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To My Readers,



There were too many of you, so you are all at the back end of the book for the dedications!  Please, take a moment to read them.  



Lots of Love



LoveBite Shorts xXx
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Preface



Warning!







This book came out of nowhere. I stayed up all night writing it and most of the following night. It has been the worst one to write so far as I couldn't stop going back to read it. Thus, I was stuck in a vicious circle until I had to slap myself out of it.



If you don't like 60-70% smut in a book, this one isn't for you. If you don't like an absolute asshole of a 'Hero,' this book isn't for you. If you don't like novella length, reads this book isn't for you. Said Asshole has very little in the way of redemption, so if you don't enjoy a mean 'Hero' this one is definitely not for you. I know this book won't be to everyones taste.  The last thing I want to do is upset anyone.  Yes, I will always have a HEA (don't panic).  For everyone else, enjoy the ride. I know I did!



Some themes within this book are:




Blackmail, Pet Play, Somnophilia, Breeding, Dubious Consent bordering on Non-Consensual, Humiliation, Degradation, Initial Verbal Abuse, Profanity, Caning, Spanking, Birth Control Tampering, No Safe Words, Severe Imbalance of Control, Edging & Squirting.







Prologue






“So you agree to my terms?”



“Yes.”



“Are you sure?  I will own you for five months.  I can do anything I want.  No safe words.  You won’t get anything if you don’t last the full five months.”



She pauses before looking up at me.



“Yes.  I agree.”



I smile down at her.  She looks good, kneeling before me.  Inches away from my cock.  It took me a while to get her here.  But I always get what I want in the end.



“Do you want to know the rule?”



She swallows before she nods her head.



“You obey me.  Anything I command you to do, you do it instantly.  I’m not here to mollycoddle you.  If you don’t obey me to my satisfaction, your stay here will not be a pleasant one.  Do you understand?”



She nods her head again.



I shake my head.  Glaring down at her.



“You had best learn fast, Willow.  Your response should be, yes Master.”  I snap at her.



She licks her lips.



“Yes, Master.”



“Yes, to what?”



She releases a shuddering breath before replying.  “Yes, Master.  I will obey you.”



“Good girl,”  I say softly, stroking her hair.







Chapter 1




Aaron




S

 itting in my limousine, I stretch my legs and throw the paper on my seat.

“How long does it take to get a fucking coffee?”  I say to myself, grumbling.  I’m eager to get to work and start my day.  Multi-billion pound companies don’t run themselves.  I keep a watch out of the window, willing Charles to appear.  After a few minutes’ wait, he finally turns up.  Opening my door and handing me the coffee.



“I thought you had caught a fucking flight to Columbia to pick up the coffee beans.”  I say, snatching my elixir from him.



He opens his mouth to reply.



“Sir! Sir.  You dropped your wallet.”



I turn around to look at the voice.  A petite blonde, wearing denim jeans, a t-shirt and a clean white apron.  Pretty enough, sure.  Nothing special unless you factor in her honesty.



She rushes towards Charles and gives him his wallet.  Not once does she look in my direction.  Normally, I attract women everywhere.  I know I am a moody bastard, but I’m a handsome one.



Charles thanks her as she walks away quickly back into the coffee shop.



“You okay, Aaron?”



I narrow my gaze on him as he climbs in and sits across from me.



“I’m fine.”



“So you aren’t feeling slighted in the least?  That pretty little barista didn’t look once at you or your big fancy car.”



“And?” I say before taking a long sip of my coffee.  Best coffee in the city.



“You’re not used to being ignored.”



“I’m thirty-eight, not fucking eighteen.”



“Sure you are.”  He says as he swipes my paper.



I decide to ignore him.  I want to enjoy my coffee, not bicker with him like a child.




∆∆∆




My week goes in quickly and by Friday I’m looking forward to unwinding for the weekend.  I decide to get a coffee on my way home.  Instead of sending Charles in, I go myself with him trailing behind me.  We get in line.



“I would have brought your coffee to you.”



“I know.  I want to stretch my legs out.”



It doesn’t take long for the same girl I saw on Monday to take my order.  She doesn’t look me in the eye.  She keeps her eyes on my neck or upper chest.



“Hello, what can I get you today?”



“Just a cappuccino for me.  Charles, do you want anything?”



“No, thanks.”  He says while he keeps an eye inside the cafe but a wary eye over at the windows.  That is his job, being my personal bodyguard.



“Would you like a regular or large?”  She asks.



“Regular.”



I watch her ring it up and then go make the coffee.  I look around. She seems to be alone in the cafe.  Or there might be more staff in the back.



My eyes run over her curves.  A nice wide ass.  My eyes trail up her body to her golden, messy hair tied at the top of her head.  She has such a pale complexion.  I bet her body would make an excellent canvas for me.  I feel my cock harden.



I hand her my credit card and she passes me my coffee. She still hasn’t looked up at me.  She looks nervous.  I take my card and walk away without saying another word.



We walk to my limo.



“I want that girl in my penthouse this weekend.  You know what to do.”



Charles looks up at me in surprise as we both sit down.



“She isn’t your usual type.  I doubt she will agree.”  He says with a frown.



“Everyone has their price.  Find hers,”  I say as I watch us get closer to my home.



Charles leaves as soon as he checked and cleared my house.  I text him and ask him to bring her to the house instead of the penthouse.  The thought of having to travel back into the city annoys me.   I shower and change.  I need to fuck someone this weekend.  Ideally, that ripe young barista.  I’m curious to see what her number will be.  I find this easier to manage than pretending to be interested in a woman other than her pussy.



I hear the front door slam.  That was quick. Eagerly, I await Charles.



He comes back empty-handed but with a big grin on his face.



“Well?  Where the fuck is she?”



He nonchalantly shrugs his shoulders and says.  “Apparently, she doesn’t have a price.  She sent you a message.  She said to make sure I tell you ‘fuck you, you arrogant prick’.”



I blink at him, not comprehending his words.  Then I feel the anger build up in me.  So the shy kitten has claws.  She has just made a big fucking mistake.



“Fine, do it the hard way.”



Charles’s amusement drops off his face instantly.



“Boss, you sure she doesn’t seem like that kind of girl?”



“Do it.  You have a week.”  I say.



No one ever speaks to me like that, certainly not some little nobody server in a fucking coffee shop.





Chapter 2




Willow




I

 have no clue what is happening this week.  My landlord handed me a thirty-day eviction notice.  My boss fired me.  Then my bank called me to say I needed to repay my car loan in the next month.


I mean, what the fuck?!








I can’t catch a fucking break


 
.






I look around my apartment.  It’s not much, but it’s mine.  Or it was mine.  I have a small amount of money in my savings account, but it isn’t much.  I can’t ask my mum for help. She is only on her pension.  I can’t move in with her as she is in subsidised assisted living accommodation.  I won’t risk her getting thrown out for breaking the rules.



My stomach churns as I feel sick.



I push my hair off my face, running both hands through my hair before collapsing on the sofa for a good cry.  After a good cry.  I decide to get washed up.  No point dwelling on what’s going to happen.  If I end up in a halfway house or a homeless unit, so be it.  That’s the worst-case scenario.



Once I’m washed up, I sit back on the couch and look for other jobs I can apply for on my phone.



The buzzer for the door goes off and I nearly jump out of my skin.



I lift the receiver.



“Hello?”



“Hi, Miss Parker.  It’s Charles.  Can I come up, please?”



I pause, frowning.



“I think I made my position clear last week.”



“Just five minutes.”



“You have two.”



I open my door, waiting for the rich man’s sidekick to come up the stairs.  Never have I been more offended in my life.  I’m not a fucking prostitute to sell myself for money.



I see Charles coming up the last flight of stairs.  I’ve known him for the eight months I worked in the cafe.  He comes in at the same time every single morning except the weekends.



“Thank you for seeing me.”  He says as he smiles at me.



“Two minutes.”



“Can I come in, please?”



I hold my door open for him.



He looks around my small apartment.



“Having a bad week?”



“How do you know that?”  I say as I look up at him with suspicion.



“Because Mr Aaron Lewis ensured it would happen.  He will go for your mother next.”



That mother fucker.



“What the fuck is wrong with you people?  What does he want?  He can’t get to my mother, can he?”



“Sorry, Willow.  He will have her thrown out of her accommodation as well.  Money talks.”



“What does he want from me?”  I whisper.



My mother needs to stay where she is.  She is comfortable.  I lacked nothing growing up.  My parents had been supportive.  Then it was just us.  Dad died.  Mum struggled for a while, but we both pulled through.  She wouldn’t survive this blow.



“You know what he wants.  He will pay you.”



“I’m not a whore.”



“I know you’re not.”  He says softly. “Look, it’s just for a few months.  You will get paid.  It can set you up for the rest of your life if you are good at investing.  Or you can just get some professional advice.”



“Months?!”



“Just hear him out, please?”



I wearily look up at him and nod.  It’s not as if I have a choice.



He pulls me along with him.  As if I’m going to change my mind and run away.  Like I can after that bombshell.




∆∆∆




We are in an affluent residential area in the City.  We reach the front door and he places his thumb on the metal pad next to the door.  He pushes the door open for me as I walk in.  He walks back outside, closing the door behind him.



I panic and try to open the door by twisting and yanking on the door handle.



Chapter 3




Aaron




C

 harles text me to let me know my little barista was on route.  She is yanking on the door handle with all her strength.  Her hair is open and falling down her shoulders, nearly reaching her ass.  Ideal length to grab a hold of when I fuck her.  I smirk at her.  It didn’t take long for the little bitch to come here.  As soon as I heard about her mother, I knew which buttons to press.  I’ve thought of nothing else but of how I’m going to humiliate and degrade this girl, so she never fucking forgets her place in this world.

“The doors only open for myself, Charles or the housekeeper.  You can’t get out of this house without one of us.”



She jumps back and turns towards me. 



I can see the fire in her deep blue eyes.  She is desperate to say something, but she holds her tongue. 



“I can always cut your thumb off.”  She says finally mumbles under her breath.



She doesn’t know what is ahead of her so I ignore her comment.



“Come into the receiving room.  It will be much more comfortable.”



I lead her into the grand room.  I sit on the large black leather couch.  When she comes to sit to my far left on the couch till I speak up.



“Did I say you could take a seat?”



I can see her lips tremble.  She straightens up her back and stands upright.



I spread my legs open and sit further back on the couch.



I point between my legs.



“You sit on the floor between my legs, on your fucking knees,”  I say with the venom clear in my voice.



She doesn’t move for a moment.



I simply watch her.  She isn’t as plain as I first thought.  With her long hair down, it hides her breasts and her bright blue t-shirt, bringing the colour of her deep blue eyes out.  Her black tight jeans cling to her curves.



“You know what it would take to have your mother thrown out of her residence?  One phone call.”



Her lips open in a silent gasp and her brain finally catches up with her body as she practically throws herself down onto her knees in front of me, almost face-planting into my cock.



“There.  That wasn’t too hard, was it?”  I taunt her.



She keeps her head dipped low, her hair falling around her face.  As she tries to hide from me.



“We could have concluded this last weekend.  A good fuck and our business would have come to an end.  You could have had a generous compensation for your time.  Since you were stubborn, this is the path you put yourself on.  So here it is.  You live with me for five months. Each month you earn £200,000, but you only get the full £1,000,000 on your last day.”



She looks up at me in a mixture of shock and horror before her head drops to her chest so she doesn’t make eye contact with me.



“F-five months?”  She asks softly.



“Yes.”



“Then you will let me go?”



“Yes.”



“How do I know you will keep yourself end of the bargain?”



“We sign an agreement.  Five full months or you get nothing and you and your mother are both out on the streets.”



“Why would you do this?”  She asks as she lifts her head up higher towards my face.



“Why not?”  I feel a surge of satisfaction burst forth within me.  Seeing her looking up at me, her vulnerability, her wide eyes.  It feels too right for it to be wrong.



She puts her head back down towards the dark mahogany wooden floor.



“So you agree to my terms?”



“Yes.”



“Are you sure?  I will own you for five months.  I can do anything I want.  No safe words.  You won’t get anything if you don’t last the full five months.”



She pauses before looking up at me.



“Yes.  I agree.”



I smile down at her.  She looks good, kneeling before me.  Inches away from my cock.  It took me a week to get her here.  But I always get what I want in the end.



“Do you want to know the rule?”



She swallows before she nods her head.



“You obey me.  Anything I command you to do, you do it instantly.  I’m not here to mollycoddle you.  If you don’t obey me to my satisfaction, your stay here will not be a pleasant one.  Do you understand?”



She nods her head again.



I shake my head.  Glaring down at her.



“You had best learn fast, Willow.  Your response should be, yes Master.”  I snap at her.



She licks her lips.



“Yes, Master.”



“Yes, to what?”



She releases a shuddering breath before replying.  “Yes, Master.  I will obey you.”



“Good girl.”  I say softly, stroking her hair.



I unzip my trousers and pull my hard, aching cock out.  She looks up at me and then at my cock.



I grip a handful of her hair, moving her head closer to my cock.



“Keep your mouth and eyes open.”



She pauses and then opens her mouth.



I slap her face lightly across her cheek.



She looks up at me in shock.



“When I speak to you, what do you say?”



“Yes, Master.”



“Better now open your mouth.”



“Yes, M-master.”



I fist my cock.  I need more lubrication.  Spitting in my hand.  I wank my cock slowly.  Her eyes never leave my cock.  Her little pouting mouth was now wide open.



“Stick your tongue out.”



“Yes, Master.”



“Good girl.”



I keep fucking my hand harder and faster till I pull her face to my cock.



“You dirty little slut.  Are you ready for your facial?”



She hesitates for a second.



“Yes, Master.”



“Too slow. Beg me for my cum.  Beg me to soak your face and mouth with it.”  I groan as I keep at a rapid pace, fisting my cock harder.  My balls tighten as I continue.  I want to see her innocent little face filthy with my cum.



“Please, may I have your c-cum on my face?”



“And?”



“I’m a-a dirty slut.  Please cum on my face, Master.”



As I groaned and gave in to my orgasm, I clutch her hair, bringing her head closer towards me.  I watch as her mouth and eyes remain open.  My cum splatters on her lips and inside her mouth.  The satisfaction feels like no other.  I aim upwards and catch her cheek and forehead.  Before I push a few inches of my cock into her open mouth, ensuring the rest goes down her throat.  I spurt more cum into her mouth as soon as I feel of her hot, wet little mouth around my cock.



“Suck me clean.”



She sucks my cock almost gently.  I feel her tongue hesitantly moving around my cock to lick me up.



She does a good job of spending a few minutes licking and sucking my semi-hard cock in her mouth.  I pull my wet cock out of her mouth and tuck myself back in.  She moves her hand to wipe my cum off her face.



“Did I say you could touch your face?”



The cum is dripping down her face and chin now.  She looks like a beautiful mess.



I smirk down at her.



“No, Master.”



“Good, you’re going to wear my cum till I tell you otherwise.”



I go to the table and get the contract and a pen.



“Read this and sign it,”  I say as I pass her the pen and contract.  Throwing it down on the floor in front of her.



I watch her read through everything carefully.  I don’t blame her.  Her face remains stoic.  I have no idea what she is thinking.



Not that I care.




I have a toy to play with for five months.






Chapter 4




Willow




I

 sit kneeling on the floor.  I’m sure they will feel sore at some point, but right now I think I’m in shock.  He just used me as if I was nothing.  I have months of this, but it is £1,000,000.  I will never make this kind of money in my lifetime.  This would help give my mum some security.  This man is the devil, he knew exactly what he was doing in order to get me into this position.  My hand trembles as I put the contract on the floor to sign it.

I sign it and I hand both the pen and the contract to him.  My cheeks burning, I can still feel his cum drying on my face.  What shocked me is how turned on I am.  I can feel my panties are wet.  No one has ever treated me like this before.  Never once did I imagine I would enjoy being treated in this manner.



I’m not sure if I will survive five months of this.  I watch him take the agreement and sign it.  He leaves it on the table and turns towards me.



“Strip.”



I look up at him, truly taking him in for the first time.  He has a crooked nose.  Hopefully, he had it broken at some point.  Painfully.  He is wearing a suit jacket, trousers and a shirt.  His eyes are a hazel-colour and his dark hair falls slightly over his forehead in a stylish manner.  He is a handsome prick, but he knows it.



I remain kneeling and pull my t-shirt off.  Then my white bra laying it down beside me.  Standing up, I take my shoes off before I pull my jeans and white lace panties off.  He sits back down on the sofa in front of me again.



“Come closer.”



I shuffle towards him, unable to look at him.



“Open your legs.”



I part my legs.



I jump when he pushes two fingers inside me.



“You’re soaked, Willow.  Who would have thought you would love getting my cum all over your face?  You will shave your pussy every day.  I want you bare all over.”  he says as he pulls his fingers out and pushes them viciously back inside me.



I bite my lip to stop myself from making a sound.



“Kneel.”



I kneel in front of him again.



“Open.”



I open my mouth and he pushes his fingers down my throat till my eyes water and I gag as they hit the back of my throat.



“Suck your filth off my fingers.”



I lick and suck his fingers clean.  It tastes better than his cum.  Not as bitter, slightly sweeter.



“Now, Willow, what were you supposed to say after each instruction?”



I can’t answer because his fingers are still in my mouth.  He pushes them deeper, making me gag and retch.  I panic now, trying to hold his hand.



“Get your hands behind your fucking back now.”



Tears cascade down my face.



He keeps thrusting his fingers in and out of my mouth.



“I need to get you ready for when I fuck your throat.  You think I can get all my ten inches down your throat?”



I shake my head as he pulls his fingers out.  I am relieved that is over until his hand clamps on my jaw, yanking it open and he pushes three fingers into my mouth.



“Open wider.”



I try to open my mouth as wide as I can as he shoves all three fingers down my throat.  His hand goes in my hair as he yanks it down, forcing my face to tilt up.



“You’re going to have to learn to repress that gag reflex and swallow everything I give you down this throat.”



I nod slightly.



He pulls his fingers out.



“You didn’t address me correctly for all the instructions I gave you.  Get up and behind the door you will see the coat hanger.  At the bottom you will find a cane.  Bring it over to me.”




A fucking cane.





What the fuck?




“Yes, Master.”



I quickly find the cane and give him.



“Stand still, legs apart, cross your arms behind your head.  I’m going to give you a punishment.  One that you are going to remember.”



I open my legs and grab each of my elbows behind my head.



He stands up and I don’t expect it, so I scream after the first hit.  I hear the whoosh in the air as the cane strikes my breasts again.  I feel my eyes water with the pain.



“Not a sound from you, Willow.”



I nod but quickly remember to speak.



“Yes, Master.”



He quickly canes me two more times as I purse my lips together, desperately trying not to make a sound.



I am ache and want to rub my aching breasts but I don’t want any further punishments.



I bite my lip so I focus on that pain.  As I try to bring my hiccuping breath under control.



He holds my breasts and rubs them gently.



“What do you say?”



I look up at him, not understanding.



“Sorry, Master?”



“No.  You say thank you.  For your punishment.”



“T-thank you for punishing me, Master.”



“Good girl.  You’re going to become an amazing pet for these next five months.”



He smiles at me while he tweaks my nipples with his fingers.




God, help me.








I’m stuck with a fucking sadist


 
.








Chapter 5




Aaron




H

 er facial expressions are like an open book.  Charles was right.  I normally approach jaded women.  I read all of what Charles gave me about her.  She is twenty-six years old.  A wonderful age to bend her to please me as I need her to.  To train her like the little bitch she will become by the end of these five months.  I look at the strips across her tits. Her skin hasn’t broken.  Her breasts are a work of art just above a handful and her nipples are pink like little berries ripe to be sucked on. 

I know she is clean from her medical files, and I don’t intend to wait to fuck her cunt.  She was dripping from sucking my cock.  That surprised me.  She enjoyed being humiliated.  I guess it’s just as well because she has plenty of that ahead of her.



I let go of her tits. I will have time for them later.  Walking back to the table, I pick up her black leather collar and leash in one hand.  Before slipping her knee pads and mittens into my jacket pocket with the other.



She is still standing, legs apart and arms up.



“Lift your hair up from the back.”



I snap the collar on so it locks.  I clip the leash onto it.  Kneeling down, I pull out the knee pads, placing them on her knees before standing up to slip her paw mittens on her hands.



“On your hands and knees.”



“Yes, Master.”



“Good girl.”  I say before petting her head like I would with a dog.



I pause for a moment, watching that magnificent ass stick up in the air.  I have plans for that asshole.  She follows me as I pull the leash towards the table.  I get the last item.



“Lean forward and put your head on the chair.  I want you to reach back and part your ass cheeks for me.”



“Yes, Master.”



She quickly puts her head on the seat of the chair I had pulled out earlier and she moves her hands towards her ass.  She pulls her ass cheeks apart half-heartedly.



“As wide as you can.”  I growl at her.



She grips her cheeks tighter and pulls them apart, showing me both her holes.  Her pussy is wet and slick with her arousal.  I get the lube and squirt it onto her asshole.  She jerks at the cold gel landing on her ass.  I take the blonde tail and rub it into the gel and push downwards into her puckered hole.



“You know what this is, Willow?”



“N-no, Master.”



“It’s a tail.  You’re going to be my little bitch for five months.  You’re going to live like a dog in this house.  I spent all week getting the house ready for you.”



She doesn’t reply.



I shove the plug into her harder.



She cries out.



“What do you say, bitch?”



“Thank you, Master.”



I shove the last few inches inside her as her tight little asshole sucks the rest of the plug up.



“You can let go now.”



She lets go of her cheeks and her ass has a beautiful tail in it that matches her hair.  I knew this curvy ass was going to be delicious.  I slap her ass cheek hard and instantly see my hand print appear and I have the pleasure of watching it jiggle.



She moans against the chair.



I gather her leash and pull her towards the door.



She crawls behind me.



“Try to keep up.  You will find I have very little patience.”



“Yes, Master.”



I take her upstairs, slowing down slightly on the stairs.  I walk through the carpeted hallway and pull her into my room.



“Stand.”



“Yes, Master.”  She says in a flat tone of voice.



I ignore it soon enough.  She will be a well-trained little bitch.  I stand beside her and turn her face towards the corner of my room.  I keep my eyes on her face.



“That’s your dog cage.  Welcome home, bitch.”



I watch her face drop as the realisation settles in she has no escape from me.  This was so much easier than I thought it would be. 



“Don’t worry, it’s not bedtime yet.  Climb on the bed.  On your hands and knees.  I’m going to ride my new cunt.”



“Yes, Master.”



Her voice is more subdued now.



I watch her as she climbs onto the bed.



“Keep your ass over the edge.”



“Yes, Master.”



I strip out of my clothes.  Throwing them on the bed beside her.  She keeps her face forward.



“Spread your legs for your master.”



She shuffles her knees outward.  Her tail falls down on her ass and covers up her pussy.



“Have you ever had both your holes stuffed at the same time?”  I ask as I fist my hard cock again.



“No, Master.”



I chuckle.



“Well, you’re in for a treat. Put your head down on the bed and open your ass for me again.” 



“Yes, Master.”



She pulls her ass apart. I move closer and push the tail over her lower back, bringing her pretty pink pussy back on display .  Her arousal has soaked her thighs.  I’m tempted to taste her, but not tonight.  Tonight is all about her understanding my authority.



Her wet pink cunt is open and ready.  I push my cock into her tight hole.  Gasping at how tight she feels.  I thrust myself in and out of her gently for a few minutes until I feel her hesitantly push back onto my cock.



“Does my little bitch need more of my cock?”



“Yes, Master.”



I grasp her hips, placing my thumbs where her cute, little dimples are on her ass.  I ram my cock hard into her while pulling her onto my cock.  Impaling her in one deep thrust.



She screams out in pleasure and pain.



“Who owns you, Willow?”  I ask as I pull out and fuck myself into her again, making sure I thrust deep inside her.



“You do.”



“What are you?”



“I-I’m your bitch.”



“Good girl.”  I pant as I find a hard and fast rhythm.  Forcing my thick, hard cock into her soft, wet cunt again and again.  I pull the plug till it’s almost slipping out and I push it back in.  Fucking both her holes.



“Please, please...I...”



“What is it?  Is it too much for my horny little bitch?”



“Please may I cum, Master?”



“No, not yet.  You cum after me.  Come on, beg me to fill your cunt up, beg me to keep fucking your holes.”  I say to her.  Hearing her beg downstairs was the sweetest and most satisfying thing I’ve heard in a long time.



I look down at her little asshole, which has a slight gape in it now.  I push the plug back in harder.  Feeling her pussy clamp up on my cock as her little asshole clenches down on the plug. I push her flat on the bed, her legs falling off the bed.  I grip her ass and fuck myself into her cunt, throwing everything into my thrusts now.



“Say it.”



“Please give me your cum, Master.”



I thrust into her velvety cunt again and again till my balls tingle and I yank her ass towards me as I ram into her as deep as I can.



“Argh, here it comes, bitch.  Take every drop of my cum.”  I grunt as I erupt inside her cunt, offloading into that tight cunt.  My hand slides past her hip until I reach her wet cunt and I rub her clit.  I’m not gentle.



“Cum for me, bitch.  Cum on my cock like a good little slut.  I bet you love having both your holes filled up.”



I rub her furiously till she pushes her ass back onto my cock, gyrating on me as she soaks my cock with her cum.  The feel of her cunt clamping down on me makes me spurt some more cum inside her. I groan again, rocking against her ass.  I keep pressing down on her, wanting her to feel her plug pushed deeper into her ass.  She is moaning and crying at the same time.



When we both catch our breath.  I pull out of her wrecked pussy.  It looks red and puffy now.  My cum leaking out of her messy cunt.  Next time I’m going to make her eat every last drop of me.



“Get on your knees and clean my cock.”  I tell her as I stand up.



She weakly gets up and climbs off the bed before going down on her knees.  She licks my cock and sucks my balls into her mouth, licking and sucking them clean, too.



“That’s enough.  Good girl.  You did well on your first day, pet.”



“Thank you, Master,”  she croaks out.



She looks exhausted.  My cum is still dripping down her cunt and legs and her face is covered with my dried up cum.  She looks so hot.



I tug on the leash as I walk towards the cage.



“You sleep in the cage.”



I watch her ass move towards me to her cage.  As she crawls past me, I can’t help but admire her sway of her ass as the tail swishes around.  I open the door, waiting till she is in.  I lock it and tie her leash on the top bars.



I put some water in there and some blankets.  She immediately goes under the covers as she lies down facing the wall.  She needs to adjust to her new world as my pet.  She needs to understand who her owns her.





Chapter 6




Willow




I

 look out of my sad little metal cage.  Aaron has gone in for a shower.  My face itches, but I’m too scared to clean off his cum.  I can do this.  I have to for my mum.  She loves where she is.  She has a great social life; the accommodation is comfortable.  The tears well up in my eyes as I remember how she was practically catatonic after my dad died. I curl up into the blanket, grateful there is some give in the leash he tied to the top of the cage.  Facing the wall so I can cry in peace.  I want no more of this fucker’s punishments.

I sniffle a few more times before exhaustion takes over and I fall into a restless sleep.




∆∆∆




I hear a clicking noise.  I open my eyes and close them again, only to open them again as my reality is still in front of me.  This isn’t a nightmare I’m going to wake up from.



“Get out.  If you want a shower today.”  He says as he unties the leash from the top of the cage.



I quickly crawl out.  He unbuckles my knee pads and takes my mitts off.  He tugs the leash towards the bathroom.  I crawl behind him, watching his feet.  He is only wearing his boxers.



“Stand up.”



“Yes, Master,”  I say as my voice breaks.



I stand up as he turns me towards the mirror.  His eyes are on mine.  He lowers his head.



“Look at you.  You filthy little bitch covered in my seed.  Now bend over and grab the sink.”



“Yes, Master.”



He tugs on the tail.  My ass automatically tightens up.



“Have you ever had a cock up here?”



“No, Master.”



“Hmm.  Remind me, what are you again this morning?”



“I’m a filthy bitch.”



“Yes, yes you are,”  he says jovially as he pulls the tail out of me.



“Get in the shower.  Clean yourself up.”



“Yes, Master.”



I wash my face, my body and my hair.  I’m about to get out when he walks into the shower and pushes me back inside.



“You’re forgetting something.”



I try to think of what I’m forgetting.



His eyes light up. He picks up a razor and shower gel.



“I’m going to do it today for you.  You’re on your own tomorrow.”



“Thank you, Master.”



“Spread your legs.”



I part my legs as he lathers me up and carefully shaves my pussy.  He takes his time before he rinses me off.



“Get down on your knees.  I deserve a reward for that.”



“Yes, Master,” I say as I sink down on my knees in front of his long, hard cock.  I won’t lie and say I’m not intimidated by his size.  My pussy still feels bruised from last night’s pounding.  I tilt my head back and open my mouth as wide as I can.



He doesn’t hesitate.  He holds his cock and pushes gently, nudging in pushing harder and harder till he pushes past my tight ring.  I panic and look up at him.



He puts his hand on the back of my head and I swear he gives me an evil grin as he pushes my head down as he thrusts upwards, effectively lodging his cock in my throat.



“Keep those eyes on me, bitch.”



I look up at him helplessly, begging him with my eyes as I feel them tear up.



He drags me back to the wall while gripping my hair in his hands as he fucks my throat like he was fucking my pussy last night.



My head hits off the tile walls as he continues to use my hair to move me along with his thrusts.  I feel his pubic hairs smash into my nose and his balls touch my lower lips.  He holds himself deep down my throat until I start to feel dizzy till he suddenly lets me go.  I collapse on the shower floor.



“Stand up.  I’ve decided I want to cum in your other hole.”



“Y-yes, Master,” I say in a raspy voice, my throat still raw from his abuse.



He spins me around to face the glass partition.  He wraps an arm around my throat, holding me in place.  His other hand opens the shampoo bottle and squirts it on my ass.  He doesn’t hesitate. He guides his cock and pushes it against my asshole.  I try to move forward, but there is nowhere to go.



His arm tightens around my neck, making me pause in my struggle.



“Behave or I will choke you out and still fuck your ass.”



I nod as much as I can.  His arm loosens slightly and I feel his thick, hard cock breach the tight opening of my ass.



His hand covers my throat as his other hand wanders from my breasts to my clit.



“Is my little bitch going to come while I fuck your dirty little asshole?”



“Yes, Master.”



I really don’t know if I will, so I say what I think he wants to hear.



He pulls back and slams into me, making me scream out in pain and shock.  He holds himself still before he rocks his hips up against my ass.  I relax slightly as the pain subsides.



“That’s it.  I want you to bring that nasty little bitch out.” He groans in my ear before he bites my earlobe as he fucks in and out of my ass with longer strokes.  I keep my ass as relaxed as possible, trying not to tighten up.  He releases my ear and licks it a few times.  He continues to fuck me with his massive cock, sliding it in and out, only faster and deeper now.



His hand slides down and he pushes his fingers into my pussy.  Filling me up.  My legs tremble as I feel his thumb or finger rub my clit.



“Where is my cum going this time, Willow?  Ahh, you filthy little slut.  Do you love having my cock stuff your asshole full, hmm?”  He says as he keeps slamming his cock in and out of my loose hole.



“Y-yes, M-master.  Please, Master.  Fill my asshole up with your cum.”



He grips my throat as he fucks me hard and fast.



“Yes. Yes.  This is the tightest little asshole I’ve ever been in.  Take my cum up this hole too, bitch.” He says as he fucks me so deep and hard my face and hips hit the glass partition.



I feel his cock twitch and jerk and spurt after spurt.  He paints my asshole white.  His hand tightens on my throat as he keeps cumming inside of me.   I let out a muffled cry as I clamp my ass around his cock as I explode into ecstasy, coming harder than I ever have in my life.  I feel his cock jerk inside me again as I sag against the glass.



Chapter 7




Aaron




I

 feel as if I’ve run a marathon as I try to catch my breath.  Her tight little asshole clamps down on my cock as I spurt more cum deep inside her asshole.  I feel her pulse flutter under my neck.  Making me feel powerful as I continue rocking my hips up against her soft, fleshy ass.  I let go of her neck as I feel her body sag against the glass.  I don’t know what it is about this girl, but she brings out the animal in me.

I turn the shower off and walk out with my cock still stuffed up inside her tight little asshole.



“Let’s plug my cum up your nasty little hole.”



I push her over the sink again and look down as I remove my cock out of her ass.  Her asshole looks slightly red, but there is no blood.  I am relieved I didn’t want to hurt her.  I watch my cum drip out of her as I quickly push her tail inside her ass.  It goes in with ease this time.  I can’t help but smile.



She reaches back gingerly, touching her ass as if to make sure everything is alright.  I should have taken it easy with her.  I feel a twinge of guilt before I stifle it.



“Go comb your hair.  Your comb is on my table.”



I watch her ass as she walks out of the bathroom.  I follow her into the bedroom.  She pauses, looking at her comb lying on my table.



“Charles moved you out of your apartment.  You will get what I deem is necessary.”



I walk past her to go into my closet to get ready for the day.  I dry myself off, throwing my towel into the laundry basket.  As I pick out my suit, tie, shirt and watch.  I wonder what is going on in my little pet’s mind.  She doesn’t know what I have planned for her breakfast.  I need to set up instructions for her cage and breakfast when I go downstairs.  A last look in the mirror, I run my hands through my hair.  I wonder if men get a glow after sex?  I certainly look more relaxed than I have done for a while.



I walk back out to see she her head down and she is still combing her hair.  I pick up the leash and snap it onto her collar before walking out of the bedroom.  She will know where to find me, and I need to make some arrangements.





Chapter 8




Willow




H

 e walks past me into his walk-in closet.  I comb my hair, keeping my face down.  He fucked my ass.  I can’t believe he fit, that thing he calls a cock inside of me.  I continue to comb my hair robotically until I feel him move my hair to the side, only to snap the leash on before he walks out of the bedroom.

I let out a shaky breath and continue to detangle my hair.  He didn’t give me any clothes.  I snort.  He doesn’t deem them as necessary as long as I keep playing the dog for him.



Once my hair is done and I’ve dried myself off.  I make my way downstairs.  Eyeing the front door as I make my way to the room we were in yesterday.  I know it’s no good trying to get out with whatever locks he has in place.  It wouldn’t matter.  I need to stay here for my mum.  It’s a luxurious house from what I have seen so far.  The room is empty.  I follow the smell of food.  My stomach clenching in hunger.  All I’ve had since yesterday morning was some toast and tea.  I reach another door and try that one.  It’s a dining room.  Aaron is already sitting there at the table like a Lord.  There is no way he made all that himself.  There seems to be an enormous collection of food, similar to a continental breakfast selection you would find at a high-end hotel.



He looks up, taking a bite of his toast.  He points his finger at me, motioning to me to crawl.



I feel my cheeks flush as I go back down on my hands and knees.  I see a silver bowl lying between his feet.



“Good, you’re down.  This morning you’re going to learn how to eat like a good little bitch.  Get under the table.”



I crawl under the table.  Before I can see what is in my bowl, I see he has pulled his cock out.



“You will serve me with your mouth first before touching any food.  A good little bitch needs to start off the day by swallowing down her Master’s cum.”



“Yes, Master,”  I say in a murmur.  I almost sigh.  Typical bloke wanting a blow job.



I look at his enormous cock sticking out from his black trousers.  I place my hands on his thighs.



“No hands.  Keep your hands behind your back.” He snaps at me.



I lick his cock up and down before sucking on the tip.  I hollow my mouth as I suck him in deeper.



I hear footsteps.



“Morning, Charles.”



I try to pull back, but he puts a hand behind my head and forces his cock further down my throat.  I keep swallowing like I did this morning in the shower.  He grips my head with both hands now and is fucking my throat with his cock.  He fucks me so deep and hard my head bangs on the top of the table a few times.



He pushes himself deep down my throat as he groans.  I feel his cock swell.  I can’t breathe because he has my nose held up against his crotch and his trousers are covering my nose.  He doesn’t let go as I feel his cock spurt, his hot wet cum straight down my throat.  His hands are gripping my hair so tightly I’m sure he has pulled some strands out.  I keep swallowing him down, as I don’t want to choke or throw up all over him.



“Now that’s just rude.”  I hear Charles say.



Aaron finally lets go of my hair.



“You know what to do, Willow.”



My cheeks feel so heated it’s like a furnace.  I suck his cock clean and roughly stick his dick in his pants.  I can’t believe Charles witnessed me suck him off under the table.



“Charles, wait in the foyer, will you?”



“Get out, Willow.”  He snaps at me.



I crawl out from under the table.



“Did you forget to say something?”



“Thank you, Master,”  I say, keeping my head down so he won’t see my anger.



“A little too late.  No, breakfast for you.  Remember this lesson today.  Obey my rule and we won’t have any problems.”



I glance down at the forgotten bowl.  It looks like it was just cereal and milk.



He takes my leash and pulls me along behind him, taking me out of another door.  He takes me upstairs, guides me to the cage and locks me in.  It is a large cage and I see there is a bucket in there now and some toilet paper.  This isn’t a good omen for me.



He snaps the door shut.  Locking me in.  He bends down.  Looking me in the eye.  The corner of his mouth lifts in a smirk.



“See you later.  Be a good girl.”



I silently lie down on my side.  I don’t want to sit on my butt because of the stupid tail.  My stomach growls in hunger.  I have no idea when he will be back.  I wrap myself up in the fluffy black blanket and curl into myself.  Thinking of my parents.  My mum’s sacrifices.  I can do this for five months.  It’s not as if in tough times I haven’t gone without food before.




Day two.








Fuck me, what a mess I’m in


 
.






Chapter 9




Aaron




A

 s soon as we reach the limo, Charles pipes up.

“Seriously?  Was that necessary?  She doesn’t seem like the type to make trouble.  Cut her some slack, man.”



“You don’t get a say in how I deal with her.  I own her ass for five months for a lot of money.  She knows the deal.  She signed the contract.”



He looks like he is going to say something else, but then just shakes his head at me.



“Whatever, man.”



I pull out my phone and bring up the camera feed for her cage.  She looks as if she is sleeping.  I put my phone back into my jacket pocket.



This has been interesting.  I love having power over her and I can only hope she doesn’t start boring me to death.  Having the facility to have sex on tap and on my terms has been the best decision I have made.  I just didn’t think she was going to be this good.



I feel a niggle in the pit of my stomach.  I chase it away, thinking of what’s ahead for today.  Perhaps I will cancel my last meeting and reschedule it so I can get back to my pet sooner.




∆∆∆




By midday, I have cleared much of my work and my schedule for the rest of the day.  I checked in on Willow.  She has moved a little since this morning.  As the day went on, the guilt kept creeping up on me when I realised I have no clue when she ate food the previous day.  I didn’t feed her last night before I caged her.  It is Katherine’s day off today so I can’t get any food taken up to her.  Not that I want my housekeeper seeing Willow in her cage.



I message Charles to pick up some food and meet me back at the office by 1 pm.  Charles has been with me for over fifteen years as my bodyguard and friend.  He knows better than anyone what a ruthless bastard I am.  He knows how I crush all of my opponents in business.  Willow’s resistance caught me by surprise.  I had sent Charles with a generous offer of £20k for one night.  Now she is stuck serving me for five months.  Thinking of her being under my table every morning makes my cock stiffen.



For fuck’s sake.  I need to stop thinking about her.  The office is enormous and has privacy with the frosted door and windows.   I look around the vast room.  I could easily bring her in here during the day.



That puts a smile on my face.




∆∆∆




We don’t get home till 3 pm.  There was last-minute shit I had to finish.  I sent Charles home.  I want my pet naked only for me.  As much as I enjoy the thought of humiliating her in front of others, I don’t want to share her.  Initially, I thought I could share her with Dom and Grayson.  Make her feel like a worthless whore.  Just the thought of it now makes me angry.     



I walk into the bedroom and go straight into the closet to change my clothes.  I come back out wearing black sweatpants and a matching t-shirt.  Looking down at her in her cage.  The blanket drowns her.  She is awake now and peering at me over the blanket.



“Do you have anything to say to me?”  I ask her.



“I’m sorry, Master.”



“What are you sorry for?”



“For not thanking you for allowing me to suck your cock.”  she whispers and her head falls on her chest.



“Good girl.  I don’t care who is around.  Your job is to obey me.”



I unlock her cage.  She awkwardly crawls out.



“You can stand up and stretch out till we get downstairs.”



I untie the leash from the top of the cage.  I inspect her body as she stands up.  She only has faint marks left on her breasts.  I rein in the need to touch her by pulling her towards the door.



I take her into the reception room, as it will be warmer.  I’ve already laid the food out.



I take a seat at the table and point at the pillow I put down for her.



She takes her place by my feet.



“Are you okay with sushi?”



Her stomach growls, and her cheeks flush pink.  She nods before quickly saying.  “Yes, Master.”



“Open up, Willow.”  I place the seasoned sushi on her tongue and watch as she chews her food.



“Thank you, Master.”  I can see her beautiful blue eyes well up in tears as they fall down her cheeks.  I feel my belly clench again.  Only this time I recognise the feeling of guilt.  I don’t like it. 



“When did you last eat?”  I say with my jaw clenched.



She blinks back her tears. 



“Yesterday morning.  I had tea and toast.  So much happened...”  she trails off, looking away.



“It’s okay.  I’m sorry.  Starving you is not what I intended to do, Willow.  I apologise for my oversight that won’t ever happen again.”



Her eyes widen and her mouth drops open in shock.  I push some more food into her mouth.  To prevent her from talking.



We are both silent as I finish feeding her.  I give her some water. Holding the bottle to her mouth, she tries to take it with her mitts.  One glare from me is all she needs to put her hands down.



I push her head so it rests on my inner thigh as I eat my late lunch.  Every so often stroking her golden, silky strands of her hair.



Hmm.  I wasn’t expecting this level of contentment being in her company.  Is five months long enough?  I think back to her medical records.



“Did you take your birth control pill yesterday?”



Her head shoots up in a panic.



“I-I didn’t even think about it.  Oh, no.  What if I get pregnant?  I’ve never missed a pill before.”



“It’s fine.  Don’t get yourself worked up.  From what I believe, it takes a while for the pills to work out of your system.  I had a scare a few years back.”  I smile at her and wink.



I send a quick message to Charles.



“There all done.  Charles will bring them in the morning.”



“Do you have condoms?  I mean, for today.”



I give her a shrewd look.



“You really think I’m going to fuck you through some shitty plastic sheath?  What did you agree to?”



She puts her head back on my thigh.



“To obey.”



“Follow my rule, be a good girl for me and we won’t have any problems.  If you continue as you have done,  I will ease off some of the training regimes I have you under.”



“Training?  Master,”  she says quickly, adding Master on.



I can’t help but smile.  Yes, this is exactly the training she is going through.



“You’re my pet for five months.  The more you obey and follow my rules, the easier everything becomes for you.  Are you uncomfortable when you crawl?  The tail?”



“No, the pads you gave me help and I-I guess I have got used to the tail,”  she says as she buries her face further into my leg.



Fuck.  This woman is too sweet.  How did a cunt like me find a gem like this?  Actually, scrap that.  She is going to stay mine.  I don’t care if I don’t deserve her.



I run my fingers through her hair again.  I need to get her some little ears next.    



“I don’t foresee any problems as long as you obey.  I bought you some clothes.  You’re coming into the office with me tomorrow.”



She looks up with apprehension but says nothing.  I bite back another a smile.  I don’t say anything to ease her fears.  My gut feeling says she will get off on a little fear and humiliation.



“Let’s chill out for a bit.”



I stand up, taking her leash and make my way into the theatre room.  There are only six seats.  It’s not as if I entertain anyone other than Charles in my home.  All the women I hook up with remain in hotels or the penthouse.  I need my home to be stress and noise-free.  I look back to watch my little pet crawling behind me, her tits swaying as she crawls.  If anything, she is a stress reliever.



I take a seat in the middle and pat my thigh so Willow knows where to sit.  She cautiously climbs onto my lap while I adjust the reclining seat back slightly, so she lies on top of me.



“Are you cold?”



She snuggles in closer to me.    Putting her small hand over my chest.  “No, I’m okay.  Thank you...Master.”



“Good girl.”  I say as I wrap my arm around her waist.  I rest my chin on her head.



“What do you want to watch?”



“Anything action, or thriller.”



“No rom-com flicks?”  I ask, surprised at her choice.



“No, I need to be in the mood for them.  I sometimes watch one before I’m due.”



I frown as I use the remote control setting up the movie.  Till I realise she means due for her period.






“When

 

did


 
you have your last period?”






“Umm. I finished last week.  I need to get my contraceptive pills. They help keep me regular.”



As I flick through the various movies, I ponder on this.  I need to do a little digging.  I’ve had no female under my care, so I don’t know what to expect during her period.



“Does it hurt when you have them?”



“Sometimes, that’s why the doctor prescribes me the pill.  It helps with the symptoms and the regularity.”



“Hmm.”



I play the movie but my mind couldn’t be further away from what’s on the screen.  I will just need to make sure she is comfortable during her period.  If she has just finished, she won’t be on them soon.  A good few weeks to keep offloading myself into her pussy.  I relax into my seat.  Certainly no hardship there.



My cock decides now is a good time to do just that.  I tilt my head to see that Willow’s attention is on the screen.  I slide my sweatpants off.  For this reason, I did not bother with boxers. I pull her tail up and settle her on top of me so her ass rests on my pelvis.  Using both of my hands, I spread her thighs open wide, pushing her legs over mine.  I reach between her legs and play with her pussy.



I push my fingers in and out of her tight pussy until she is soaking my fingers.  I stroke her clit, my fingers slide with ease over her wet little pussy.



“Such a good girl.  Soaking my hand.  Let’s see how much you soak my cock.”



I place both of her legs higher on the chair as I manoeuvre my cock towards her pussy.



“Are you going to be a good little pet and ride my cock?”



She turns to look at me.



“No, keep watching the movie.”



I lift her up slightly as I rub my cock against her pussy and drop her down onto my hard cock.



She cries out before moaning and leaning back onto me.



I wrap my hand around her throat.



“Keep watching the movie, pet.  Fuck yourself on my cock like a good girl.”



I hold her by the throat and with one hand on her hip; I help her move up and down.  Raising the recliner slightly so I can get a better position.  I grip her tits in each hand and use them to bounce her up and down on my cock while I thrust upwards in rhythm with her as she bounces on my cock.



“Please, please, Master, can I cum?”



“Of course you can. You know what to say first.”



I keep fucking into her till she is crying. My grip must be bruising her breasts, but she never slows down, slamming herself down onto my cock.  With each thrust, she feels sopping wet.



“Please, Master.  Give me your cum.  I want it inside of me.”



“Good girl.”  I slide a hand down to rub her wet clit.



“What else?”



“I’m your filthy little slut.”



“Good little pet.  Come as much as you want on my cock.”



I fuck into her as hard as I can, squeezing her breast while pinching her nipple hard as I fuck myself into like a demon-possessed.  I feel a spurt of liquid on my hand as she soaks my cock and my thighs.



She wails out her release as she nearly squeezes my dick off.  I bite her shoulder and let myself go, making sure I hit her deep inside.  And I erupt like a volcano, soaking her further with my cum.  I let out a roar as I hold her down on my cock.



I can feel her legs still trembling on mine.



I pull her hair back and twist her head so I can kiss her.  Pushing my tongue inside her while grinding my cock inside her.  Simultaneously fucking both her holes.  She softens against me and kisses me back with her eyes closed.



“You’re a messy little pup.  You squirted all over us.”  I murmur.



She pushes her face into my neck hiding her face.  I feel another smile stretch out over my face.



“Go on, you know what to do.”



I recline the chair again and place both of my hands under my head as I watch her clean my cock before diligently lapping up my thighs. 




Day two.





This has to be the best fucking money I have ever spent.




Chapter 10




Willow




I

 smooth out the skirt of the knee-length dress Aaron got me.  I was worried he was going to make me go into his office naked or as a dog.  Instead, he got me a designer black dress, black stilettos, and stockings.  He gave me no underwear to go with it and he still made me wear my tail, but the dress is long enough to cover it.  I still wear the collar, but he unclipped the leash.

He is talking to his secretary outside while I wait inside his office, standing next to his desk.  I don’t want the first night fiasco when I tried to sit down on the couch and he nearly took me out for it.  I take in his office.  It’s pristine and modern, just like his home.  Thinking back on last night, he picked me up and threw me over his shoulder and we soaked in the bath.  After that, I didn't enjoy going back into the cage. I try to block it from my mind.  It doesn’t matter if I like it or not; I don’t have a choice.  I wonder if he will let me speak to my mum.  Make sure she is okay.



He walks back through into the office with his usual swagger.  Turning back for a moment, only to lock the door.  His eyes are laser focused on me.  He looks at me like a tiger watches his prey.  Taking everything in about them before pouncing for the kill.



“Take your dress off and get under my desk.”



“Uh.  Yes, Master.”



I pull the zip down from the side of the dress before pulling the dress over my head.  It’s probably expensive, so I carefully drape it over the chair opposite his desk.  I left my hair open so at least it covers up some of me.  I reach down to take the high heels off.



“Did I tell you to take your shoes off?”  He asks as he sits down on his throne.



“No, Master.”



He pushes his chair back as I crawl over to him.  I get under his large desk.  It is rather roomy under here.  I notice he has put a dog pillow down.  At least I’m not on the cold, hard floor.  I sit down and he pulls his chair in.  He grips my hair and pulls my head between his legs and pushes it against his thigh, much like he did yesterday.  I thought he wanted another blow job, but apparently that’s his breakfast time treat.  If I think about it, it might be mine too.  He only lets me eat once he has cum down my throat.  He kept Charles outside of the room this morning, much to my relief.



I sigh and put my hands on his thigh as I relax my head on him.



It’s a fairly boring morning.  He is vicious in his business and he takes zero shit from anyone.  I think he would have completely ruined me and not given it a second thought.  He said my car loan is paid off, and they have put all my spare items from my apartment into storage.  I said nothing.  He is the reason it all happened.



There is a quiet lull in the office now as he taps away on his computer.



“Master?”



“Hmm?”



“Can I call my mum at some point?  I usually call a few times a week…I don’t want her to worry about me or worse, call the police.”



“Of course you can pet.  You can call her before you leave the office tonight.”



“Thank you, Master.”



His hand comes to my head as he strokes my hair.



“Good girl.” He murmurs.



It always gives me a surge of pleasure when he calls me a good girl.  I would rather have his approval than any of his punishments.  No matter how much I hate him for what he has done to me, I enjoy his praise.  Not to mention I did not like the cane.  I nuzzle into his thigh now, more like a cat than a dog.



He pushes his chair back and peers down at me.



“You’ve been a very good girl today, pet.”  He says.



I hear shuffling as he moves things around on his desk.



“Get up here and I will give you a nice reward.”



“Yes, Master.”



I crawl out from under the desk.



“Face down on my desk.”



I see he has cleared his desk to make space for me.  I bend over his desk.  He pushes his chair and legs between mine, forcing them open wider.



He slaps my ass before rubbing it and doing the same with my other cheek.  Okay, this I can cope with.  He keeps alternating, slapping me before he pushes me up further onto the table.  I yelp and grab a hold of the table.  I can feel him tugging on my tail, pushing it in and out but ever so slowly.  He said this is a reward.



Why is he torturing me?



“You are the perfect little pet for me, Willow.  Do you know why?”



He faintly runs his fingertips across my pussy.



“No, Master.”



“Because there has never been a time where you haven’t been soaked and ready for my cock.”  He says as he pushes his finger in and out of my pussy.  I am itching to push myself back onto him, but I have a feeling he would stop if I moved.



“Look at you,  like my little bitch in heat.  Your filthy pussy is dripping onto my desk.  You’re licking that up when I’m done with you.”



I feel him flick the tail onto my back as he picks me up from my hips and buries his face into my pussy.  He is eating me out like a savage.  Nipping at my clit then tongue fucking me, but it’s when he moves his hand to the tail plug and fucks my ass with it, I lose all control.  It took me by surprise but the waves of pleasure carry on as the keeps sucking and fucking me with the plug.  I think I’m going to have some stubble rash from his mouth, but right now I don’t give a fuck.  I don’t even think I can move.  He puts my hips back down on the desk, pulling me down from the desk till my legs hit the floor.



“Thank you, Master.”



“Good girl.   Now lick my desk clean, then come over her and lick my face clean.”  I see the wet spot on his black leather desk pad.  I lick it clean like he asked me to.  My cheeks feel as if they are on fire as I feel mortified while licking up all of my mess.  I turn around to face him.



His dark hazel eyes look darker and have an intense look in them.  He doesn’t have any anger in them like he did that first night.  He took his jacket off and he is wearing a white shirt with a royal blue tie.   I hesitate, uncertain how to reach his face.   He picks me up and sits me on top of his lap.  I can feel his hard cock prodding my ass.



I look up at him.  This feels more intimate than anything we have done.  I lick his lips before licking below his lips and catching his dark stubble.  Licking over to the top of his mouth.  He holds my head in his hands and kisses me.  My heart is pounding, tasting myself and him together, making me horny yet again.



I rub myself over his cock.  He pushes his hips upwards rubbing his cock on my ass as he continues to kiss me.



Before we can take it any further, there is a knock on the door.



Aaron growls and pulls away from me.  The anger is palpable on his face and his tense body.



“What the fuck is it?”  He shouts out.



“It’s only me.  You told me to bring you lunch at 1 pm.”  I hear Charles shout back at him.  He is clearly amused as I hear him chuckle through the door.



I lift my hand to my face to cover my smile.



Aaron swivels his gaze from the door to me, with the speed of the chick from the exorcist.  My smile drops as does my hand.  My body tenses with a nervous energy.  Uncertain if he will get angry with me or not.



“Do you find something funny, pet?”



I shake my head quickly, my hair going all over the place.



“No, Master.”



“Good.”  He says as the corner of his mouth curves upward in amusement.



Relief fills my body.



“Get under the desk.  I’m going to get our lunch.”



I make a snappy escape.  Weirdly enough, feeling safer under the desk.  I hear them murmuring, but I can’t make out the conversation.  Aaron returns with a bag of food.  He pulls me back out and moves my doggy bed and sits me down between his legs again.



“He got your pills and some vitamins as well.”



“Oh, please tell him thank you.”



“Of course, pet.”



He pulls the food out of the bag and feeds me a selection of Thai food.  Every so often stroking me or licking my lips.  He makes me feel like his adored pet.  Other than the first morning, he always ensures I eat first.  I’m not foolish and I don’t trust his mellow mood to last.




∆∆∆




“Put your dress on, pet.  We can go out for dinner tonight.”



I put my dress on, making sure none of the tail is showing.  He holds out his phone for me.  I realise it’s ringing already.  It’s my mum’s number.



“Mum!  How are you?  I’m so sorry I haven’t called you sooner.  I’ve just been really busy.”  I look at him as I say this.  He has a slight smirk on his face.  I quickly look away again.



Mum fills me in on everything that is happening with everyone from.  I think people retire  become bored only to obsess themselves with idle gossip.  Then asks the inevitable question of when I can come and see her.



“I know.  I will try at some point.  It might be difficult for a few months.”



Aaron frowns at me now.






“Okay, mum.  I love you too.  Look after yourself and no cheating at bingo, they are going to catch you one day and they

 

will


 
ban you.”






I laugh as she snorts her response.  Something about Gladys being nearly blind and hard of hearing.  I hang up and pass the phone back to Aaron.  My heart feels lighter after speaking to my mum.  Feeling uncomfortable now, knowing everything I am doing, it’s for my mum.  I rub my arms.  Aaron continues to watch me like a hawk.



“Why did you tell her you can’t see her?”



“Because I sold myself to you for five months…Master.”



“I said you have to obey.  I didn’t say I wouldn’t let you see your mother.  We can drive up to see her one weekend.  She doesn’t live too far away.”



My face shoots up and I look up at him in surprise.  Does the devil have a soul?



“You really mean that?”



“I may be a cold-hearted bastard, Pet, but I would like to think I am a man of my word.”







Fair enough, I can’t argue with that logic


 
.






Charles stays with us as we make our way to the restaurant.  He sits not too far from us. It didn’t surprise me to see it was a swanky place.  We are tucked away in a corner.  It seems Aaron likes his privacy.  Aaron orders for both of us.  I feel nervous, perhaps because it’s a massive posh restaurant.  Or if it’s because I got used to his house, but I would have much rather have ordered a take-away and stayed at home.  I should feel more comfortable outside in a public place where Aaron can’t pounce on me.  He is so damned unpredictable, though.  If he asked me to crawl under the table, I would have no choice but to obey him.  Aaron twirls his finger in my hair, winding my hair around it.



“Master, why do you like playing with my hair?”



“Your hair is like a ray of golden sunshine.  It’s soft and silky.  Before I met you, I didn't think I had a hair fetish. I love the length of it.  Tonight I want to see it spread out all over my sheets.”



His eyes drop to my collar.  He looks at me as if to scrutinise me.



I bite my lip.



He scowls at me now.



“Stop biting your lips unless you want me to fuck you right here on this table.”



I stop immediately.



“I just feel a little nervous and out of place.”  I mumble.



His scowl deepens.



“Why?’



“I’m more of an introvert.  I would have been happy just having dinner with you at home…sorry…Master.”  I hastily tag on in time.  I don’t mention that he is a dominating bastard and I don’t know what he will ask me to do next.  This puts me on edge.



His face clears up and softens.



“I will bear that in mind, pet.  Or we can go to a less ostentatious place next time.”



Aaron had the steak, and I had the pasta.  Give me carbs every day, any day.  I use the last of my garlic bread to wipe the pasta sauce clean off the place.  It tastes too good to care if anyone is watching me.



Aaron sits back with a small smile on his face.



“You sure you don’t want me to order you another one?”



“No.  I’m certain.  It would be a waste of food.”



“You realise I’m a billionaire, right?”



“It doesn’t matter.  There are still starving people out there while others can buy food, then toss half of it away.”



“Ah, so you would eat half of it.”



He sticks his hand in the air.  I grab his hand in mine and pull it down.



“Honestly, I couldn’t eat anymore.”



“Dessert?”



“Well, okay, maybe dessert, if it’s chocolate.  We can share it.”



“That sounds good.”



He smiles and calls the waiter for the restaurant’s signature chocolate dessert.  I catch Charles looking over at Aaron before he looks over at me and winks at me.  I know what he is hinting at, that Aaron is happy with me.  He told me to just go with it for the money.  I just think I satiate Aaron’s need for total power and control, all wrapped up with sex.



I need to keep my distance. All this ends in a few months’ time.  I will be damned if he takes over five months from me.



He orders me the best damn chocolate fondant I have ever had.  The one I was supposed to share with him, but when he came at it with his spoon, I yanked the plate away.



“Sorry.  I changed my mind.  Please order your own.”



“You’re about to lose your good girl status for today. You said we could share.”



I look up at him while shovelling half the cake in my mouth.  Moaning at the soft cake and the oozing hot chocolate centre.  I look back down at the plate in my hand.




How much is this cake worth to me?





Is he going to cane my ass this time?








Fuck it.







I shove the rest in my mouth.




I mean, why do they make them so fucking tiny?




I push the plate back to him.



“There is still some ice cream on there for you.”  I say innocently.



I wipe the corners of my mouth delicately with a napkin.  As if I didn’t just demolish a cake in two bites.  He looks down at the plate, then at my face.  I think the shock has finally worn off.



“What was the one rule, Willow?”



I chew on my lower lip.



Still tasting the decadent chocolate flavour in my mouth.







I don’t fucking regret it


 
.






“I’m sorry, Master.  I should have shared.”



“You don’t sound too sincere, pet.  Don’t worry, you will be when we get home.”







Fuck it.  Still worth it


 
.







∆∆∆




Charles left us once he had done his routine check in on the house.  I think that bastard cake is churning in my stomach.  Aaron hasn’t spoken to me once since Choco-Gate.  I mean, what the fuck?  He could buy the restaurant or the chef.  Or a billion of those cakes.  He has to be winding me up.                He can’t be upset with me for not sharing, can he?



All these thoughts go around my head as he tugs me upstairs towards the bedroom.



“Take everything off except your tail.”







Okay, that’s not so bad


 
.






I take my dress, stockings and shoes off.



“Now get on the bed.  Face down, ass up.”



I swallow and follow his instructions.  Lying down on the cold black covers, I don’t feel as brave anymore.  I feel sick to my stomach, with nerves.




Fucking bastard cake.  It was entrapment.





It was so fucking good, though.








Bastard


 
.






I feel him pulling my legs apart, spreading me open wider.  I feel something metal snap around my ankle, then my other ankle is snapped in.



“Bring your hands underneath you towards your ankles.”



I push my hands down. He pulls them further down and attaches them into whatever he has around my ankles. I try to look down.



It looks like the olden days wooden stocks they used to have but these seem to be for the sexually deviant since I can’t move an inch, my legs are spread wide apart, my ass is sticking up in the air.  I can’t move my hands at all.  I feel like a Christmas turkey, all trussed up.



“Comfortable?”



“Umm.  Is that a trick question, Master?”



“I will let you think about it for a while.”



I bite my lip so I say nothing.  I know he is going to torment me.  Anything I say or do will not change that.  If anything I will only make matters worse.



I hear him move about for a bit, then I hear some clicking noises.  I bury my face in the bedding to stifle my groan.  He is taking pictures of me.



I try to pull my ankles and wrists further up the bed so I don’t feel as strained.  All it does is push my ass further up into the air.



I hear some rustling noises.



“Now I know you don’t like the cane, pet.  So even though you forgot your one and only rule, I’m going to be generous and spare you the cane.  Hmm.  If only you could see your ass spread open, showing me your holes like a dirty little bitch in heat.  All you need is some puppy dog ears.”  I feel him put something on my head.



“There, now you look like a real pup.  You don’t get to speak tonight.  If you want to say anything, you bark like a little bitch.  Do you understand?”



I nod my head against the bedspread.



He slaps my ass so hard.  I can feel my eyes tearing up.



“What did I just tell you?”



“Woof?”



“Good girl.”



I sag back into the bed in relief. 



“Now, next on the agenda.  I think something larger needs to be inside your ass.  Since it is your ass that forgot to have any manners tonight.”



I feel him pull my tail out.   I feel him pour some lube inside my now open for business hole.



He pushes something larger and wider inside of me.  Pushing it in a few inches.



“Breath through it and keep your ass relaxed or it will hurt.”



I do as he tells me to.



I groan as the pressure keeps being applied.  I feel too full.



He keeps pushing it in.  I have no idea what it is or how long it is, but he doesn’t stop till he has pushed it all in.  It feels like his cock, massive.



“Feel full, pet?”



I’m about to answer. Then I remembered his harsh slap.



“Woof.”



“Good girl.  It’s a full sized vibrator that’s filling that tight hole up.  This will be the closest you will feel to having both your holes fucked by two cocks.  Are you wet for me, pet?”



He doesn’t wait for me to bark.  He pushes what feels like all his fingers inside me before pulling them out again.



“Look at this hole spread open wide for me.  It’s getting even wider with my fingers all being rammed inside.”



He torments me by fucking me with his fingers before he slides the vibrator in and out of my ass.



“Woof.  Woof.”



“Aww.  What’s wrong, my little bitch?  Do you need me to fuck your pussy? Soon.”



He switches the vibrator on and spanks my ass with his hands, then hits me with something much harder.  I lose count of how many times he has spanked me.  All I know is my ass is on fire.  He pushes the vibrator fully back into my ass.  It must have slipped out.  I need his cock, not a vibrator. 



I don’t even think about it as I woof and bark for him.  No doubt it will please him.  He got me to do the final doggy trait. If he asked me to speak to him in latin, I would give it a shot.  If I don’t get an orgasm, soon I might just explode.



I grip the metal bar in my hands as I try to wriggle my ass.



Thankfully, I don’t have to wait long.  I feel Aaron push his cock into my pussy.



Holy shit, it feels like there are two baseball bats inside of me now.



“Shh.  Just breath.  We are doing this regardless of whether you want to.”



He pushes himself further into me, groaning as he can probably feel the vibrations on his cock now.  He thrusts deeper inside me.



“That’s it.  Take all of me, pet.”



I feel him hold my hips and he pulls himself out and thrusts harder inside of me again.  It pushes the vibrator further into my ass.  I cry out as it becomes to much for me.  Oh no, what if I squirt again?



“Do you know what happens to bitches in heat?  They get bred.  Since you’re here to obey.  You’re going to take a pussy full of my cum.”



I don’t know if this is part of his role playing or not, but he seen me take the pill earlier in the office today.



“I asked you a fucking question, pet.”



I groan out what sounds like a woof who the fuck knows at this point.  He speeds up, fucking himself into me.  I try to push back, but I can’t move because of the stupid contraption he has me locked into.



If my hands were free, I would have brought myself off by now.  Finally, his hand reaches between my legs as he keeps ramming himself in and out of me.



“Take.  Every-fucking-thing.” He is fucking me so hard my face is getting smashed into the mattress.  He rubs his fingers, rubbing my clit hard.  I scream into the bed covers as he keeps fucking me through my orgasm.  My holes gripping both his cock and the vibrator in my ass.  As I cry out again in pain and pleasure.  He doesn’t stop ramming his cock into me.



“Good little slut.  Take your Master’s cum.”  He says as he groans and pushes himself as deep as he can, slamming his hips into mine, jolting the vibrator again.  I can only moan and dribble all over the bedsheets at this point.  His cock is still spurting like a fountain inside of me.



“Good little breeding bitch.” He says as he keeps rocking his cock inside of me.  He turns the vibrator off, much to my relief.







Fuck me.  That cake was totally worth it


 
.






After unlocking me from his torture device, we go in for a shower.  Half asleep I walk towards my cage.  Aaron stops me and pulls my wrist towards him and pushes me back onto the bed.



“You can sleep on the bed tonight.”





Chapter 11




Aaron




I

 left a sulking Willow in her cage this morning.  After last night, I woke up with my arms wrapped around her in my bed.  I needed some distance.  I smile as I think about how I fucked her senseless last night.  Her pussy had been so tight I initially couldn’t get my cock inside.  In the end, I just fucked into her as hard as I could.    My cock aches again at the thought of doing it all over again.

I knew it had been intense for her, too.  I can’t remember any woman coming close to Willow by comparison.  In looks, in nature and the sex is the most satisfying I’ve ever had, it just keeps getting better.  Which is why I left her locked in her cage today.  I needed some time on my own to think things through.  She doesn’t get to walk away from me after her five months are up.



I sip my coffee and gaze out of the window.  There is a knock on the door.  I sit down at my desk so no one spots my hard-on, hardly appropriate for the workplace.



“Come in, it’s open.”



“There was a fire in the new building at Regent’s Square,”  Charles says as he comes in.



“Fuck, damage?”



“It’s gone.  You’re going to have to claim the insurance on it.  The fire brigade will have a full report for us soon but they don’t think it was deliberate.”



We spend the rest of the day trying to arrange the PR of the news outbreak, and the future security of sites, and I had to factor in delays and costs.  This was a major project.



I’m exhausted by the end of the day.  I realise the time and Willow is still locked in her cage.



“Fuck, we need to go home now.”



“Willow?”



“Yeah.”



“She’s been good for you.  You’ve been happier.”



“Great, are you going to quote me my horoscope next?  Paint my fucking toenails?”  I ask as I put my jacket on.



He sniggers while coughing bullshit into his hand.



I glare at him.



“How’re those pills working out for you?”



“I’m going to hire a new security team.”



“Yeah, who’s going to put up with your crazy ass?”







Fucker.  He has a point there


 
.







∆∆∆




As soon as Charles left, I rush to my bedroom.  Willow is wrapped up in her blanket.  All I see is her mass of blonde hair.  I unlock the cage and open the door.



I notice her lunch is untouched.  This is unacceptable.  I can’t have her starving herself.



“Get out of the fucking cage, Willow!”



She watches me warily as she crawls out of her cage, naked.



I sit on the bed, angrily yanking off my tie and pulling my jacket off.



“Here.”



I point to the floor in front of me.



She crawled over to me.  I had left her in her pads and mitts.  She looks so good on her knees, like my little bitch should.  She sits between my open legs.  I grapple with my anger before I speak.



“Do you want your freedom around the house?”



She clears her throat.



“Yes, Master.”



“Fine.  I’m going to call my friend, who is a doctor.  You’re going to get chipped.”



“What?”



“Stay in the cage or get chipped.  I don’t care either way.  You’re still mine.  If you have an issue with the cage, that’s your problem.”



“But why...?”



“I can track you.  You don’t get to break this agreement.  Cage or getting chipped?”



“How big is it?”



I show her using my index finger and thumb.



“Fine, chipped...Master.  You will remove it when I leave?”



I clench my jaw in aggravation, till I remember she won’t be leaving.



“Of course.”



I message Dom exactly what I need.  It’s time I collected my favour.  I am surprised she chose the tracker.  She must really hate the cage.



Instructing her to eat her lunch before Dom arrives.  I don’t want her fainting.



I give her my robe to wear once she has finished eating.  The robe drowns her but at least she is covered up. 



Looking at my phone I see it’s Dom.



“Lie down on your stomach on the bed.  I’m going to let Dom in.”



The doorbell rings as I approach the door.



“Thanks for coming so quickly,”  I say as I shake his hand.



“No problem.  This is a first for you.  I’m looking forward to seeing who’s got your knickers in a twist.”



I’m surrounded by jokers, first Charles, now this prick.



“Just do your job and fuck off.”



“Wow, you’re not being very hospitable.”



I ignore him and take him to the bedroom.  Willow is lying flat on the bed, her face buried in the pillows.



He talks her through the process.  I have already told him I want it high behind her neck.  I don’t want her to dig it out.



Dom lifts her hair away from her neck.  I sit in my chair, watching his every move.  He gives her an injection to knock her out, and he places the tiny tracker inside her.



“There won’t be any adverse effects leaving it inside her long-term?”



He looks up from stitching Willow.



“None.  Technology has advanced a great deal.  You want me to talk you through the tracking app?”



“No, I’m good.”



“I can see why you’re taken with her.”



“This is just an arrangement to fuck.”



“Sure, remind me how long we have known one another?”



“Too long.  What’s the aftercare?”



“I’m leaving you this leaflet.  It has everything in it. Just keep it dry and clean till it heals.”



“How long is she going to be asleep for?”



“Hard to say, maybe a few hours.  She may feel groggy or nauseous, give her plain toast or crackers. Those should help.”



“Hmm.”



I walk him to the door.  My mind goes back to Willow.  I can use the cage for punishments now.  So many things I want to do with my little pet.  My cock throbs at the thought.



“Fuck it. Why should I wait?”



I make my way back to my bedroom.  She still lies face down.  I pull my robe off from her.  Her tail is still in her ass.  I pull it in and out of her asshole for a few times.  It’s only a few inches, but it’s left her hole open.  I push the plug back into her gaping asshole.  My cum needs to fill up my little Pet’s womb.  I stuff some pillows under her hips.



I gather some lube from the bedside cabinet.  Putting a generous amount on my fingers, I push it into her pussy, fucking her with all four of my fingers.  Her cunt is so fucking tight.  I quickly undress and lather my cock with more lube.  Her legs are wide open, her ass on the pillow with her asshole plugged up.



Having her chipped like a dog made me instantly hard.  Knowing I own her and now to breed her all while she is unconscious makes my cock leak all over her.  I wank my cock slowly; the lube making it easy.



Climbing on the bed till I reach Willow.  I push my cock into her cunt inch by inch till my balls hit her pussy.  Leaning over her, I pull her hair away from her face and look at her sleeping face.



“My little breeding bitch.  I’m going to fuck you so hard.  I’m going to fill your cunt up.  You’re going to carry my child and you don’t even know it.”



I place my hands over each side of her head as I pull my hips back and slam back into her cunt.  Her pussy is nice and relaxed, making it easy for me to fuck her.  I use her tight little hole each time, forcing myself into her as deep as I can.



She moans in her slumber.  I reach under her hips and rub her clit to gauge her response as her cunt clamps down onto my cock tighter.



“My horny little bitch, even in your sleep you need my cock.  You’re never leaving me, Willow.”



I pull out of her pussy.  I want to see her face when I cum inside her.



I turn her over, shoving the pillows back under her hips.  I place her legs open, pushing them back so her feet are flat on the bed.  Her pink cunt is gaping open from my cock.  I push my cock back inside her, watching as it swallows me all up.



I rub her clit again, feeling her tighten around me.  I fuck into her faster and harder.  Her tits bounce each time I fuck myself into her.  I suck her rosy pink nipple in my mouth, giving her a nip.



Her sleeping face has a slight frown on it. I feel my balls tightening up as I feel my orgasm approach. I rub her clit in circular motions until her cunt contracts around me.  Her little pink mouth opens as she moans again.



“Yes, bitch, take my cum. Take every drop.”  I pant out.



I thrust so hard her body slides up the bed as I feel my cock expand and release my cum inside her, twitching and jerking each time.



“Argh.  Fuck.”



I push deeper inside her, slamming into her hips and squashing my balls against her cunt.  I feel the last of my cum jerk out of me inside her tight, wet pussy.



I lay over her gasping till my breath evens out.  I drag my semi-hard cock out of her battered pussy.  Which looks slightly red now.  I check my cock.  There’s no blood.  I see a little of my cum ooze out of her pussy.  I scoop it up with two fingers and push it deep back into her pussy.  Once satisfied that it’s all inside of her, I push my fingers into her mouth.  I want her to taste me when she wakes up.  I push my fingers back into her pussy and then smear her mouth and chin with it.



I turn her back over on her stomach.  And check the plaster to ensure it doesn’t have any blood on it.  Once I am satisfied there is no damage, I place the covers over her. 





Whistling, I make my way to the shower.  Every day is a delight with Willow.  I can’t wait to tell her I fucked her while she was unconscious just to see the look on her face.



Chapter 12




Willow




I

 wake up slowly, feeling groggy.  Feeling a slight tenderness in my neck, I remember the chip.  I hate that fucking cage.  This was better than being locked up for the remaining five months.

“How are you feeling, pet?”



I close my eyes for a few moments then frown I feel the dampness between my legs.  I cover my face with my hand, feeling a wave of nausea rise.



“I think I’m going to throw up.”



“Here, eat this.”



He shoves a plate beside me.  I sit up on the bed, taking the plate from him.  It has whole wheat toast on it.



Slowly, I chew on the toast. I feel liquid sliding out of my pussy.  I look up at him.



“Did you...I mean when I was asleep...”



“Did I fuck you to my heart’s content?  Yes.  I did, pet,”  he says with a small smirk on his face.



My eyes widen in shock. 




He is a fucking nutter.  Who the fuck does that?




“Why?  Do you have anything to say?”



I shake my head.



“Good girl.  Finish your toast.  How does your neck feel?”



“A little tender,”  I say in between bites.  My stomach is settling with the dry toast.



“I’m keeping the collar off till it’s fully healed or I have a high collar that could work.”



“Yes, Master.”



“Tomorrow you won’t be left in the cage.  You can use all parts of the house.  My office is off-limits, that is my personal space.  You can have a bath before bed, but you can’t get your neck wet.  I want you to leave your pussy as it is.  Don’t shave.  I’m going to get someone out to wax you.”



“Um.  Yes, Master.”



I finish my toast as he watches me like a creeper.



“Go have your bath.  I’m going to clear up some work in the office.  Do you need me to help you with your tail?”



“No, I can manage, Master.”



“Fine, you sleep on the bed unless you need some punishment. Then it will be the cage.”  He says as he stands up and walks out of the bedroom.



I relax once he has left and make my way to the bathroom, feeling his cum between my legs and the tail in my ass.  How the fuck did this become my life?



By the time I’m finished in the bathroom, Aaron is lying in bed reading on his laptop.  He wears black-rimmed glasses which make him look more handsome.  The bastard. He looks up from the screen and closes the lid down.



“Come over here.”



I walk over to his side of the bed.



“Turn around.”



I turn my back to him.  I hear him shuffling and then he touches my neck.



“It looks good.  He said the incision was small and should heal up quickly.” He says before he strokes my ass and my tail.  “You found the lube?”



“Yes, Master.”



“Good girl, climb up on the bed for me.  On your hands and knees.”



I shiver in anticipation.  He has got me addicted to his depraved needs.



I climb onto the bed.



His hands stop me from going further.



“Just on the edge.  Keep your legs wide open, pet.  You’ve been a good girl tonight.  You deserve a reward.  I’m going to lick and suck my little pet’s pussy tonight.”







Fuck.  That sounds so hot


 
.






“Do you want that, Pet?”



“Yes, please, Master,”  I say as I open my legs wide apart.



I feel the heat from his body behind me.  He strokes my ass down to my thighs, before repeating the action, stroking my ass and thighs.  Keeping one hand wrapped around my thigh, he brings one hand up to my tail.



“Your ass looks amazing all plugged up.”  He says as he drags the plug out before pushing it back in slowly.



“Thank you, Master.”



He chuckles.  “You’re such a good little bitch.  You are fucking perfect.”



He moves his other hand up from my thigh to my already wet pussy.  Rubbing my wet mess all over it before rubbing my clit.  The sensations are too much as he keeps fucking the plug in and out of my asshole.



I moan out as he touches me where I need it the most.



“My perfect little whore, always so wet for your Master.”



He pushes the plug back in hard.  Before I feel him move away from me.



It isn’t long before I feel his mouth cover my pussy.  He does exactly what he said he would do.  He licks and sucks my pussy while rubbing my clit.  I push back onto his tongue, needing more.



He pulls back.



“You don’t move and you don’t cum until I say so.”



“Yes, Master.”



He continues his torture.  My legs tremble as I try not to move.



I can feel the onset of my orgasm.  I try to tell him, but I’m too focused on trying to breathe.



He pulls away.  I almost collapse in relief.  I don’t want to be punished tonight.



“Fucking delectable.  You cum on my cock when I tell you to.”



I feel his hard cock rub up and down my pussy.  He still doesn’t fuck me.



“What do you need, Willow?”



“Please, Master.  I need your cock.”  I say with a hoarse voice.  He needs to fill me up.



“Beg me.  Tell me what a little whore you are for my dick.”



“Please, Master.  I’m your little whore.  Please fill my pussy up with your cum.”



“Are you sure, pet?”



“Yes.  Please, Master.  I need your cock.”  I say, trying to push back.



“Look at you, desperate for your fucking holes to be ruined by me.  You will never be the same, Willow.”



He is right.  I love what he does to me.  I’ve never felt so turned on or sexy until I became his pet.



He strokes my ass, playing with my tail.



“Let’s mount my little bitch.  Plug you up with my cum.  I’m going to fuck it so deep inside your cunt you’re going to taste me, pet.  Would you like that?”  He asks as he rubs his cock back and forth along my pussy.



“Y-yes, Master.”



I feel him push the tail over my back as he pushes his thick cock into my pussy.  He slowly slides in, making us both moan.  He grips my ass cheeks, pulling them apart before tightening his grip on them as he slams his thick cock into me, using my ass to pull me back onto him.



I scream out at being impaled on his cock.  Finally, being filled the way I need it.



“That’s it bitch, fucking scream for my cock,” he says, yanking my head up by my hair.



“Do you know how good it felt fucking you while you were unconscious?  Did you know your cunt clenched down on me even in your sleep?  Oh, yes.  Just like that, pet.”



He furiously keeps slamming into me before he pulls my tail out and shoves it back in hard.  His hands slide to my breasts as he grips them both tightly and continues to ram his cock in and out of my pussy.



I try to ignore the pain as the pleasure builds up.  Or is the pain part of the pleasure?



“Beg me, my little whore.  What does my pet bitch need?”



“Please, may I cum, Master?  Please cum inside my pussy.”



“What are you?”



“I-I’m your little bitch and whore.  I need your cum, Master.”



His grip on my breasts tightens as he uses them to manoeuvre my body back towards him.



“Good, little bitch.  Go on, rub your filthy little cunt.  Cum on my cock.”



I don’t hesitate as I rub my clit in relief as I push myself back onto his pummelling cock.



I cry out several times as I finally give in to the orgasm I had been holding back.  It’s such a relief I feel as if time stills.  I have a vague sense of him letting out a roar as he cums inside of me.  I drift in and out as I feel my face fall against the bed.



What feels like a short while later.  I feel him using his fingers, pushing his cum inside of my pussy for a few minutes.



His hand comes to my face as he rubs his fingers across my face before pushing his fingers into my mouth.  I automatically suck and lick everything from his hand.



“Good girl.”



It’s the last thing I hear as he manoeuvres me under the covers.





Chapter 13




Aaron




I

 stroke my pet’s hair as she sleeps.  She was out of it tonight.  It might have been the drugs, the edging or a combination of both.  I’m desperate to fuck her tight little asshole again, but I need to make sure I force all of my cum inside her cunt till I breed her.  My cock hardens thinking of when I fucked her virgin ass in the shower.  I could take both her holes in the shower in the morning and still cum inside her cunt.

She is a perfect little pet for me.  She is mine to own and keep now.  I doubt I will find much resistance from her.



With that thought, as I hold her against me, I fall asleep with a smile on my face.




∆∆∆




Waking up to Willow is much more convenient than having her in her cage.  I message Charles to let him know I’m working from home today.  I want her to get some rest, but I need her holes more.  She can nap later in my home office.



“Wake up, my little puppy.”



Her eyes slowly blink open.  As I continue to shove my fingers into her as I have been for the past few minutes.



“Let’s go into the shower.”



Her eyes are open now as she looks up at me.



“Yes, Master.”



I smile at her words.  She has been a fast learner.  She is going to become my perfect obedient little bitch.



I stand up, pulling her impatiently along to the shower.  I quickly wash her body down, as well as my own.  Before I face her toward the tiled wall.



“Bend over and hold the wall.  No, stick that ass out more.”



I watch as she adjusts her stance.



Her little asshole has closed up again since I took her tail out.  I take some gel and push two fingers into her asshole.  Watching her hole widen and take my fingers again and again till I see her hole open up for me.



“That’s it, my little bitch.  Relax your asshole for me.  Master has a nice hard cock for you this morning.”



I take my fingers out, only to push three of them inside her ass. I watch as her hole stretches out.  She moans at the intrusion.



“My fingers feel good in your asshole, Willow?  Do you want your Masters’s cock inside your dirty little hole?  Look at this filthy hole sucking in all my fingers.”  I say as I push them in harder and deeper.



“Ahh.  Yes, Master.  Please take my ass.”



I lean over her back and yank her wet hair back in my fist.



“I’m going to fuck your asshole red raw.  Then I’m going to blast my cum into your cunt where it belongs, Pet.”



I smirk when I feel her asshole clench on my fingers.



I remove my fingers and soap up my cock.  Her asshole is gaping open now.  I push the head of my cock into her tight hole, closing my eyes as her tight as surrounds my cock as it slides further inside her with ease.  I keep inching in and out till she has taken my entire length.



“Tell me what you need, Willow.”



“P-please fuck my asshole, Master.”



“These are my holes now.  Mine to do whatever I want.  Brace yourself, my little bitch.”



That is the only warning I give her as I hold on to her hips, pulling back till only the head of my cock remains in her snug little asshole before I ram myself back inside her to the hilt, my balls slapping her cunt.  I watch as I repeat this action again and again until she lets out a moan.



I slide a hand to her pussy, feeling her slick, wet, and ready.  I push my fingers into her cunt, pressing down hard on her clit.



“Beg me, baby.  Beg your Master.”



“Please Master, please may I cum?  Please fuck my holes.”



I pull back and continue to fuck her asshole.  I want to feel her come while I’m deep in her ass.



“Cum for me, Willow.  Feel what a filthy whore you are cumming on my cock from a good hard ass fucking.”



I double my assault on her cunt and her ass as I keep ramming myself into her as deep and hard as I can, listening to the wet smacking noises of our flesh.  I grit my teeth, knowing I need to hold back and cum in her pussy.



She lets out a low, strangled cry as I feel both her cunt and asshole clench down on me.  I keep rubbing her pussy but leave my cock buried deep in her asshole as she squeezes down on me.



When I feel her asshole relax, I pull out to give my cock a quick wash before I shove it into her pussy.  I’m like a machine fucking her hot, wet cunt.  My entire body is tense and I ache to release myself inside of her.  I keep rubbing her clit as I fuck my cock in an upward motion now.  For the rest of the day, I want her to feel me.



My aching balls tighten as I feel her cunt flutter around me.  I grunt, as I can feel my climax approach.  I think about her naked on a leash, fat with my child in her belly, and I offload my seed deep inside her pussy.  My cock jerks each time I splatter my seed into her spasming cunt that sucks up all my cum.



She is nothing like the girls in Grayson’s club or the women I have encountered previously.   I still don’t know why she brings out the beast in me.  I try not to dwell on it. 



We stay in the shower for a long time, washing one another.  When I pull her out of the shower, I tell her to brush her teeth, wash her tail and comb her hair. 



“Come into the bedroom when you are done.  I will plug your little ass up.” 



I walk out leaving her in the bathroom.  By the time she comes through, I am fully dressed.



“Bend over the bed.”



She immediately follows my instructions.  I take the tail from her hand and lube it up.



Her little asshole is slightly red, but other than that, she looks fine.  I gently push her tail into her asshole, watching it suck up the plug with ease.



I pick up the new harness leash.



“Stand up.”



I put the harness up her arms and arrange the front leather straps around her tits before fastening it at her back.  I take the plaster off her back to air her incision and check on it.  It looks better than yesterday.



I attach the leash to her new collar, keeping the collar high up and away from the healing area. Finally, I place the headband on her head for her dog ears.



“Today, no talking.  You’re going to be my little puppy all day.  So how does my little puppy talk?”



“Woof, woof.”



Her cheeks turn red in embarrassment.  I smile as I slip her mittens on her hands, then her knee pads.



“There, my little pup is all dressed up for today.  Let’s take you for a little walk.”



She immediately goes down on her hands and knees.  Before looking up at me and barking for me again.



“Good girl,”  I murmur, giving her the praise she deserves. 



I watch her bare ass and tail sway with each movement.  Just like that, my cock is rock hard again.  I pull the leash, so she follows me into my study and not the dining room.



I had left instructions for the housekeeper to keep this room warm.



“You know what to do before breakfast, pup.”



I pull my sweatpants down, releasing my thick, hard cock for her.



“Woof.”



She crawls over to my cock before kneeling up and licking my balls before sucking them in her mouth, one by one.  They are too big for her to suckle them both.



Her hot little tongue teases them before she licks all along the length of my shaft.  I feel my control slipping.



“Open you mouth as wide as you can, pup.”



When she opens her mouth, I bend down and spit in her mouth several times.  She grimaces as I do this.



“You take everything I give you.  Do you understand?”



She hesitates before nodding and giving a small woof.  I see some of my saliva ooze out of the side of her open mouth.



“You look like the perfect drooling little bitch with your little ears on panting for my cock.”



I fist my cock and wank it up and down before running the tip around her lips.  Pulling back, I slap her face with my cock on each side before I pull her head down onto the length of my cock.  I use the back of her head so I can see her little black puppy ears on her head.



I feel the resistance when I reach her tight throat.



“This is what my spit was for.  To make this easy for you.”



With that, I thrust my cock past her throat while pushing her head down my cock.  I feel the tight opening of her throat give way as I breach her neck.



She chokes and splutters on my cock.



“Breath through your nose.  I’m not stopping.”



I pull back and thrust upwards, forcing my cock into her while holding her down.  I repeat this again and again till my balls hit her lips.  The tightness of the throat is fucking exquisite.  She continues to make choking noises, which I ignore.



As much as I want to cum down her throat so it goes straight to her belly, I need to seed that cunt.



I keep my cock deep in her throat as I watch her tears trickle down her face.  Her face is covered in drool and my pre-cum.



I finally pull back as she gasps and pants.



“Get up on my desk, on your back with your legs wide open.”



I ignore the fact she doesn’t bark.  Her throat will be raw for now.



I watch as she pulls herself up on my desk.  When she opens her legs, she is fucking soaked in her arousal.



“My little bitch has a wet little pussy.  Good girl.  You can cum however you want this morning.”



I stride over to her as much as I want to lick her up.  I need to fuck her more.



“Hold your legs wide open for me, pup.”



“Woof,”  she says hoarsely as she pulls her legs up by her knees, holding them open wider for me.



I slap my cock hard on her pussy several times, loving how wet she is for me.  I rub my cock up and down her pink swollen cunt, making sure it’s wet from her own juices.



I push myself into her, watching her cunt swallow my cock up.



“My little pet loves her Master humiliating her.  You love being my little pet, don’t you?”



“Woof,” she barks weakly.



I pull back and thrust into her again, harder.  I lean down and suck on her hardened, pink nipples.  Her harness encloses her tits, making her look even more delicious to devour.  I suck her tits hard before biting each nipple.



She brings her hand down to rub her little cunt.



“That’s it, Willow.  Enjoy your Master’s cock.”



I fuck into her harder and deeper, wanting my cum inside her womb.  Her unprotected womb.  I step up the pace, ramming my cock deep inside of her.  With her legs spread open wide for me, it ensures I can go deeper.



She lets out little pants as she throws her head back onto my desk.  I feel myself hit something deep inside of her.  With her orgasm approaching, she clenches down on me as I keep myself embedded inside of her and blast my cum inside of her tight little cunt again.  I feel my body shudder as I grab a hold of her neck and shoulder and I empty myself inside of her.  I keep myself inside of her till I feel the final flutters of her climax pass.



Pulling myself up, I kiss her wet mouth, thrusting my tongue into her.  I suck her tongue and rub mine against it.  Biting and nipping at her lips.  I don’t care that my cock was in her mouth.  I love tasting every part of her.



“You’re such a good girl,”  I say as I pull back, looking at her slightly dazed expression.  I straighten her dog ear headband in her hair.  Which is mostly dry now. I don’t want her catching a chill.



I stand up so I can watch myself pull out of her pussy.  As I do, some of my cum trickles out onto her rosy little pussy.  I use two fingers to scoop it up, making sure I push my fingers inside of her to get her cum on my fingers as well as mine.  I quickly pull my hand to her face.



“Open up, Willow.  Taste us both and make sure you lick every drop of us up.”



She opens her mouth, sticking her little tongue out as I push my fingers into her waiting mouth.  She diligently sucks and licks all around my fingers.



I smile at her as she finishes licking my hand clean.



“Good Girl.  Get under my desk, Pet.”



She nods and lets out a bark.



She crawls under my desk as I watch. I had a dog bed put in there so she is comfortable.  I pull my pants back up and make my way around the desk.



Picking up the phone, I call the kitchen and tell them to bring breakfast to my study.




Working from home certainly has its benefits.






Chapter 14




Willow




I

 settle down on the cushioned bedding he has for me under the enormous desk.  I ache everywhere, but not in a bad way.  I have never orgasmed as much in all my life. 





What is wrong with me?  Why do I love what he does to me?  How am I going to survive this man?  I certainly don’t want to get attached to him


 
. 






I hear him order us breakfast on the telephone.  There is a rustle of paper and some clicking noises on his keyboard. He pulls his chair in further towards me. 



“Put your head in between my legs.  If your neck incision hurts at all, give me three barks.  Same if you need to go to the bathroom.”



“Woof.”  I bark feeling my cheeks burn in shame yet again.



I place my head between his legs as instructed and his hand instantly strokes my hair avoiding the stupid headband he put on me.  I've tried not to think about it but I have to face the facts.  I get turned on at some level by the humiliation.  I practically preen when he calls me a good girl. 







How am I ever going to go back to normal after this?


 
 






I hear the door open and a tray being set down on his desk.  He doesn't even say thank you to the staff member.  I know very little about him other than he is rich and he works a great deal.  He is cut-throat in all of his business dealings. 



He pushes his chair back as he puts a metal bowl down beside his feet.



“Breakfast is served, Willow.  Make sure you don't use your paws.  Mouth only.”



I look at the bowl and it has scrambled eggs, small pieces of toast, bacon, mushrooms and tomatoes.  I push my hair over one shoulder and bend over the bowl to eat like an animal.  The bowl is large but it doesn't stop my forehead from hitting the top as I chase the food around with my tongue and mouth. 



After some time I eventually finish it all off.  I can feel the mess of the food on my face.  When I look up at Aaron. He is watching me with a satisfied smirk on his face.  He pats his lap and I put the paw mittens on them as he takes a napkin and cleans my face.  He gives me a sip of some water from a bottle.  Thank goodness he didn't put that in a bowl. 



“Good girl, try and take a nap.  I'm going to eat and then get some work finished.  We can play later.”



I give him a quiet ‘woof’ before curling up on the fluffy cushion.  My neck doesn't bother me at all.  It was worth it not to have to go back into the stupid cage.  Between the heat in the room and the sound of him working, I soon fall asleep trying not to think what he meant by playing later. 




∆∆∆




I stretch out as I awaken but my legs hit the back of the desk's wooden panel. I pull my legs back in and stretch my back out, yawning while I do this.  I feel more tired than when I fell asleep.  I look up as more light shines under the desk.  Aaron has pushed his chair back and is looking down at me.



“Good nap?”



I nod before remembering to woof.  I would roll my eyes but since I hate being punished I resist the urge.



“Come out and take a walk if you need to.”



I crawl out from under the desk as I go to stand up.



“I meant for you to walk like my pet, Willow,” he says in a sharp voice.



I stay on my hands and knees only to crawl past the desk around the room pausing to stretch out my back the best I can in this position.



“Are you hungry?  It's almost lunchtime,”  he asks as he looks down at me.



I shake my head before remembering to bark.



“You can lie on the couch if you want to stretch out.  I have some more work to finish off.” 



I turn my back on him and make my way to the dark brown leather couch.  As I climb onto the couch, I sigh as I feel the cool leather material.  I lie down on my side and take in Aaron as his head moves from the computer monitor to his laptop. 



He is a very attractive man if it wasn't for his domineering personality who knows I might have accepted his proposal.  I will never know now as I'm stuck here with a plug up my ass, wearing this stupid harness and a set of dog ears on my head.  I look around the room and see his bookcase they all look pretty boring to me from the size of them.  I can't make out the titles but they look like non-fiction to me. 



I wonder what I will have to do for him if I request some books.  It's boring being a dog no wonder they get so excited when their owner takes them outside for a walk.  I almost snort at the thought.  I touch the back of my neck, the skin doesn't feel irritated.  The thick mittens won't allow me to do much other than prod it. 



I don't know how long I lie silently on the couch but when Aaron closes his laptop and shuffles some papers around on his desk I know my reprieve is over.  My stomach has butterflies either with dread, nerves or excitement.  It could be all three. 



“Right, time for some exercise.  Let me know if you feel discomfort at any point,”  he says walking over towards me with the leather leash in his hand.



He clips it onto my collar before I climb down off the couch in a clumsy manner.  He leads me out of his office and takes me through to the dining room walking me around the table before taking me back out into the hallway.  He gives me a tour of the house before we go upstairs into his bedroom.  He unclips the leash and tosses it onto the bed.



As he disappears into the closet I look at the stupid cage in the room.  He has still kept it so I suspect it is going to be my naughty corner.



He comes back with a pink ball in his hand.



“We are going to play fetch.”



I gape at him in surprise.  This is not going to be comfortable with the plug in my ass.  Each time I move I can feel it on the inside as well as the tail hair brushing against my thighs.



He rolls the ball and I crawl towards it as it hits the door and rolls back towards me.  I stop it with a mitten and bite into the sponge ball before carrying it back to Aaron. 



“Good girl.”



He pats my head before he rolls it again.  He does this several more times before he informs me that I'm not fast enough.  I would love to tell him I would like to see him do any better but I don't have a death wish. 



“Get up on the bed like a good little bitch and spread yourself for your Master.”



Just like that, my agitation is gone with the anticipation of pleasure.  I climb up onto the bed with my ass sticking up in the air and my shoulders touch the bed.  I reach behind me as I pull my arms back to spread my ass open for him.



I feel him stroking my ass before he tugs at my tail.  I try not to tense up in case he pulls it out. 



“I've got something for you.”



Oh, that doesn't sound ominous at all.



“Woof,”  I say weakly.



I feel the bed tip down.



“Now that doesn't sound like a very enthusiastic bark, Willow.  Get up on your hands,”  he chuckles.



Pushing up on my on my hands, I get into the doggy position.  He practically slides under me and I hear a little jingle like bells.  I look down at him to try and see what he is doing.



“Take a deep breath this is going to hurt.”



Before I can ask anything further I feel a sharp pain as he clamps something down on my nipple.  I let out a cry as I feel my eyes tear up with the pain.  When I look down I see he has clipped a gold nipple clamp with small bells on the end of it. 



He quickly clamps the other one as I bite my lower lip.



Who the fuck would want to wear these?  It's fucking torture.



“Hmm.  Your tits have never looked better.  I think we both need to enjoy these,”  he murmurs before licking around my nipple. 



He gets up off the bed and whistles at me to get my attention.  I'm too busy making sure my fucking nipples aren't going to be ripped off by these clamps. 



“Get into the bathroom and bend over the sink.”



I carefully get off the bed and crawl slowly towards the bathroom door.  Each time I move the bells make a noise.  They remind me of the ball bell collar we had for our cat.



“Faster, Willow.”



He nudges me with his foot on my ass.  Nearly making me face-plant into the carpet.



I'm going to piss in his wardrobe before I leave and smear all my poop on his fancy-ass watch drawer in his closet. 



Fuck.  I can't I will just end up back here. 



I crawl faster through the pain till I make it to the sink.  I stand up and look in the mirror as he walks up behind me.



My long blonde hair is a mess my black dog ear headband is bent to one side when I look down at the clamps I can't help but touch them.  They are pretty but I still want them off.  The sooner we get this done the better.



I jolt when I feel Aaron slap my ass.  My eyes shoot up towards his in the mirror.



“I said bend over the sink, Willow.  I want to watch your little bells each time I ram my cock into your little pussy,”  he says before groping my pussy and pushing his fingers inside of me.



He pulls my mittens off my hands and throws them on the other side of the counter.



I gulp and bend over the sink holding onto the countertop beside the sink.  I spread my legs wider before I end up getting another smack.



He bends over me and straightens my headband before running his hands over my ribs, the harness before he grips both of my breasts.  I look up at him in alarm.  His cock is up against my ass and I can feel it grow even harder as he rubs it along my ass cheeks hitting the tail with each movement.



“Shh.  I'm just feeling them.  I will take them off once your pussy has done its job.  Don't you want to see these tits shake and jingle while I ruin that cunt?”



Right then I feel myself fall into his web of utter depravity as I look into his eyes and slowly nod.



His hands tighten around my breasts.



“Woof, woof.”



The pressure instantly eases as he pulls back to remove his t-shirt and then he pulls his sweatpants off.  I watch his every move as my breathing becomes laboured as I watch him stroke his cock in the mirror as he approaches me.



“Who's my good little bitch?  Who’s cunt is always dripping ready to take her Master?” He says as his eyes stay locked onto mine.  I feel his smooth cock glide between my open legs as he uses my arousal as a lubricant.



“Woof,” I say weakly.



One side of his face curls up with a small smile.  He puts his hand around my throat and pulls me upwards forcing me to arch my back.



“I want to see your tits shaking when I fuck you.  Hold your position.”



I nod as much as I can with hand holding my throat.  The apprehension is building up inside of me.  The promise of pain and pleasure is there is his dark eyes.



“Keep your eyes on the mirror if you close your eyes or look away.  I will be caning these tits again.”  He says with a clear warning in his voice.  I feel him move my tail to the side.



“Woof, woof,”  I bark.  I don't ever want to see that fucking cane again.



I feel his cock slip against my pussy only to slip past my hole.    On the plus point, it almost hit my clit.  He reaches back to guide the tip of his cock till it slides into my tight hole.  It doesn't matter how many times he fucks me I always feel that initial stretch because he is just that thick. 



“Watch me fuck your tight little cunt while you pant like a bitch in heat.”



He thrusts forward forcing his cock deeper into my pussy as I feel it contract around him.  My eyes drop down as I watch my breasts shake and the little bells jingle.  The pain and pleasure mix into one big whirlwind of sensation as I try not to close my eyes.



He groans as he pulls back and fucks himself harder and deeper gripping my hip so I don't hit the sink. 



His hand drops from my throat as he grips both of my hips now as he pulls back and slams into me.  He pulls me back until my ass hits his pelvis.  I hold onto the edge of the countertop. 



“That's it my beautiful little slut.  Take all of me.  Take every last drop of my seed deep inside this little tummy.”



I feel myself soak his cock only to ease his way as he continues to stab me with his hard cock.



His hand moves down past my stomach as he reaches my pussy.  He rubs by clit hard before pinching it as he continues his onslaught. 



I let out a whine as I feel the oncoming orgasm.  He speeds up his thrusts as I feel my breasts shake up and down with his rough thrusts.  He suddenly slaps my pussy hard as I scream out as I cum hard on his cock I feel a spurt of liquid shoot out of my pussy and drench his hand and as I feel it run down my thighs he thrusts a few times before his movements falter his fingers bite on my hip as I feel his warm cum spurt out inside of me.  It feels deeper than any other time.  But what do I know I can barely comprehend what's just taken place.  My pussy still flutters around his cock as he continues to spew more cum inside of me.  I keep my eyes on the mirror watching the pleasure on his face.  A feeling of pride hits me.  I'm the cause of his pleasure.   He rubs my clit before rubbing his hand up and down my lips before gently pinching my clit and the top of my pussy forcing me to clench down on his cock again and moan out loud.  He pushes his hips forward till my his finally hit the sink.  He holds me there on his cock for some time before he lifts his hand up to my lips.



“Clean your cum off me.  I want you to taste how hot and wet this cunt was for me.”



I keep my eyes on his as I lick and suck his fingers, his palm and even his thumb running my tongue along it till he presses it further into my mouth.



“I want you to do the same with my cock.  Taste us both together,” he says as he pulls out of my pussy.  I can feel his cum oozing out of my pussy and dripping down my inner thigh.  He holds my forearm before I can get down on my knees.  He scoops up his cum and smears it all over my pussy before pushing what's still coming out back inside.  I don't tell him that you can't fight gravity but I doubt he would understand my woof-ing.



He finally lets go of my arm and I kneel down in front of him.  I ignore the pain in my nipples and diligently lick and suck his entire cock which is covered in both of our cum.  As sad as it sounds. I have grown accustomed to licking him clean afterwards.  I'm glad he grooms because licking his balls would have been a nightmare.  I imagine a pubic hair dental floss and burst out into a giggle mid-way as one of his balls is in my mouth.



He smiles down at me. 



“Is something funny?”



I release his testicle out of my mouth with a final like and ‘woof.’



He pulls the headband off my hair.



“You can talk now.”



“I was just thinking how much I appreciate your manscaping right now.”



“I'm glad my little puppy approves.  Stand up let's take these clamps off.  It will hurt when I take them off.”



I nod my head.  He unclips both of them at the same time. 



“Ouch. Ow. Ow. Ow.”  I squeal as I hop from one foot to the other.  I reach out to rub my breasts but he is there before me.



He doesn't say anything as he gently rubs both of my nipples before leaning down and gently licking each of them.  His cock hardens up against my stomach.  He must be on Viagra this can't be natural.  He has already fucked me three times today and I've not even had lunch yet so I'm presuming it must be early afternoon.



His hand goes back to my tail as he slowly slides it in and out of my asshole.  He pulls it out completely and puts it in the sink with the tail hanging down the outside of the sink.



“You've been a good little puppy this morning.  Let me wash you up and I will eat your juicy little cunt afterwards as your reward.”



I eagerly nod.



I'm not going to say no to his mouth.  I think back to how hard he slapped me.  The mixture of pain and extreme pleasure as I came. 



He runs a bath for us before he removes the harness and my knee pads, tossing them out onto the bath mat.



Every day is different I never know which version of Aaron I'm going to get but as long as I obey and I don't get caned I can live with multiple orgasms a day.



Chapter 15




Aaron




I

 t’s been nearly two months of bliss.  If anyone was made to be a submissive little pup, it was Willow.  She loves every bit of degradation, pain, and humiliation.  Her little face still flushes between pink and red, but her pussy is always soaked for me.  If I wasn’t so damn jealous of the thought of other men looking at her, I would have taken her to Grayson’s high-end BDSM club.  She never fails to get me hard when she crawls or even simply kneels before me.

Damn it.  I’m supposed to be working.  I squeeze my hardening cock, willing it to go down.



Willow crawls out of my office bathroom looking a little pale.



I frown as I stand up and walk towards her.



“Are you feeling okay?”



“Yes.  I feel a little better after throwing up.  Oh, no.”



She turns as she tries to crawl back to the bathroom.



I pick her up so she can stand straight and rush her into the bathroom.  For several weeks, I have suspected that she is pregnant.  I’m hesitant in bringing it up because she doesn’t know the pills that Charles got her are fake.  She has been taking them religiously every single day.  So I can’t try to blame her for it as I had intended.  I could simply bulldoze her into it all.  It’s never bothered me before.  My problem is I don’t want to lose her.  The thought of her not being with me in my home, makes me nervous.  I love looking after her as my pet.  



As she leans toward the toilet, I pull her hair back. I pull the headband off of her head, tossing it to the side as I gather the rest of her hair up.  I’m going to miss seeing my little pet, but I know what my limitations are and I would never hurt her while she carries our child.



She wipes her face with her hand and throws herself on the bathroom floor.  Her face looks slightly pink now rather than the pale white skin which made her look so ill.



“I’m calling the doctor.”



“Noooo. No.  I’m fine now.  See I’m up.”



“What do you have against Dom?  He was nice to you last time.”



“I just hate seeing doctors.”



I hide a smile as I wet a washcloth for her face.



She had best get used to that shit, and fast.



I lean down and wipe her face and her forehead.  She feels a bit hot to me.



“Let’s go home.  You’re not well.”



“What about your work?  You said you had a busy schedule today.”



“It can wait.  This is more important.”



She looks up at me, shocked.  Her face instantly morphs into a suspicious frown.



“Are you sure you aren’t ill as well?  You’re not acting like your usual jolly self.”



“Hilarious.  Get your dress on unless you want to crawl out naked through my office in order to get to my car.”



“Ah. Phew!  There you are.  I thought a there was something wrong with you for a moment.”



My eyes narrow on her as she puts her dress on.



“You know, it’s been a while since you were in your cage.  Maybe tonight is the night.”



She pulls her dress on before turning around and clasps both her hands together.  She drops to her knees and hobbles closer to me before gripping my trousers.



“Please, no Master.  Not the cage.”



I can practically hear the eye roll in her fake pleading.



I shake my head at her antics.



“Get up.  You have gotten far too sassy.”  I grumble.



Fucking great, I won’t even be able to threaten her anymore.  I might need to have a private chat with Dom before he leaves.



I shoot a message to Charles so he will have the car ready for us when we leave.  I let my PA know to reschedule all my meetings to video conference for tomorrow and email me with all the details.



Willow is waiting by the elevator for me.  I put my arm around her waist as I push the button.  I look down at her dress and smile as I see her tits strain against her red dress.   Oh, yeah.  She is pregnant all right.  I calculate the timelines and the remaining time left on the contract.  I think a visit to Nana this weekend will be helpful.  Last but not least, I need to email my lawyer about the contract I have with her and any loopholes for me to weasel out of it.   The chip is still in place.  I can take it out after the five months but I already know I won’t be doing that.  Pondering on my reasons, I realise it’s not as much about control but knowing she is safe wherever she is.



We reach the car and Charles is there waiting for us.  Willow gives him a brief hug before climbing into the car.  He has a pass because I know he sees her as a little sister.  I have watched them both like a hawk on and off screen.  I’m naturally suspicious, but I got no vibes from either of them that led me to believe there was anything romantic between them.  Willow slumps into the seat.  I see Charles watching us in the rear-view mirror.  Since I don’t need his company anymore, he has been doubling up as my driver. 



“You okay, Willow?”  He asks her.



“Yes.  Just felt a little sick today, but someone insisted that I go into the office with him this morning.”



Charles’ eyes lift to mine in the mirror.  I can see the amusement in them.



“Keep your eyes and your nose to the front, asshole.”



Said asshole chuckles as I ignore him and pull Willow onto my lap, laying her feet on the seat beside me.  I cradle her while playing with her golden locks of hair.






“Are

 

you


 
feeling okay?  We can call the doctor if you are having some kind of fit,”  she says, while giving me a faux smile of concern.






I glare at her while Charles stifles his laughter.



I don’t dignify either of them with a response, so I ignore both of them.



We go into the house but before Charles can enter through the door.  I slam it in his face.  I hear him chuckling as he no doubt saunters back to the car.  He knows he can check the house security cameras to ensure we are both safe.  I take Willow upstairs and sadly remove her little tail.  I’m going to miss seeing her ass with it.  I get her to change into some pyjamas and, much to her dismay, I tell her to lie down in bed till Dom gets here.



Another twenty minutes and I hear the doorbell ring.  I check the porch footage to ensure it’s him before answering the door.



“Aaron, good to see you again.  We have missed you at Club X.  Grayson has been looking forward to meeting your little pup.”



“Well, tell him he will meet her when hell freezes over.”



“I will tell him with great pleasure.  Now, what’s up with little Willow?”



“I think she is pregnant.  She doesn’t know it yet though.  She was sick this morning, twice.  I know she has sensitive breasts because I haven’t been able to use her nipple clamps for a few weeks.  She thinks her cycle is all messed up because she has a different brand of contraceptive.”



“Didn’t you use condoms as well?  What brand of pill is she taking?  Has she had any antibiotics recently?”



“She thinks she has been taking contraceptive pills, but they are placebo pills.  I wanted her pregnant.”



Dom’s eyes go wide before he smirks.



“I don’t blame you.  I wouldn’t want a tasty piece like that walking away from me because  I’m a grumpy bastard.”



“Keep your eyes to yourself.  She is mine.”  I growl back at him.  “I need to know how much or what can I do with her while she is pregnant and at what stages of the pregnancy?”



He rubs his chin as if considering all the options.



“She has been a full-time pet so far?”



“Yes, I would say 90-95% of the time.”



“Okay.  How far along do you think she is?”



“I don’t know asshole.  You're the doctor.”



Dom covers a smile with his hand.



“We can get an exact date later.  Stop everything around the three and a half month mark, just to be safe.  No bondage unless it’s very light, and she is on her back.  Only a spanking on her ass, but at no time should she be flat on her stomach.  By around four months, the body has to work hard to ensure the blood circulates around the body.  Later, her pelvis joints soften to prepare for the birth.  So you have to learn how to be more gentle.  You can still fuck her as much as you want, just a tad more vanilla.  I will email you some books to purchase, so it will help prepare both of you.  How are we going to play this?  A miracle conception?  A one in a million statistic of why two forms of contraception should be used?”



“I will follow your lead.  Just don’t let her know why she is pregnant.  I’m not having this conversation with her yet.  I need her to adjust to this new situation before I throw anything else at her.  She is already getting too sassy as it is.”  I say even I can practically hear the pout in my voice.



Dom slaps me on my shoulder.



“Never thought I would see the day.  Aaron Lewis hardcore dom falling for his little pet.”



I don’t deny it but I don’t like hearing it.  I’ve never made myself vulnerable to anyone.  Not even my own mother. 



“Just wait till it’s your turn.”



“Not going to happen.”



I finally grin.  Yeah, I can’t wait till it’s Grayson and Dominic’s turn.   I will enjoy tormenting them just as much.



When we reach the bedroom.  Willow is lying in bed as per my instructions.  She is holding up a book, which she places at the side as she sees us walking in.



“Hi, Willow.  It’s good to see you again.  Aaron was telling me you haven’t been feeling well today.  Have you had any other symptoms?  Stomach cramps?”



“No.  I’ve been feeling sick for the last week, but I only vomited this morning.”



I blink at her.  She never even mentioned she had been feeling unwell.  I feel a familiar twinge of guilt as I never stopped my morning routine with her.  My cock is down her throat first thing in the morning, and I love it. I give myself a mental shake.  Now is not the time to think about my cock.  I’m not getting any younger but I want to have a family.  I want one with Willow.  This is about my end game.



Keeping Willow tied to me for life is my end game.





Chapter 16




Willow




I

 don’t know why, but I’m getting some weird vibes from these two.  I just can’t put my finger on it.  Looking from Dom to Aaron, then back to Dom.  He is putting his bag down on the bed and removing some things from it.

Aaron has a thoughtful look on his face that suddenly changes into a determined look.  I have seen that look when he is about to close deals.  I have spent so much time with him in his personal and business space.  The man is mercurial.  He has softened towards me.  He looks after me.  Even if it is more like a beloved pet than an equal.  He is ruthless with so many other people.  No wonder we started off the way we did.  Anyone who resists what he wants, he squishes them like a bug without a second thought.  Yet my mother loves the man.  He is an absolute gentleman when he sees her.  It pisses me off to no end.  He was going to throw us both out and make us homeless.  What I have surmised is that not once I have been bored with this man.  I see a side to him that is slightly less glacier that what he portrays to the outside world.  Today was on some next level, though.  Looking after me and cradling me like a baby in his arms in the car.



“What did you eat last night and this morning?  When was your last period?”



I answer him, but I keep my eyes on Aaron.  He looks suspiciously on edge now.



“Do you have any tenderness in your breasts?”



I swing my head back around to Dom now.



“Sorry, what?”



“Tenderness in your breasts or any swelling?”



“Umm.  Maybe a little, but I’m sure that’s because my period is due soon.  My new pills don’t seem to regulate my periods like my last brand did.”



“You started new contraceptive pills?”



“Yes.  I left mine in my apartment.  Aaron got Charles to fill a prescription for me when I moved here.”



I look at Aaron again.  His face is stoic and unreadable now.



“Okay.  I am going to draw some blood to get it tested and do another few checks.”



“Sure.  Can you tell me what you think is wrong with me?”



“Not till I check everything out.”



Half an hour later, I feel like a human experiment.  He drew some blood made me pee in a tiny tube.  Took my temperature, checked my blood pressure, throat and pressed around my stomach to make sure it wasn’t anything gastrointestinal.



“Well?  Am I going to live?”  I finally ask as the weirdos are giving each other strange looks again.



“Yes.  You most certainly are going to live.  You’re pregnant.  I will get the bloods run to confirm properly, but that is the underlying culprit.”



My heart is not beating anymore. I can only start blankly at Dom’s face.  I don’t understand.  The first day was the only day I didn't take the pill. It was just one day.  No.  This cannot be right.




No.  Oh, fuck.  No!  I cannot be tied to Aaron with a child.  That’s like what?  Eighteen fucking years?




I look across to Aaron, who has a solemn look on his face as his laser focused eyes are on me.



“No.  I’m not pregnant.”  I say in a calm voice.  “I’ve taken a pill every single day since moving here, except the first day.”



“Err.  Well, all it takes is one time.  I’m sure that’s taught in every high school sexual education class.”



“For fuck’s sake, Dom.”  Aaron barks at him.



“What?  I’m just saying.”



I ignore them as I take in the facts.  My breasts have been sore.  I’ve felt sick all week.  Since coming here, I haven't had a period.



“No.  I can’t be pregnant.  I have less than three months left.”



Dom looks at me sympathetically.



Right now, I can't even look at him. I throw my face into the pillow as I feel the tears overwhelm me.  I hear them mumbling in the background, but I can’t stop thinking about the fact that I could be…No, I am pregnant.  With a megalomaniac like Aaron.  I am full on sobbing into the pillows now.  Uncaring of the tears, saliva and snot that is no doubt all over the pillows.  Over two months, I have obeyed every command he has made of me.  Now he doesn’t just have my mother hanging over my head, but a child.  An innocent child who has a demented father.



I feel a hand rest on my back.  It is Aaron.  He rubs his hand up and down my back.



“It’s going to be okay, Willow.  This is just a curveball.  Dom said he is going to find out how far along you are with the blood tests and he has set up a scan for you in two days’ time.  That will give us a more precise date.”



“I still want to leave when this contract finishes.”  I say into the pillows.



“That’s fine.  We can complete that contract.  Before I release you from it, waive all rights to my child.”  His voice goes from soft to vicious in a split-second.



I lift my face off the pillow as if a snake bit me.  I guess he is a snake.



“You can do whatever the fuck you want.  I will never sign my rights as a parent solely over to you.  How are you even going to raise a baby, a toddler?  Get a nanny and see the kid on the weekends?  How are you even going to teach the baby normal human emotions?  If I was to leave this child with you, it would become nothing but a cold, robotic person with zero compassion or empathy within them,”  I sneer at him before I add, “Master.”



I can see the fury on his face.  For a moment, I think he is going to throttle me.  He doesn’t move, then I see from his expression the moment his face shuts down and without another word, he walks out of the room.  I lie back down on the bed.  My heart is still pounding from what I said to him.  I don’t look forward to the repercussions of me losing control.



A million thoughts hit me as I feel the fear creep back once my adrenaline levels go back down.  He can still ruin me and mum.  He can use his power and take my child away from me.  I have no home, no job and no money. 




How am I going to support a child when I can’t even support myself?




I throw myself back onto the pillow and softly cry into it.  I have no idea long I cry for.  All I know by the end of this crazy situation is that I’m worse off now than I was when I first came here.




∆∆∆




For two days, we don’t speak to one another.  He doesn’t sleep in the bedroom.  He moved his things out to one of the spare bedrooms.  I mostly stay in the bedroom, hiding away, reading through my pile of books.  The kitchen staff bring all my meals upstairs to me.  Aaron hasn’t touched me since our conversation.  Today we are going for an early scan that Dom arranged for us.  I wear some casual clothes, not really caring how I look.  I have been taking some ginger, carrot and orange juice in the morning and this seems to keep my sickness at bay.



Charles holds the door open for me as we get to the clinic, which isn’t too far from Aaron’s house.  Aaron waits for me at the side of the pavement, looking impatient.



We wait in the reception room after checking in.  It’s not long before my name is called.



The lady, named Beth, introduces herself and tells us what she is going to do during this appointment.  I just nod and climb up onto the bed.  Aaron holds my arm and helps me up.  I freeze, more in surprise than anything else.



I pull my t-shirt up and unbutton my jeans, pushing them down my belly.  I can’t believe I have a baby inside of me.  For the first time, I feel excited to see my little baby.



She squirts the cold jelly around my belly as she watches the screen, moving the wand from side to side.  Finally, I see a black section and a little bean shaped like an alien.  She shows us the head with its tiny little arms and teeny tiny feet.  She takes some measurements and checks the heartbeat.  I can actually see a tiny flutter of movement under its head showing its tiny heart beating.



I think back to my mum and how excited she and dad must have been when they were going to have me.  I sneak a look at Aaron.  His eyes are glued to the screen.



“Well, I would say, given the measurements and development, you are about eight weeks along.  Is this your first baby?”



I nod my head.



She smiles at me.



“Congratulations.  Hopefully, I will see you at your eighteen week scan in a couple of months.  Dr King said you might be around six to seven weeks along.  He wasn’t far off.”



I frown at her. 







I don’t know who Dr King is.


 
 






My confusion must show.



She rolls her eyes.  “He likes to be called Dr Dom.”



I smile at her.



“He is a character.”  I say to her.



“That he is. Do either of you have questions?  I have put a pack together for you that you can go over in your own time.”



Neither of us had questions.   



We go back to the car and this time Aaron opens the door for me.  He slides in beside me and puts the partition up.



He remains silent but pulls my hand onto his lap as he covers my hand with both of his.  Other than this, it is a silent journey all the way back home.  Both of us are lost in our own thoughts.



I still don’t know how I am going to explain any of this to my mum.  As I contemplated my next steps, I put my head back on the seat. I have no idea how I am going to get out of this mess now.



All I know is that I won’t be giving up my flesh and blood to someone like Aaron Lewis.



Chapter 17




Aaron




W

 e arrive home and I send Charles away.  Willow is going up the stairs as I come through the foyer.

“Willow, I expect you to come downstairs for dinner tonight.”



She turns around to look at me before nodding and rushing up faster up the stairs.  I narrow my eyes on her ass as she bolts up the stairs.



I go into the living room and go straight to get a neat Scotch.  It isn’t till the amber liquid hits my throat I sit down on my chair.  I look around, remembering the first time I had Willow in this room.



I can’t believe we created a life together.  I mean, I know I did everything I could to get her pregnant.  It was just seeing the baby, tiny and defenceless. Its only protection is its mother’s body.  That brought up something within me I haven’t felt since I was a young child.  The kind of love that I don’t even think I can put into words.



I can’t help but wonder if it will be a little boy or girl we will have.  I picture both a little princess like her petite mother or a dark-haired boy like myself.  As I take another sip of Scotch, I feel my hand trembling. I need to do whatever it takes to convince Willow to stay.  I don’t enjoy feeling so exposed and I didn’t like what she said about me.  After much reflection, I had to acknowledge the truth in her words.



I take another long sip and close my eyes.  This time I picture all of us together in my home.



Yeah.  I’m going to do whatever it takes to keep her and our baby next to me because after today I realise I would do my child and future children a great disservice by not having such an amazing woman in their lives and perhaps I could in time learn to mimic some of her qualities.



I glance at the clock.  There are a few hours till dinner time.  I take my glass with me and go into my office to make the necessary calls in order to redeem myself and hopefully negotiate a new contract with Willow.




∆∆∆




Willow comes into the dining room at exactly one minute to six o’clock.  She is wearing her pyjamas and a matching robe over them.  I stand up and pull a chair out for her.  Her eyebrows almost hit her hairline.  If the following conversation wasn’t so important, I might have smiled at her incredulous expression.



No sooner are we seated.  Katherine brings through a trolley of food.  She lays all the food out for us before turning to leave.



“Thank you, Katherine.  That will be all for tonight.”



She turns to look at me with much the same expression that Willow had.




Okay, so maybe I am a complete prick, even to my staff.




She gives me a small, nervous smile before leaving the room.



I lift off the cover to my food and see perfectl lamb cutlets with several sides.  I had explained to the kitchen the new regime for I expect to see on the menu.  Katherine has four children, so she is well versed in what Willow should be eating.  I see Willow lift her lid and she doesn’t hesitate to dive straight into her food.



As much as I loved seeing her as my pet, I enjoy seeing her assert herself.  Mainly because she is doing it for our child’s wellbeing and future.  It already makes her an exemplary mother.



“How have you been?”



She freezes mid-way as her mouth is stuffed with some tiny roasted potatoes.  She slowly chews before answering.



“Good, and yourself?”



“Fine.”



“Good.”



“Willow, I wanted to speak to you.  I apologise for what I said.  I don’t want to take the baby away from you.  You would be a splendid mother. I will learn for us and for the baby to be a better man.



I give her a small smile before taking a bite of my food.  Clearing my throat awkwardly before I busy myself with cutting a small piece of lamb.



“I have done nothing but think about everything in the last two days.  Do you really know anything about me?”



My fork is halfway to my mouth. 




What do I know about Willow?  Have I taken any interest in getting to know her in anything other than superficially?




I don’t reply. As I wait for her to continue.



“You could have done anything to me and I wouldn’t have cared.  You brought my mother into this.  Do you know why I’m a barista at twenty-six-years-old?”



I shake my head.  Charles gave me the basics of her background check.  I didn’t look any further into it myself because I didn’t feel the need to.




Had I been too presumptuous?




“My father died suddenly.  Everything around us collapsed.  I dropped out of school.  The insurance company stiffed us.  They refused to pay us anything.  We lost everything.  My mum could barely cope with my dad’s death, let alone anything else.  Finally, my mum found some happiness.  She started getting out of bed when she moved into the centre she was in.  She found so many people who had similar experiences.  She loves it there and loves the company.”



She pauses for a moment as if to compose herself.  She looks away from me and down at her plate.  I feel dread creep up inside of me.  Raw fear.



“Did you think you could break me?  You can’t break someone who is already broken.  I have spent the last two days trying to figure out why part of me enjoyed being a mindless pet for you.”



She finally looks up at me.  Her lower lip trembles and her eyes are full of unshed tears.



At that moment, I know that I’m going to lose her.



“It’s because after such a long time, I didn’t need to think or worry about anything else.  You looked after me even if it was in the capacity of a pet.”  She whispers.



“Willow…”



“No.  You need to listen to me.  I would have carried out these five months for the sake of my mother.  You take advantage of people who you think are below you.  You did this because you felt slighted.  In order to have used and humiliated me.  I can’t have you as the father of my child.  I won’t be tied to you in this way.  Do whatever you have to, but I am going to protect my child with everything within me.  A child needs a healthy, loving environment.  They need to feel protected and loved unconditionally.”



“Willow, we can give that to our child.  I told you I can learn and I can change.  I want this with you more than I have ever wanted anything in my life.  We can be a family.”  I say earnestly as I search her eyes for something, anything other than the dull look in her eyes.



“Just release me from the contract.  Let me go, please.”



I slump backwards into my chair, my head dropping down.  I exhale a long breath not realising I had been holding my breath.  This has been my doing.  I had all this time to get to know Willow.  To get her to fall in love with me.  She isn’t a business deal.  I only have my ego and arrogance to blame.  I think back to all the malicious thoughts I had about Willow initially.  All she did was refuse an illicit liaison with me.  It doesn’t matter if she enjoyed part of the ride.  I feel my face heat with a rush of shame.



I look up at her.



“I will take care of it.  I have bought your mother’s unit outright.”



Her eyes widen, and I can see the panic in her face.



I raise my hand up.



“No.  It is in your mother’s name.  This is my way to make amends to you, Willow.  I will release you from the contract you signed.  I will honour the agreement as if you have lived here for the five months.  A pregnancy was never part of the contract.  All I ask from you is that I can have a relationship with my child, please.”



I can see her hand slide over her stomach protectively.



She looks at me for a long moment before she nods.



How did I ever think this woman was beneath me or weak?  She is a contradiction.  I stand up, unable to watch her walk out of the room away from me.  I leave to go into my office to call Charles.  She may want nothing to do with me, but I will ensure we look after her.



The regret is swirling around me, taunting me.



I ignore the tightness in my chest.



Chapter 18




Willow




“C

 harles, I honestly mean this with sincerity.  Please, will you just fuck off?”  I moan as I walk out of my apartment and see him standing outside.

“Well, I never.  Such foul language from a lady.  You know the score, Willow.  Where you go, I go.”  He says with a smirk on his face.



My life changed after I talked to Aaron that night.  As I requested, he let me go. He paid the full one million pounds into my account.  He sued the life insurance company and got us several million pounds from them.  The policy wasn’t worth that much.  My mum is currently on a world cruise with eight of her friends from the assisted living centre.  I am due to give birth in five months’ time.  I try not to think about him because it hurts too much.



Charles has been with me since the day I moved out of Aaron’s house.  He has never stopped pleading Aaron’s case to me.  He even confessed that I wasn’t on the pill in all the time I lived there.  At first I was furious, but as time went on, I can’t regret a single thing I did with Aaron.  As hard as he was with me initially for the first week, he looked after me with care.  I will always have a piece of him with me in our child.  I’m not so sure that is going to be enough anymore.



“How is he?”  I ask.



His face instantly turns solemn.



“The same.  He is working crazy hours at the office.  I’ve never seen him like this before.  I am worried about him, Willow.  The only time I see a bit of life in him is when I talk to him about you or the baby.”



I look away from him.



“Can you tell him he can come to our next appointment?  It’s due in three weeks’ time.”



“Why don’t you text him?  You know he has put this apartment in trust for the baby?”



“Why are you trying to guilt trip me, Charles?  All I wanted to do was go out for a walk and window shop for the baby.  Why are you trying to shit on my parade?”  I wince as I hear the whinging tone in my voice.



“Because both of you are the most stubborn set of assholes I have come across, and I enjoy tormenting you.  Maybe the baby will take after me.  Let’s hope so.”  He rubs his chin thoughtfully.  “Yes, the baby will take after Uncle Charles.”



I can’t help but laugh at his absurd response.



I guess we are both stubborn.  Who would have thought that I could have something in common with Aaron Lewis?





Chapter 19


OceanofPDF.com



Aaron




I

 sit in my office facing the large windows with a large scotch in my hand.  I need to get myself together. Tomorrow,  I will get to see Willow and the baby.  It’s been weeks and months since I last seen Willow.  Each day seems to be never ending.  I wanted to keep my promise to her.  To give her time.  I need her to trust me.  Charles keeps me updated daily with his calls, texts, and photos.

My phone rings.  I reluctantly turn back to my desk and lift the receiver.



“Mr Lewis, I have a Mr Carrera and Dr King here to see you.”







Great, this is just what I need right now


 
.






“Thanks, Marissa.  Send them in.”



Both of them amble in before dropping on the chairs in front of me.



“What do you two want?”



“Dr Dom here was telling me you are seeing the girl at a prenatal appointment tomorrow.”



“Her name is fucking Willow.”  I grit out in agitation.



Grayson smiles at me.



“Ah, yes.  Willow.  Dom told me she was hot.  If you are done with her, maybe I could have a shot at her now.”



The glass falls out of my hand. I don’t know how I do get across the desk, but my hands are around Grayson’s neck as I choke the life out of him.



Dom has jumped on my back, trying to get my hands off him.  I just squeeze even tighter.  Dom wraps his arm around my neck and yanks at me.  I don’t budge.



“For fuck’s sake, Aaron.  He is fucking with you.  Let him go before you kill him.”



I look at Grayson’s red face for a moment before I let him go.



“If you ever say anything like that again about my girl, I will fucking kill you, Grayson.  Friend or not.  I don’t give a damn.”



Grayson gasps as he tries to suck in some oxygen back into his useless as fuck minuscule brain.  He ignores me and looks at Dom.



“Okay, now I believe you.  I owe you fifty pounds.”



“Both of you, get out of my office now!”



“You are going to see me tomorrow at the appointment, so just suck it up.”



I ignore both of them and go pour myself another scotch.  If these cunts want a drink, they can get one themselves.



“So, Aaron.  What are you going to do when Willow dates again?”



I turn around to look at Grayson, who looks chipper, considering I nearly choked him out a few moments ago.



“Willow isn’t dating.”



“Yet.”



Dom interrupts us.



“What our mutual friend here is trying to say rather clumsily, I might add.  What are you doing to win your girl back?”



“What the fuck can I do?  I was a bastard to her.  She wanted out.  I had to let her go.”



“What can we do to help you?”  Dom asks.



“I have an idea.”  Grayson pipes up as he helps himself to my scotch.



“What is it?”  I ask suspiciously.



He smirks at me before he rolls out a plan.  One that might work.  It takes a while, but we hammer out the details.




∆∆∆




I feel nervous sitting here like an asshole waiting at the doctor’s office.  I’m half an hour early but I didn’t want to show up late.  If I can gauge Willow’s reaction to me, I will feel better about the plan Grayson concocted.  I made sure I showered and shaved this morning.  Wearing my suit like armour.  My hair is too long, but I just swept it back.  My legs jump up and down as I sit waiting for Willow and Charles.  I get up and start to pace up and down the room.




What if she still hates me?





Fuck.  What am I doing?




The door opens and I swing around to see if it is her.




There she is.








In the flesh


 
.






My heart pounds as if a fist is pounding inside of my chest.



She looks just as stricken as I feel.



“Willow.”  I finally breath out.  I slowly walk towards her.



My eyes drop to her stomach.  I saw it in the pictures, but seeing her like this.  Carrying our child.  Her body has changed so much.  She was always beautiful, but she looks even more so now.  I swallow the lump in my throat.  Our child.



“Aaron…”



“Ms Parker.”



Our eyes break apart as we follow the nurse into the room we were in last time.  She went ahead of me. I won’t deny it’s because I want to see her sexy ass in her snug jeans.  I’m trying to reform myself, but I’m not dead.



My eyes never leave her.  She takes a seat with the nurse as they go over her some documents Willow brought with her.  I can’t take my eyes off her.  Her hair looks longer than before.  They discuss the birthing plan.  I blink and listen to what they say.



“I want to be there.”  I blurt out.  “For the birth, I mean.”



“Um.  Sure.  Can you come to the antenatal classes with me?”  Willow asks as she looks up from the documents, which must be the birthing plan.



“Of course I can.  Just send me all the dates.”  I smile at her.  I want to reach out and touch her.  Even if it’s holding her hand but I don’t want to scare her off.



“Okay.  Let’s see how your little one is doing.”



Willow takes her jacket off, putting it on the chair.  She is wearing a red t-shirt and I can see the full shape of her belly now.  It looks like a perfect little package in front of her.  I know Charles is looking after her.  It eat’s me up inside knowing I can’t be close to them.



“Can I touch the baby?”



Willow gives me a shy smile and nods her head.



I reach out, placing both of my hands over her swollen stomach.  It feels hard to the touch.  I wonder if it is uncomfortable or if it causes her any pain.



“Are you okay?  You haven’t had any leg cramps or pain anywhere?”



She looks up at me.  The shock is apparent in her eyes.



I smile at her.



“I have been reading up on all the books Dom recommended.”



“If you climb up onto the table, Willow.”



I clench my jaw at the interruption.  I want to be alone with her.  My arm goes around her elbow as I help her up onto the table.  She pulls her t-shirt up and slides her jeans down.  They have a weird patch at the front with no buttons.



Willow looks up at me.



“What is it?”



“I’ve never seen jeans like that before.”



She snickers.



“They are maternity jeans.  It’s made for the baby bump.”



“Oh.”



I would know this if she still lived with me.  I think to myself resentfully.



The nurse smears her rounded belly with the gel.  I forget everything and focus on seeing our baby again.  Last time, it was a tiny little spot with a slight flutter for a heart.  I reach for Willow’s hand, weaving my fingers through hers and grip her hand.    I give her a gentle squeeze before I look at the screen.  It doesn’t take the nurse long to bring the picture up on the screen.  The baby looks so much bigger than before.  It’s got an enormous head.  I frown for a moment.  Does this mean it’s got a larger brain, or it has my big ass head?  The hands look perfectly formed.  The nurse continues taking all the measurements from different angles.



“Do you want to know what you’re having?”



I look down at Willow.  Nodding to her with excitement.



“Yes, please.”



“It looks like you are going to have a son in a few months’ time.”



I feel a burst of pride and sheer joy in my chest.  I look back at Willow with a big grin on my face, but she has tears in her eyes.



“What’s wrong?  You wanted to have a daughter?”



“No.  My dad would have loved a grandson.”  She says softly as the tears now fall down her cheeks.



I wrap my arms around her shoulders.   Bringing my face into her hair.



“He will watch over our son.”  I whisper into her ear.



She puts her arms around my neck and pulls me closer.



I hear the nurse leave the room.  I inhale her scent in.  This is what I miss.  I’ve never been intimate with a woman prior to Willow.  Sex was just a transaction.  As much as I want to keep holding her or kidnapping her and locking her back up in my house.  I know what I have to do.  I untangle myself from her.



The nurse left the roll of paper towel beside the table.  I gather some up and hand it to Willow.  She wipes off the gel and pulls her t-shirt down.  I hold her arm and help her down.



“I heard you are having a son.  Congratulations.”  Dom makes his way into the room with a big smile on his face.



“Isn’t that supposed to be confidential information?”



“I’m a medical professional, so I don’t count.”



I roll my eyes at him.



Willow smiles up at the asshole.



“How are you, Willow?”



“I’m good. Not as tired as what I was.  I feel as if I have a lot more energy now.”



“That’s good.  You still have my number?  If you are ever concerned, call me.”



“You have his number?”  I say in a sharp tone of voice.



“Calm your pants.  I passed it onto Charles to give to her in case of an emergency.”



I relax.  I need to get out of here before I end up making a bigger fool of myself.



“Let me see you out, Willow.”



I drag her out of the room before Dom can say anything else.





Chapter 20




Willow




I

 put my book down and look at the clock.  I’ve been trying to read the same paragraph for the last ten minutes.  Loathed as I am to admit it, I can’t stop thinking about Aaron.  He seemed so different when I saw him.  I won’t see him till next week at our antenatal class.  He looked as handsome as ever in his pristine suit.  His dark hair looked slightly unkempt, but even that suited him.

The doorbell chimes, pulling me out of my thoughts.  I sit up and make my way to the door.  I can’t believe Aaron has given his son this penthouse.  There is no one on the camera.  Strange.  Once I open the door, I look around and I don’t see Charles either.  That’s when I spot it, a black envelope with my name in a golden script.  I bend down to pick it up before closing the door.



I text Charles, asking him where he is.



His response is instant.




Charles: Do you need anything?  I’m just picking up some food.





Me: No, thanks.  You weren’t outside.  I was checking in on your ass for a change.





Charles: Haha.  I will be with you in five.




I smile as I put my phone down on the couch and inspect the envelope.  It doesn’t have an address, only my name.  I rip open the envelope to find an invitation.




VIP Exclusive Invite to Club X





Willow Parker





Tomorrow at 7 pm





The Harem Room




It’s on a black card with the same golden script writing on it.  I look at the back and it is blank.  It has to be from Aaron.  I pick up my phone and look up Club X.  It looks as if it’s a high end kink club.



I message Aaron.




Me: Did you send me an invitation to Club X?





Aaron: Yes.





Me: Why?





Aaron: Aren’t you curious?




Damn it.  I am.  He doesn’t send me anything else.  I sink down onto the couch.  Do I take a chance with him?  What the hell does someone wear to a BDSM club?



I groan.  If I don’t go, I know I will regret it.  Part of me wants to give into the temptation.  I miss the sex.  I miss the pet play.  Anything I do to get myself off just seems empty.




∆∆∆




Gazing in the mirror, I inspect my reflection.  I wear a red tinted lip gloss, and I have done my eyes in a dark smokey grey tones.  I might be five months pregnant, but I feel so sexy wearing my red dress.  The V-neck does wonders for my full breasts.  The cinched waist makes me look curvy and the way the chiffon material falls over my stomach, showing the bump only from the side profile.



The only jewellery I wear is a golden collar with a matching cuff bracelet.  I would love to say it is all mine, but they delivered it to me this morning along with a single red rose.



I do not know how he got a hold of my sizes as it came with lingerie and some gold sandals.  I give myself a light spray of perfume on my neck before rubbing some on my wrists.



I pick up my black woollen wrap.  I don’t want everyone seeing the front of this dress.  There is a light knock on the door.  My heart pounds at the thought of Aaron being here to pick me up.



I look at the camera link beside the door and I feel my heart sink.  It’s Charles.



I open the door.



“Wow. You look lovely, Willow.  You are going to knock his socks off.”  He says with a wide smile.  He offers me his arm.



“Thanks, Charles.  I don’t know about knocking his socks off, but let’s see where the night goes.”



“Don’t do that.  You know you mean everything to him.”



“He might be doing this because I’m pregnant.”



“I know everything before it happens, Willow.  The morning I came to pick you up.  He was going to propose marriage to you.  He had everything planned.  I didn’t approve of his methods of obtaining you, but I know he has never been with anyone for as long as he has been with you.  Not to mention he has been an utterly miserable bastard since you left.”



He thought marriage was going to fix us?  That was delusional thinking on his part.



I am still thinking what Charles said through when he opens up the car door for me before sliding in sitting opposite me.



“He sent us his limo?”



“Of course he did.  You need to arrive in style.”



I smile and sit back.  There are butterflies in my stomach. I’m excited about what’s ahead for tonight.  I’m dying to see the inside of a BDSM club.  Charles told me Grayson owns the club.  I’ve never met him, but Charles mentioned him previously when he spoke about Aaron.  He is like a dog with a bone.  He has the cheek to call us stubborn.



When we arrive.  Charles makes sure I get inside before he hands me over to Grayson.



“Willow,  it’s so lovely to meet you.  I thought I would never find an opportunity.”



He has the same air as Aaron.  I got the same vibe from Aaron when I first met him. Dangerous.  They are about the same height but where Aaron is dark, Grayson is blonde.  He has a rugged look with his stubble with his green eyes.  He reminds me of Chris Hemsworth but without the blue eyes.



“It’s nice to meet you too, Grayson.  Can I see some of the club?”



“Ahh.  Aaron can show you around.  I’m not sure if parts of the club would be suitable for you.”



That comment just intrigues me further.  Before Aaron, I was definitely vanilla.  I had minimal experience until Aaron got his dirty hands on me and corrupted me.



Instead of taking me through the main door, he takes me through a small side door.  It looks hidden with all the black walls in the entryway.  The hallway is all red and with the dim lighting; it looks eerie.



“I heard you are both expecting a son soon.  Can you make sure you tell Aaron that I have to be the Godfather?”



I laugh at that.



“I doubt he will listen to me.”



He looks down at me curiously.



“Interesting.  You really don’t know the power you hold over him, do you?”



Before I can answer him, we arrive at a golden door.  He opens it up and lifts his hand, gesturing for me to go inside.



“Have a lovely evening, Willow.  I hope we meet again soon.”



He closes the door before I can reply.



I look at the golden door for a moment before turning around and taking in the vast room. It’s decorated lavishly in red, gold and cream.   On the back wall, there is the biggest bed I have ever seen.  It looks as if it is two double beds joined in a circular shape.  All the bedding is in red and gold. The middle of the room has a circular gold table with ottoman style seats.  The walls are in gold and cream.  There are red curtains hanging on either side of a massive window. 



I look up at the ceiling and there is a circular red material covering.  This is not what I expected.  I thought it would look like a torture chamber.  I walk over to the large window.  We are on ground level, so definitely not an underground dungeon as I might have hoped for.



I hear the door open.  I swivel around.



Aaron walks through the door.



His dark locks are back in his usual immaculate style.  He wears a black suit, a white shirt and a red tie. 



He looks so damn good.



I give him a small uncertain smile.



“Willow.  Thank you for joining me.  You look breathtakingly beautiful tonight.”



Chapter 21




Aaron




M

 y eyes don’t leave Willow’s face.  She looks stunning tonight.  I didn’t think she would come, but Grayson was adamant this would work.  Her lips part slightly in shock at my words, but she says nothing.

I stroll up to her and raise her hand to my lips as I kiss her hand.  She wore the perfume I sent with the dress.  I knew it would suit her.  Sweet with a hint of floral tones.



Her eyes widen and I can see her pupils dilate.  Making her eyes look darker.



“Come, sit down.”



I wait until she walks with me before we sit down.



“I miss you, Willow.”



She takes a deep breath before replying.



“I’ve missed you too, Aaron.”



“Can I ask you out on a date?”



“A date?”



I smile at her.



“Yes.  A date.  You know where I pick you up and take you somewhere?”



She throws her head back and laughs.  She carries on laughing till I can see tears in her eyes.  The old me would have been furious, thinking she is laughing at me.  But the sound of joy in her laughter is nothing but music to my ears.



She pulls her hand from mine as she wipes the lingering tears from her eyes.



“You mean like you should have done over five months ago?”



“I wasn’t a dating man back then, Willow.”  I say as I feel the smile slip away from my face.



“You invited me to a BDSM club to ask me out on a date?”



“I was hoping to take you out on your first date and if you wanted to come back here, we could.”



I hesitate before speaking again.



“Can we start again, Willow?  You have been away from me, and I have hated every minute of it. I regret my initial actions.  But honestly?  I can't regret the time I spent with you.”



“It wasn’t all bad, Aaron.  I appreciate what you have done to make amends, and I loved parts of it.  Having had time to think things through.  I needed this time away from you.  I felt I was losing myself.  I didn’t trust you or myself.”



“And now?”



“Now, I’m ready to go on a date with you.  I want to get to know you.  On one condition.”



He looks concerned for a moment before his face clears up.



“What condition?”



“That you show me the dark and seedy dungeon rooms in the club?”



“I don’t know about seedy, but there are some darker themed rooms downstairs.”



I knew it.



“You’re being very agreeable, Mr Lewis.  This isn’t like you at all.”



He gives me a devilish grin.



“Only with you, Ms Parker.  Only with you.”



He brings his lips down on mine, not demanding but coaxing my mouth open.  I smile against his lips as I wrap my arms around his neck.




∆∆∆




I got my tour, my date and several orgasms that night in the Harem room.  I watch him change the nappy on a plastic doll beside me as we sit on the floor.  He moves so fast his hands are blurring.  He fiddles around with the last tab before lifting the doll up in the air.  When he notices none of the other dads have finished, he looks at me and smirks.



I shake my head at him.



“What happened to being gentle with the baby?”



“It’s only a doll, and I won.”



“It wasn’t a competition.”



“You don’t know these men, Willow.  Trust me, it was a competition.”



I look around and sure enough, two other dads are holding their ‘babies’ up in the air.  With triumph written all over their faces.



Men.



They have a certain camaraderie between them.  I am surprised that Aaron mixed so well with the people in the group.  He has attended every class with me.  There are only three weeks left. I rub my belly.  I am going to miss being pregnant, but I am desperate to meet our baby. 



Two months ago, I moved back in with him. It felt so strange being back.  We had a talk and I do want to continue our pet play in the privacy of our bedroom.  He loves to dominate, and I love to submit to him.  Only this time, I have a voice.  He won’t do anything whilst I am pregnant.  He has been adamant that our safety come first.  Another reason I am looking forward to having the baby.






I can’t believe I am the one who is pushing him now and he won’t give me what I want. 

 

Funny how things work out.







Epilogue




Aaron




I

 don’t feel prepared for becoming a father.  Willow waves off my concerns, saying she sees plenty of qualities within me that will make me a brilliant father.  What does she know?  She didn’t even figure out I had fucked her birth control up.  Dom said he will be with us on standby when she goes into labour.  She is going to give birth to an actual human.  One that we created.  A tiny new person.

I feel the sweat build up on my forehead.  I yank my tie off, throwing it to the side, and unbutton my collar.



“Hey, you okay back there?”



“Yeah, just hurry and get me to the hospital.  I can’t believe today of all days this has happened.”



I was only supposed to be away for a few hours on site and it ended up being half the day.  Then I got a call from Dom saying he had taken Willow to the hospital because she had got contractions.  He is keeping me in the loop as I’m an hour and a half away from the hospital.



“Put your foot down for fuck’s sakes, Charles.  You’re not driving your granny.”



“Yeah, I know.  She would be much more pleasant than you.”



I look out of the window with a sigh before checking my phone again for any updates.  As much as I have loved having Willow pregnant with our baby.  I think I will wait a while before we have anymore.  I still fight my own insecurities. 



Before we bring another life into this world, I want to be a worthy father and husband to my family.  I guess Willow has to agree to become my wife first.  I could always withhold sex.  She won’t last long and the self-torture would be worth the cause.   



By the time we get to the hospital, Willow is fully into labour.  I rush to get into the correct ward.  Charles dropped me off to park the car before he comes in.  I see Dom waiting for me outside the door.



“Look, it’s a tough labour.  I’m just warning you, so go with the flow and try not to go crazy.  She is doing okay, but it’s all happening slowly.”



I take a deep breath and go inside the room.




∆∆∆




After nearly nine hours, they eventually had to carry out an emergency C-Section.  We got to meet our little boy. Thankfully, he didn’t seem as traumatised as we were.  I look down at him in his little Perspex crib.  He has my dark hair and we couldn’t tell with the eye colour, but I think he will have Willow’s eyes.  I sit beside Willow, stroking the top of her head.  She is exhausted.  I am staying with them till they release them.  I won’t be letting either of them out of my sight till they get home.



“You know.  All you need to say is good girl, and it’s like we are back at the beginning.”



I look down at her, and she has a cheeky smile on her face.



“As soon as you are well enough.  I will have you on you hands and knees before you can say ‘Please Master’.  Now get some rest.  It won’t be long before Ethan wakes up for his feed.”



I kiss her cheek as her eyes droop again.  A small smile plays on her lips.  Dom got another bed moved in here, but they refused to let us put them together. 



I mean, what the fuck?  She has just had a C-Section.  What do they think I am going to do with her?



I am content being near Willow and Ethan.  It doesn’t matter that I am on a chair.



We named him Ethan after her father.  Her mother was in tears when we told her.  I am grateful that Willow had a loving upbringing.  She can teach me about parenting our son together as a team.  I come from an affluent background, but my home is far from loving.  My father died when I was a child, leaving me with a bitter, narcissistic mother.  With the help of Willow and my friends over the last few months, I have worked through a lot.  I gaze over at our son again with a smile.  I would do it all over again if it meant I ended up right here.



My woman is a warrior in disguise.  I didn’t break her.  She was calmer than me during the labour and C-Section.  This petite little barista.  She does not know the power she wields over me.



I certainly won’t be informing her.



Willow




I

 sit under the desk naked except for my tail.  He has been edging me all fucking morning.  Ever since Ethan went to nursery and I have no idea why he is tormenting me.  I consider taking a bite out of his thigh, but that will only get me punished and not in the way I want.

“Master?



“Hmm?”



“Am I being punished for something?”



“Do you have something to share with me?”



Aaron pushes his chair back, and I lift my head up to look at him.







Fuck.  He knows


 
.






I feel the sinking feeling in my stomach.



“I was waiting for the right time.”



“Bullshit.  You were stalling because you know exactly what I am going to do.”







The gig is up.  He knows I am pregnant.  Six months of vanilla sex and no playtime for me


 
.






“Dom said…”



“Dom can go fuck himself.”



“Okay.  You know now.  I confess, I’m pregnant.  Please, can you fuck me now?”



“Fine, but your ass deserves a spanking first.  Get up here and bend over my desk.  You can kiss the tail goodbye from today as well.”



I groan as he pulls me up by my mittens.







I had a good run.  Three and a half years


 
. 






I pout at him before I bend over his desk in front of him.







I hope he doesn’t go easy on my ass


 
.








The End.





Hello Lovelies,



Thank you so much for your patience.  I released 4 books within 5 weeks and the quality slipped so I can only sincerely apologise for this assure you I aim to do better.  I am hoping to drop some of my job hours from June so I can put more hours into writing.  Let me know your thoughts on Aaron & Willow's story. 



Thank you to everyone who continues to support me, message me & take the time out to write up reviews.  A special mention to 
Mandy

 , who is going through a tough time.  My thoughts are with you, love.  You were the first ever reader to speak to me, my Texan buddy.  
Kristin

 , I hope you feel better soon & 
Kelly

 , you nutter, you never fail to make me smile.  
Lisa

 & 
Mary

 , who posted My Dark Psycho on Facebook reader groups.  I was truly blown away by the recommendations, as this was a first for me.  
Casey

 who always takes her time to leave a review.  
Lavita

 , who has the cutest dog I have ever seen.  
Mindy

 , you're a super-mum, who somehow finds time to read.  
Chela

 , who was one of the first people I shared the prologue of this book with while I was sleep deprived and probably made little sense at the time.  
Adri, Chelsey, Elizabeth, Angie

 and 
Paula

 for their support & kind words.  To all the 249 people who follow me on Amazon & everyone on Facebook.  I’m sorry if I have missed anyone out!  Thank you all for supporting a wee unknown indie author. 



I love you all.  ❤️



Stay Healthy &  Stay Happy,



LoveBite Shorts xXx



P.s If you are still here.  
Arrogant Alien

 will be next, then the 
Dark & Depraved Dystopian Series

 .  
The Monster Series - The Next Generation

 .  There is also a 5 book 
 Assassin Series

 .  Watch out for Viktor he is a Silver Foxed Daddy.  I am itching to jump to his story.  A 3 book single parent series in the making and a marriage Duet where there will be some other woman drama.  This will be more of a His and Hers Duet.  One Halloween book and two Christmas books.  I wish I could write faster.  LoL.  xXx
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Breeding Her ~ The Dark Edition: The Complete Collection ~ Books 1 to 4






★Kindle Short Reads 4 Complete Book Collection★



Warning!



Breeding Her - The Dark Edition - Books 1-4



400+ Pages of Excitement



In British English some spelling will differ to USA



⚠Some or all books include blackmail, dubious consent, profanity, violence, manipulation, breeding and stalking. Small element of cheating in Book 1.⚠



If you are a sensitive reader, please Do Not Purchase.



There are no Hero’s here.



There will always be some form of a HEA. The journey our ladies face will not be an easy one it will be very LONG and HARD indeed.



Breeding His Wife - Arranged Marriage - Book One



Stefano Di Caprio has just become Capo of New York. His deceased, father had arranged a marriage for him. He intends to use this marriage for his gain, his legacy. She will conform or she will face the beast.



Caterina Abella is a carefree dreamer. Her Papa has put off her dream for years. Never divulging to her that her life is not her own to live, nor does she have the right to dream. Now she has 3 days to marry a cruel man who has very little regard for any woman. The only language he knows is violence.



Seeding Her Flower - Obsessive Stalker Book Two



Adrian Hawthorn a Tech Mughal Genius has an orderly life. Everything in its place. A routine for every aspect of his life. Until one day his existence is thrown into chaos. He sees a bright light inside Leilani so he does what any normal person would do, he follows her home…



Leilani is determined to bring her grandmother’s florist shop out of the dark ages. She is approached by Adrian Hawthorn a website designer. Is his proposition too good to be true?



Breeding Her On Holiday - Held Captive Book Three



Sara has actually won something for the first time in her life. A holiday to a private Island. She was bringing a friend, but she got hurt in a freak accident. She decides to be brave and go alone. She did not get the welcome she was expecting...



Daniel seen Sara. He is keeping her. Alone on his private Island with nowhere to run. He is going to make sure he breeds her every day and night till she gives him what he wants. Everything.



Breeding His Personal Assistant - Blackmailed - Book Four



Torian



She walks around the office as if she is a ray of sunshine. Smiling at everyone. Swaying her backside in her tight little skirts. Wearing her little camisole tops or see-through blouses. A man can only take so much. It's time to make her submit to her CEO.



Riah



My boss is so grumpy. No matter how much I smile or try and make him smile. He is always picking faults in my clothes or my work. I need this job, or I would tell him where to go. What I didn't expect was for him to bend me over his desk and tell me he was going to take everything that I've been flaunting to him. The CEO has finally lost the plot.




My Dark Psycho






★Kindle Short Reads★



⚠Dark Captive 'Romance' - Not for the faint hearted. Noncon/dubcon, profanity, stalking, violence, captivity & bred.⚠



Please Do Not Purchase if you are a sensitive reader.



I’m a people watcher. Being a child brought up in the system I could never let my guard down. As an adult, nothing has changed. After the series of lockdowns and working from home, I bought binoculars simply because I was bored AF. Never once did it occur to me that I might watch something I wasn’t meant to. I’m Katiana, this is my story of how I met a psycho.



I’m used to blending in. Remaining unseen. I love living in the shadows. Recruited as a teen. I kill, maim and torture and I love the build-up to snaring my victims. The contracts are unique, as are the people but the end result is always the same. Until Katiana. It was simple. No witnesses, ever. I’ve never owned anyone before, Katiana is my latest experiment. I’m X, love me or hate me, I don’t give a fuck. You won’t ever see me till it’s too late.



Have your therapist on speed dial for this one...♥♥♥
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