my doom. I couldn’t have gotten off to a worse start with Angelina, and her mind seemed made up already, before the fact. I didn’t like my chances.

Without anything to do, we sat and waited. Jon and Brian grabbed boxes and began packing their things, reticently accepting their fates instantly and without any sign of a fight.

“How are you guys okay with this? You know how hard we work.” I said, finally breaking the tension filled silence.

“I dunno, man. Do we really work that hard?” Jon asked, shrugging. “I knew this job was a scam, that’s why I took it. It’s a slacker’s paradise. We do a couple social media posts and play video games. The hardest part of the job is the video editing, which isn’t that bad, and we split it three ways. This job is cake, one person could do it by themselves, easily.” he said. It was the single smartest thing he’d ever said, and the first time I’d seen him string sentences together so seamlessly.

“I’m fucked.” I said. While Angelina was in her office, making us sweat, all I could think about was how it was back to life surfing couches, this time with an eviction looming over my head. Good times.

The day passed by impossibly slow, and I became a nervous wreck as I pictured my impending descent into homelessness. Life giveth, and she taketh away.

“Harris. You’re wanted in Ms. Velessio’s office.” said Derek, the guy at the front desk.

“Me? Okay.” I looked over at the guys, who didn’t seem at all concerned, content with sitting around to collect a final day’s paycheck. I followed Derek, and he pointed me to the massive office upstairs, which had been vacant and stuffed with boxes since I’d arrived. I could see as I approached that it had all been cleared out, and was decorated with her things.

I wasn’t sure what she wanted, but I reserved a small bit of hope that she might put us on some sort of trial period where she could keep an eye on us and see what we bring to the table. Her door was closed, and I wasn’t sure whether to knock or just go in, so I went on the safe side and rapped my knuckles against the door.

“Come in!” she screeched. As soon as I entered the room, she was berating me. “Why do people do that? I specifically asked for you to come see me in my office, do you really think I’m going to be surprised when you show up 30 seconds later? Just open the Goddamn door and come in.”

“Alright. Noted.” I said, instantly on guard. She was a gorgeous yet terrifying woman, and I had no idea what to expect. She sat in a large swiveling office chair, while I was across the desk, with the little wooden one.

“So I’ve crunched the numbers, and your little division definitely isn’t necessary.” she said, opening the conversation. “Sit down, Harris. I don’t need you looking down at me.”

“Okay. So…we’re fired?” I asked, resigned to my fate.

“Yes. But, I’ve decided not to ax the franchises. So I’m going to put a lot more on your plate, you’re going to have to play and cover other games. All of what we’re going to call the “classic” division of IGUG.” she said.

“So I’m getting promoted?” I asked.

“No, Harris. Don’t be ridiculous.” she said, snickering earnestly. Her eyes sparkled and her glare cast a spell over me. “You’re going to take a very slight pay cut, and you’re going to have to actually work, but you get to keep your job. If you want it.”

“A pay cut? I only make thirty six five!” I said, unsure how more work equated to less pay.

“It’s a very minor cut, Harris. Don’t get your panties in a bunch. You’ll be making thirty five four now. You won’t even notice it.” she said.

“Ms. Velessio, with all due respect, that’s not acceptable. I’ll keep the same pay, or I’ll take a raise, but I’m not taking a pay cut so I can do more.” I said, pulling back my shoulders and forcing myself to look into her eyes.

“Okay, Harris. Clear out your things. Tell the rest of the boys they’re fired as well.” she said, putting on her glasses and turning her attention quickly to her notebook.

“That’s it? Take a pay cut or I’m fired?” I asked.

“Listen, Harris. I’m the CFO of the company, and I don’t have time to deal with the drama of mid-wits. Let me try to explain this like you’re five, so that maybe you have a chance of comprehending it.

Your division has been removed. I’ve created a new division of IGUG called “Classics”, which includes all of the mediocre selling games that you enjoy. Because you’ve already been with the company and seem reasonably competent, I was offering you this new position, which does happen to come with more responsibilities and a slightly lower entry level of pay than your previous position.”

“Okay, I understand, and I don’t want to lose my position here at IGUG. I love it here, it’s given me purpose, and-”

“I don’t care, Harris. Look, you’re getting on my last nerve. Close that door, and pull the shades.” she said, her face deadly serious.

“What?”

“Don’t play dumb. You heard what I said. Close the door. Pull the shades.”

“Okay.” I said, slowly standing before completing her tasks.

“Lock the door.”

“Okay.” I said, turning both locks before sitting back down. I was getting a strange feeling, like something bad was about to happen.

“I’m Angelina Velessio. I’m the CFO of this company, I’m a model, an influencer, and a multi-millionaire. I own 6 properties in prime locations across the United States.” she said, placing her elbows on the desk, and her fingertips together as she leaned forward and spoke. “I’m not here to negotiate with a booger picking virgin who makes thirty five thousand a year.”

“I’m not a “booger picking virgin”, I’m a valuable member of IGUG.”

“No, Harris. You’re an ant. You’re nothing. I am a valuable member of IGUG. You aren’t getting this.” she said, sliding back her chair and standing up. I watched as she came out from behind her desk, and couldn’t help admiring her thighs and perfect bubble butt as she went to the window and peeked out.

“Ms. Velessio. I need this job. It’s how I pay my bills.”

“I’ve had enough of your insolence. You’re too big for your own britches around here, I don’t think you’re a good fit for the company. I have a zero tolerance policy for even micro acts of insubordination, and your tone just doesn’t sit well with me. You can go.” she said.

“Ms. Velessio, please reconsider.” I said, feeling my heart rate skyrocket. It was really happening, I was about to lose my dream job. It wasn’t worth it, losing everything for such a small amount of money.

“No. Leave now, Harris, or I’ll be forced to call security.” she said. I felt my entire life slip away, and thoughts of doing hard manual labor for even less pay flashed in my mind. I’d never been fired before, and the uncertainty made me start shaking with emotion. It wasn’t fair, it wasn’t right. She shouldn’t be able to ruin my life so callous and casually.

“Please. I can’t lose my apartment, IGUG means everything to me.” I said, clasping my hands together and begging. I instantly regretted not accepting her offer, and wished I could go back to that moment in time.

“Harris, get on your hands and knees.” she said.

“What?”

“Get down on your hands and knees in front of me. I want you to kiss my feet.” she said. Her tone changed, and she sat down at the edge of her desk. “If you show me that you can be a good boy, accept your role as my inferior, and change your attitude from being entitled to serving Angelina Velessio, and making sure that Angelina Velessio is taken care of and pleased, then I think you’ll have a much better time here as an employee of I-game U-game.” she said. I became mesmerized by her beauty, and found myself instinctively lowering myself before her.

“Yes Ms. Velessio.”

“You will no longer refer to me as that. You will call me mistress, goddess, master, or mommy.”

“Yes mistress.” I said, keeping my head down. I hadn’t even processed what was happening, but I became very aroused in my pants, and the urge to submit to her welled up inside me.

“Good boy. Maybe you can learn to be mommy’s little bitch.” she said, removing one of her shoes, and dangling her nylon covered, perfectly arched foot directly in front of my face. “Kiss, suck, and lick. That’s what a good boy does for his goddess. To show his devotion.”

“Yes Goddess.” I said, so turned on that I couldn’t think rationally. I did as I was told, and began soaking her nylons with my wet mouth, sucking on her toes and debasing myself before her.

“Good boy. Show mommy how much you love her. Look up here. Show me those submissive eyes.” she said. When I looked up, I received the shock of a lifetime. Angelina had pulled up her skirt, exposing her absolutely massive cock.

“What is…?” I asked, my voice trailing off as I stared in awe at the thick, veiny, python of a cock that hung between her legs.

“It’s a she-cock, sweetie. I’m futanari.”

“Oh.” I said, unable to stop staring at it. It was so huge, so big and juicy that it called out for me to obey, to do whatever was necessary to make her cum. Angelina took hold of it by the base with both hands, swinging it back and forth in front of my face.

“You like it, don’t you?” she asked. I nodded in a trance, my mouth watering for a taste. I admired her large, swollen balls, perfectly hairless and plump, clearly in need of release.

“Yes mistress.”

“You want to serve this superior cock, don’t you baby boy?”

“So much.” I said, almost whimpering. My cock was so hard that it had a pulse, but I felt so inferior to her that I didn’t want her to see it.

“Keep worshiping your master’s feet, and maybe if you’re good enough, I’ll let you gag on it.” she said, content to torment me with arousal, teasing as my hard dick became so full of pressure that it felt like I might cum in my pants. I wanted more, but it was all she would give me so I ate it up, sniffing and licking all over her soles and toes. I couldn’t help watching her stroke play with herself, stroking her incredible cock faster and faster while staring down into my eyes.

“I love it, mistress. You’re so beautiful.” I said.

“Look at you. So pathetic. One minute, you’re mouthing off and standing up for yourself, the next, on your knees in front of a woman, sucking.” she said. I nodded, unwilling to remove her toes from deep in my mouth. I ran my tongue around this, sucking from the spit soaked fabric as saliva dribbled down my chin.

“I’ll do anything you tell me to, mistress.”

“Yeah you will.” she said. “Put your hands behind your back.” she said, hopping down off the desk and making her cock swing dramatically. She went around her desk, and retrieved a pair of shiny silver handcuffs.

“Yes, mistress.” I said, unsure of why I so easily allowed myself to trust this woman I’d just met. It was like she had a power over me, a dominant nature that naturally made me bend to its will.

“I need to see that you have restraint, and can control yourself.” she said, clicking the cuffs into place, and then clicking them extra tight.

“Ow.” I said, unintentionally letting out a yip.

“Are they too tight?”

“Yes mistress.”

“Good. Then they’re just right.” she said, grabbing hold of me by the cuffs and dragging me behind her desk so that no one could see me. She then went to the front of the office, and opened up the blinds and unlocked the door, before returning to her desk.

“What are we doing?”

“Don’t ask questions. Just be patient and obey. And be quiet.”

“Yes mistress.” I whispered. Angelina removed both of her shoes, placing them beside her chair while I laid on the ground under her desk, on my side and facing her. She dangled her feet in front of my face, making me tend to them with my mouth for several minutes before paging her secretary, Derek.

“Derek, send in Jon and Brian. At the same time please, they’re being let go.”

“Yes ma am.” he said, responding from his line. There was nothing I could do, except lay hidden in handcuffs while she rubbed both of her feet all over my face. With the handcuffs on, I had no chance to provide any stimulation to myself, even though she was forcing me to stay aroused the entire time.

I heard the boys entering her office a moment later, opening the door without even knocking.

“Jon, Brian. Have a seat.” she said, pointing them to the little brown chairs. “As you know, I’ve been taking a look at your numbers, and unfortunately, it isn’t looking too good for you guys.” she said, pausing to look down at me. She placed one of her feet on my crotch, and the other in my mouth, forcing me to swallow it deeper by shoving it down my throat.

“Well, that’s too bad.” said Brian.

“But it was really nice meeting you. I’m a big fan.” Jon said, unbothered by the news of being canned.

“Thanks.” said Angelina, giggling softly. Her foot began moving back and forth on my cock, over the outside of my pants. It felt so good, but I was too busy trying to control my breathing and not make any noise to enjoy it. “What about me are you a fan of? My work as CFO?”

“Ugh. Uhm, you know. Kind of, like, the stuff you did online. Like, the modeling type stuff.” he said, stammering through every word. I wasn’t sure what was more painful, listening to him or being gagged by Angelina’s big toe.

“Jon. Are you saying that you think I’m pretty?” she asked.

“Yeah.” he said, bashful and intimidated.

“Well you can just come out and say it, I don’t mind a compliment.” she said, being extra peppy and cheerful. “Anyway, just go ahead and clear out your desks. On behalf of everyone at IGUG, we wish you luck in your future endeavors.”

“Thank you.” Jon said, standing up.

“Thank you for the opportunity.” Brian said, extending his hand over the desk for a handshake, which Angelina politely declined. “Oh, yeah. Sorry.” he said, filing out of her office behind Jon and closing the door.

“Well, your little friends are gone. I guess it’s just you and me now.” she said, pulling up her skirt and again exposing herself. “I wonder what we should do.” she said, musing. I sat up against the wall, looking up her skirt and squirming, desperately in need of touch. She was easily the most beautiful futanari woman I’d ever seen, and it felt like I was so close to getting her.

“I only want to serve you, mistress.”

“Stand up. I want you to lay down on my desk. On your stomach.” she said, reaching down to grab hold of my hair, pulling it hard to assist me to my feet. She held on as she put me into position, sliding my head to the edge of the desk.

“Yes mistress.” I said, watching as she stood directly in front of me, and turned around. She wore no underwear, and lowered her ass down to my face, draping her skirt over it as she planted her asshole directly against my mouth.

“Good boy.” she said, reaching back and pushing the back of my head into her ass, bending over and shaking it back and forth as I hungrily lapped away. It was pure instinct, and the moment her flesh entered my mouth, all bets were off.

No one had ever treated me like that before, but I’d also never been with a woman so beautiful. There was nothing I wouldn’t do to be with her. “Eat it. Use your tongue. Make out with it. Stick your tongue all the way in there, show me what a slut you are for your master.” she said, her voice booming. I glanced over to see that we were on full display, luckily no one had noticed what was going on in the office of the new CFO.

“Mmm…” I moaned, burying my face so far in her fat bubble that my face disappeared.

“Good slut. Just like that. Serve your goddess.” she said, her voice laced with lust. “Tell me how much you like it. Tell me how perfect I am.”

“Yes Goddess. You are above me, my superior in every way.”

“Don’t stop.” she said, my nose pressed against her buttcrack as the tip of my tongue flicked against her anus.

“I’m obsessed with you. I’m powerless to you. You make me weak.” I said the words without shame, too horny to think straight. Laying on the hard desktop was uncomfortable, and forced my erection at a weird angle, but I didn’t dare mention my grievance. I was too immersed in what was happening. It had been years since I’d been with a woman, and she was absolutely entrancing.

“Come here. Back down on your knees.” she said, again grabbing me by the hair and forcing me down. She pulled me across the floor, banging my knees as I struggled to keep up as she again pulled the curtains, and locked the door.

“What can I do, mistress?” I asked, as she held my head up to look at her. She grabbed hold of my jaw, and spit in my face.

“Make me cum.” she said, standing up in front of me, pitching the largest tent I’d ever seen in her skirt.

“Yes Goddess.” I said, ducking my head under her skirt and bobbing until my lips were wrapped around one of her balls.

“Good boy. Show mommy’s balls some love.”

“Mmm…” I gobbled away with my hands aching behind my back, eagerly doing as I was told. There was no time to stop and think, as my mind was fully in the mode to serve. All I wanted was to make her happy, to become her faithful servant and do anything she asked of me. I wanted to keep her, to make her mine. Or the other way around. I didn’t care so long as I could have her. Angelina pulled her skirt away from my face, taking hold of herself by the cock and wagging it back and forth.

“Open wide. Stick out your tongue.” she said.

“Yes, mistress.” I said, making it so. I sat obediently in front of her as she slapped her cock against my tongue, waiting patiently for her permission.

“Such a good little slut. I can’t bury it in your tight little asshole, but you haven’t earned that yet.” she said, stroking herself while bouncing it off of my dripping tongue.

“I love your cock, master.”

“Do you worship it?”

“Yes master.” I said, staring at her bulbous mushroom cockhead, opening wide to receive it.

“Show me.” she said. Angelina’s dominant nature came out in everything she did, and I had no hands to hang on with as she impaled me with her throbbing she-dick. It filled my mouth to the brim, activating my gag reflex over and over, which had no effect on Angelina whatsoever.

“Guck! Guck! Guck!” I coughed and choked, spilling viscous spit all over the place as she used my mouth for pleasure. She began thrusting so fast and rhythmically that her swinging balls clapped against my chin. I felt ashamed by how much I liked it, and how continuously hard I’d stayed the entire time that she treated me like an object.

“Throat it. Deeper. Show me that you deserve this opportunity.” she said, her spit soaked cock slipping all the way down my throat. I couldn’t breathe, but I was learning to receive it. As she flossed it up and down my throat, I felt myself cross the threshold of arousal that I could handle, and I began spasming in place as it happened. The build up took several seconds, but there was no denying it. I was cumming in my pants without stimulation, making a mess without ever being touched.

“Ugh! Fuck. Oh my God.” I grunted, moaning in pleasure and embarrassment. Angelina laughed, noticing the wet spot in my pants and figuring out what had happened.

“Oh, wow. You came in your pants, you pathetic virgin.” she said, shaking her head as post nut clarity kicked in. “You’re so inferior, I can’t believe I’m wasting my time on you. You better swallow my cum, and show me that you’re dedicated. Without pure, blind dedication to me, you will never be anything.”

“Guck!” I gagged, struggling for air as her fat girth began pulsing inside my throat, choking me as it erupted with hot sticky goo. Angelina held my head in place, unwilling to release me until she’d fully drained herself directly into my stomach.

“Yes! Fuck. Yes, baby. That’s it, that’s what you have to do to be worthy. Good boy.” she grunted, blasting rope after rope down my gullet until finally it was extinguished.

I immediately began coughing, and cum shot out of my nose and mouth. There was so much, and I tried in vain to wipe it from my face. The front of my shirt was completely soaked, and I sat there dripping before her, waiting for instructions.

“I needed that.” she said, tossing me a hand towel as she tucked her cock away and sat back down at her chair. “I’ll definitely keep you, at least for another day.”

“Thank you, Mistress.” I said, still bowing before her.

“You’re released for the day. Be here at 7:45 tomorrow, meet in my office.” she said. “Go.”

“Uhm, Mistress? My handcuffs?” I asked. She smirked, and motioned for me to approach her. I turned around, and she let me loose. “Thank you, Goddess.” I said, scurrying off. As I walked down the hall, I noticed Brian and Jon leaving our office, and walking straight for me with boxes in hand.

“Did you get canned too?” Brian asked, as we came closer together.

“Ugh, yeah. I might have another opportunity, but as of now, yeah.” I said, lying nervously.

“What’s all over you? Did you just come from Valentina’s office?” Jon asked, looking at me funny.

“Ugh, fuckin’ donuts. I fell on some freshly glazed donuts.” I said, the only thing I could think of that would make sense in that scenario.

“Right on, I love donuts.” Jon said, scooping up a glob and shoving it into his mouth before I could stop him. There was a pause, and he looked at me for several seconds. “Tastes weird. Not like donuts.”

“Yeah, I dunno. Didn’t get the chance to try them.” I said, walking right past them in a mad dash to get out of there before I saw anyone else I knew. It was a crazy day, and my mind was spinning as I rode back to my apartment.

I took a shower and threw my clothes in the shower, replaying my encounter with Angelina over and over. She was so fucking hot, and I wondered if my new job would consist mostly of being her personal sex slave, because if so, I was happy to take the pay cut.

When I fell asleep that night, I was full of excitement for the following day.


His Futanari Dominatrix, Volume 2

Chapter 1 - Harris

Instead of riding my bike to work, I decided to leave extra early and walk. It was a bit of an adjustment, getting up so much earlier than usual, but I knew that I had to do everything Angelina said down to a T.

Being so close to losing my job made me realize how lazy and unskilled I really was, as the mere thought of having to do real work was almost paralyzing. I’d spent my entire life in pursuit of my job at IGUG, and I would have to fight like hell if I wanted to keep it.

It was impossible not to think about her after what had happened. Our encounter was the single most erotic moment of my life, and it awakened things inside of me that I didn’t know existed.

She effortlessly brought out my inner desire to submit to a powerful woman, and her presence alone was enough to make me feel inferior. Angelina was probably six inches taller than me, with massive breasts, a perfectly round and obscenely thick ass, and a cock that made mine look like a vienna sausage.

I wondered what she’d be wearing at work as I replayed being handcuffed on her floor, worshiping one nylon covered foot while the other teased my cock. She put a spell on me, and I couldn’t wait to be laying beneath her again, making out with her toes while she handled real business.

It was the first time I’d dealt with a penis, and I guess it didn’t seem as jarring because of the absolute goddess it was attached to. Beneath her heavy hangers was a pretty little pink vagina, and I prayed to the heavens that she’d eventually let me use it.

My anxiety kicked in as I approached the building. Angelina had a bossy meanness to her that I found unpredictable. As someone who hates conflict, my plan was simply to acquiesce to her every demand, and do my very best to stay on her good side.

There was a beautiful Aston Martin SUV in the parking lot when I arrived, and it stood out like a sore thumb. It had to be Angelina’s, as we were the only two people scheduled to arrive so early. The rest of the employees weren’t set to get there until between nine and ten.

“What is this?” I asked, looking at the new steel door with a camera pointing in my face. I pressed the only button, and Angelina’s face appeared on the screen beside it, running on a treadmill with earbuds in.

“Good, you’re here. I’m in the basement, working out. Come down here.” she said, without breaking her stride. Even though the camera was centered on her face, I could see her massive breasts bouncing in her sports bra with each step.

“Yes ma am.” I said, right as she hung up. There was a buzzing sound, and the door popped open. I stepped inside. There had always been a gym in the basement, but none of us ever used it. It took me a moment to figure out how to get there, and when I stepped inside, Angelina was dripping with sweat.

“I just finished my run. Put your stuff down, you’re going to help stretch me out.” she said.

“Oh. Okay, yeah.” I said, putting down my bag and doing a couple of quick shoulder stretches. Angelina sat down on the mat, controlling her breath and waiting for me to approach.

“Get over here, Harris.” she said, snapping me to attention. “Take off my shoes and socks.”

“Okay.” I said, getting right to work on untying her shoes.

“Excuse me? Okay what? Okay, asshole? Okay, fuckface?” she asked, her face turning red with anger.

“Okay Goddess. I apologize, I’m sorry.” I said, untying her shoes.

“It’s real simple Harris.”

“I know, mistress. I’m sorry.”

“Stop over apologizing. It makes you sound weak.” she said.

“Yes Goddess.” I said, removing her shoes.

“Smell.” she said, laughing sadistically as she rubbed her foot in my face. “How is it?”

“It’s amazing, your highness.”

“Ooh, your highness. I like that one. Be a good boy and take my socks off with your mouth.” she said.

“Yes master.” I said, leaning in and trying to figure out how to do it. Angelina was wearing black yoga pants, and my eyes traced the distinct outline of her enormous cock and balls, bulging out noticeably as I tried to remove her no-show socks with my teeth.

“Oh, Harris. You’re so pathetic. I love it.” she said, teasingly pulling her foot away so I had to crawl on my hands and knees to retrieve it. I finally got a hold of the ankle, and pulled the sweat soaked sock off of her foot.

“Thank you, mistress.” I said, repeating the same process on the other foot.

“Stand up, Harris. Pull your pants down so I can see your cock.” she said, still sitting in front of me.

“Yes mistress.” I said, scrambling to my feet. I dreaded the moment, Angelina seeing my much smaller, inferior penis, but at least I was hard. As soon as I pulled it out, her laughter was reflexive.

“I knew it. You love this, don’t you? Being dominated by a powerful woman.” she looked up at me grinning, and I realized that she wasn’t laughing at my penis. She was laughing that being treated like her little bitch was turning me on.

“There is a part of me that definitely enjoys it, mistress. You’re so beautiful.”

“I know, I’m traditionally way out of your league. You’d be way too embarrassing for me to date publicly, I couldn’t be seen with such a weak man, but you are exactly what I’ve been seeking.

Our relationship will remain strictly dom-sub at all times, and it will remain completely out of the public sphere. You are my assistant, but behind closed doors, you’re nothing but my pathetic little bitch. Follow me to the showers.”

“Yes, mistress.” I said, tucking my erection behind my waistband and following close behind her. Her walk resembled that of a runway supermodel, and her peach swayed with each exaggerated pop of the hips. Angelina led me into the shower room, and promptly removed her sports bra while facing away from me. I stood watching in awe, mesmerized as she pulled her leggings all the way down, exposing herself completely as she wasn’t wearing anything underneath.

“I don’t want to get the showers dirty. Clean me with your tongue, lick every inch of me. Wash my balls with your mouth.” she said, without turning.

“Yes Goddess.” I said, so turned on that I was almost euphoric. I couldn’t believe what was happening, the most beautiful futanari woman I’d ever encountered stood naked, commanding me to worship her body with my tongue.

“Start with my ass. It’s especially dirty this morning.” she said, pulling apart her perfect cheeks. I admired her tightly puckered hole, and quickly gave over to my lust.

“Mmmm….”

“Just like that. Clean mommy’s asshole with your tongue. Good slut.” she said, shaking her ass in my face as I tongued her anus. My cock became painfully hard, begging me to stroke it while I indulged in her flesh.

“It’s so good, mommy.” I moaned, letting my hand stray.

“Don’t even think about it. How selfish are you? This is about showing your commitment to me, and worshiping your goddess.” she said, turning her head to look down at me.

“Yes, your majesty.” I said, returning to the task at hand. I dragged my tongue along the backs of her thighs, and all over her cheeks, slurping up every salty drop of sweat from her body that I could find.

“Here. Don’t forget.” she said, planting her balls on my face, holding me by the hair and using my head like a mop, guiding where my attention traveled.

“I love cleaning my goddess.”

“Come on, get everything.” she said, forcing my face into her armpits. I licked the soles of her feet last, and then she stepped into the shower, instructing me to watch her, but not to touch myself.

She was perfection incarnate, aesthetically pleasing in a way that was almost overwhelming. I watched as she lathered up her tits, glancing over at me and enjoying the tease as she played with them. It was quite a show, and my mouth watered as she worked her massive futa-cock with both hands, her balls swinging with each stroke. The suds ran between her asscheeks as the water rinsed her soft skin, and I handed her a towel as she stepped out.

“You’re hard, aren’t you?” she asked.

“Yes, master.” I said, looking down at the bulge in my pants.

“Go do your social media post. There’s a folder on your desk with your expectations for the day. Meet in my office at 10.” she said, slapping my ass as I turned to go.

My balls were still tingling when I sat down, aching for stimulation. I slid the folder in front of me, but had trouble switching my mind over from intense arousal to work focus. It would have helped me if she would at least let me cum and release all of the tension she was causing.

“Social media posts for each of the following accounts… Jesus. That’s like 10 posts.” I said, glancing over the top sheet of paper. I flipped to the next page, and it was a list of videos that needed editing. There were three that had priority, but the list went much longer than that and I was instructed to get to them as quickly as possible.

The next page was filled with assistant type tasks, with times beside them. 12:30, drop off her dry cleaning, 1 pm, pick up her lunch, 2 pm, turn in completed video files, 5 pm, protein shake.

“How am I supposed to run all these fucking errands, do all these social media posts, and then somehow still have time to finish all of this video editing?” I asked, feeling my anxiety flare right back up. “Such a bitch.” I whispered, looking around to make sure that no one heard me.

As hot, and powerful, and mind-blowingly sexy as Angelina was, she wasn’t easy to please. I got started right away on social media posts. As the new head of the IGUG Classics division, the entire burden of social media for all of the included franchises became my sole responsibility. 

It was a lot more work than I was used to, but I put my head down and churned away. I wasn’t even halfway done when Angelina stormed into my office, screeching at the top of her lungs.

“When I say 10, I fucking mean 10!” she screamed.

“Oh, shit. I’m sorry, I lost track of time.”

“Earth to Harris, it’s called an alarm. You’re my personal assistant, I am your number one priority.”

“Yes, mistress. I was working on social media, and-”

“I don’t care, Harris. You’re late. Here, this is my Starbuck’s order. I need you to pick it up.” she said, handing me a piece of paper.

“Starbuck’s? That’s all the way across town.”

“It’s a ten minute drive.”

“I don’t have a car.” I said. The disgust and disappointment on her face was evident, and she pinched the bridge of her nose, closing her eyes and letting out a long sigh.

“Of course you don’t. Why would you need a car? You don’t need a car to pick your boogers, and you don’t need a car in order to not get laid, so why would you have one of those?” she asked, turning her anger towards me.

“I can ride my bike. It’s not a problem, mistress. I’d love to do that for you.”

“I’d love to get my coffee while it’s still fucking hot! God dammit, Harris. You’re going to pay for this. I’ll get it myself, but you better get yourself a car, fast. Without reliable transportation, you won’t be able to properly perform the duties of being my assistant, and I’ll have to let you go.”

“Yes Goddess.” I said, exhaling when she left the room. Working for her was so much pressure, it put a constant level of stress and tension on me. No matter what I did, she seemed unimpressed and let down.

The rest of the day was a constant blur of motion. I peddled all over time, doing this and that, trying to keep up. She said that I wasn’t responsible enough, or she’d have let me drive her Aston Martin. That was disappointing, especially because the alternative involved me wearing myself out.

Somehow, I made it through the day without fucking up too bad. Even though it was tough, I did find it very rewarding working in that type of environment. The last thing on my itinerary for the day was “protein shake” at 5 pm, and I reported to Angelina’s office feeling pretty good about myself. The door was unlocked, so I stepped inside to see what she needed.

“What are you doing? Don’t just walk into my office. You’re my assistant, you knock on the door, then wait for me to tell you to come in, then you come in. Those are the steps, got it?” she asked, standing up at her desk.

“I thought you said to just walk in if you were expecting me.”

“You can just walk in if I call for you directly, don’t just barge in here because you have an appointment.” she said.

“Yes Goddess.” I said, averting my gaze. “My schedule said something about a protein shake at five.”

“Yes. I noticed how frail you are, you don’t lift weights do you?” she asked.

“Ugh, no. I do pushups, and bodyweight stuff sometimes.”

“Don’t lie to me. I need you to start getting here early to workout, or get a gym membership, and start lifting at least 3 times a week.” she said.

“I’m not really the fitness type.”

“I can see that, which is why you need to train more than anyone. It reflects poorly on me, you being so scrawny and pale. You don’t want to make me look bad, do you?” she asked.

“No, your majesty.”

“Good. At the end of your workday, you are to report to me for your protein shake. It’ll help you put on muscle.” she said.

“Yes Goddess.” I said, staring back at her blankly.

“Come and earn it. It’s waiting for you to milk it out.” she said, pointing at the door. I went over and locked it, and then pulled the blinds. I understood that it was time for me to worship her she-cock, to relieve her massive balls of the day’s tension. My protein would be derived from the explosion of cum that she would deliver straight down my throat.

“Thank you, Goddess. I won’t waste a drop.” I said, instinctively dropping to my knees in front of her. Angelina again wore nylons, this time white with her black skirt and white button up top.

“Here. You put them on this time.” she said, retrieving the handcuffs and handing them over to me.

“Yes, mistress.” I said, putting them on behind my back, and squeezing them extra tight in case she checked behind me. Angelina stood momentarily, unzipping the back of her skirt before letting it fall to the floor and stepping out of it in her black heels.

“Open up. I want you to focus entirely on making me cum. Show me your servitude, show me what a weak and pathetic little cockslut you are.” she said, holding herself at the base, steadying her enormous python in front of my face.

“Yes, mistress.” I said, parting my lips and attempting to swallow her bulbous mushroom head. It was so soft, and almost as soon as it slipped past my lips, I was gagging on her girth.

“Oh, yes. That’s what mommy needs.” she said, leaning back in her chair and placing her hand on top of my head. “Milk that she-cock. Get all of that yummy, sticky cream.”

“Guck! Guck! Guck!” I impaled myself on the monster, struggling to take it and coughing viscous spit all over it.

“Good slut. Slurp it up. You’re right where you belong now, baby, down on your knees, servicing superior cock.” she said, thrusting against my throat so it slid even deeper.

“Guck!” I coughed, my eyes welling with tears as I was forced to plunge back down on it. Her warm flesh invaded my throat, and tears streamed down my cheeks as I submitted entirely to the servicing of her pleasure.

“Such a good little whore. You know exactly what I like, just give yourself over to it.”

“Mmm…mmm…mmm…” I used the spit as lubricant, trying my best to make her erupt with protein cream. She fucked my face like a fleshlight, masturbating with my throat for several minutes. The entire time, my desire to please her grew and grew, and I fought the urge to relieve my own throbbing erection.

“Keep going, don’t stop. Swallow it, bitch. There you go.” she said, standing over me and cutting off all of my air as she thrust against my throat. “Fuck! Yes, baby. Good girl, here it comes. Take mommy’s cum. Take it.” she grunted, holding me in place as she pulsed in my throat, making another rough deposit of copious amounts of hot sticky cum.

I was left panting for air, and coughing up cum on the floor. Angelina sat back down on her chair, put her feet up, and closed her eyes while I tried my best to clean up the excess cum that was all over the floor, and all over my shirt. It was the second day in a row I would be sent home completely covered and dripping with Angelina’s cum.

“I get here at 6:45 to work out. Don’t be late.” she said.

“Yes, mistress.” I said, out of breath sucking her dick. I couldn’t imagine keeping pace with her. She was a fitness machine, with well defined legs and bigger arms than me.

“Oh, yeah. Don’t you dare ejaculate between now and then. Got it? No masturbating, no porn. No nothing.” she said. I nodded in agreement, noticing that she left out the part about no girls because she knew that wasn’t going to happen.

I had no choice in the matter, and I knew it perfectly well. It was a massive change in the way I was living, but it was addicting. I didn’t want to leave IGUG, or Angelina. It felt good belonging to a woman, being her subservient piece of property. She may not have let me cum or touch me down there, but at least it was something. The opportunity to view her naked, and to touch and worship her body was enough to keep me happy.

That night, I learned the hard way that blue balls are real. No one had ever gotten me so aroused before, and I noticed the discomfort before I got in the shower.

“Oh, shit. What is that?” I asked, looking down at my own weirdly swollen balls. They were sore to the touch, and looked very odd. I knew right away that it was blue balls, and that the only way to make it go away would be to cum.

Angelina didn’t give me her contact information, and I was too scared to make an executive decision to relieve myself. It was a torturous night, tossing and turning with sore testicles and uncontrollable fantasies about my new goddess.

“Fuck, Angelina. I wish you were here.” I said, my brow sweating as I stared up at the ceiling. The hours ticked by, and the fantasies were non stop. At some point in the night, I managed to fall asleep without indulging my severe urge to ejaculate.

I forgot to set an alarm. Luckily for me, my aching balls went off just in time for me to limp around the house and get ready. Riding my bike was uncomfortable at an all time high, and I had to pedal standing to avoid resting my balls on the seat. Angelina let me in, and I saw me hobbling across the floor as I entered the gym.

“Don’t even start making excuses on day one, Harris. You are not injured.” she said, cutting off the treadmill and stepping off.

“I’m not injured. I have blue balls.” I said, wincing. Angelina was again wearing a sports bra and yoga pants, this time all-white to match her sneakers. Instead of snapping at me, she grinned.

“Show me.” she said.

“Yes, mistress.” I said, desperate to relieve them. “I wanted to cum last night, but I didn’t want to disobey you.” I said, pulling down my pants and exposing myself to her. She looked down at my misshapen, swollen nuts and burst out laughing. My face turned red while she openly laughed at me, covering her open mouth with her hand and shaking her head.

“I would have let you cum if I knew you had blue balls. You’re definitely obedient.” she said. “Go to the shower and jerk yourself off. I’ll let you skip your workout today.”

“Thank you, mistress.” I said, not wasting any time and sneaking off to the shower. I’d hoped that Angelina would offer to make me cum, but I was happy to just to

get relief. I thought about jerking off in front of her, and even though it was a little uncomfortable, it all went away after I spilled my seed down the drain.

It was another busy day of running errands, doing social media, and being drowned by video editing projects. She continued firing employees, downsizing until there were only 6 people left in the entire building. Derek kept his job, and the official IGUG channel was filmed and edited in our building by a four man team. That was it, all that remained over the original 24 man team I’d spent the previous year of my life with.

Once again, I was exhausted and overwhelmed by the time the clock struck five, and I made my way to Angelina’s office for another protein shake. It was kind of like my snack at the end of the day, the dessert I earned by slaving away all day for IGUG. Angelina was turning off the light and locking up when I arrived.

“I have a meeting across town at 5:30.” she said, tossing her bag over her shoulder and handing me a plastic bottle. “Drink it now. I want to see you polish it off.”

“What is it?” I asked, looking down at the half full shaker. I popped open the lid and knew immediately what it was.

“It’s your protein shake. I rubbed one out right before you got here.” she said.

“Do I have to?” I asked, much less into the idea of drinking her cum out of a shaker than straight from the source.

“Do it Harris. I don’t have time for this.”

“Yes, mistress.” I said, taking another look into the glass. It was insane how much semen her body produced with every orgasm, and I decided not to hesitate and just go for it.

“There you go. Like a proper cumslut.” she said, clapping as I finished off the last gulp. “Good job. You might be cut out for this after all.”

“Thank you, mistress.” I said, trying to hold it down. It was still warm, but I couldn’t deny there was something about it that I liked. Angelina got into her Aston Martin, and ripped out of the parking lot like a hellcat without offering me a ride.

It was a strange situation, but I couldn’t complain. Angelina was the most exciting thing to happen to my life since I could remember, and I had a feeling that it was going to lead to pleasures that I couldn’t even imagine, just so long as I remained obedient to a fault, and fully dedicated to serving her desires.


His Futanari Dominatrix, Volume 3

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.

His Futanari Dominatrix, Volume 4

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.

His Futanari Dominatrix, Volume 5

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
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