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BECOMING HER PET









CHAPTER
1


 


It was past
midnight when my wife and I reached home from her office farewell party.


The celebratory dinner had dragged along for quite
some time, although I couldn’t really blame them because the fact that the
company’s biggest asset (my wife, Lynne) was moving on after only two years had
to be stirring some emotions. But after witnessing the chit-chatting and all
the endless hugs and tear-filled ‘I’ll miss you’s’ from Lynne’s coworkers, I,
for one, was eager to go home and get our own little party started in the
bedroom.  


I’d been horny all night. Lynne, in her late twenties
and blessed with doe eyes, full lips, and a crazy sexy body always kept me in a
perpetual state of horniness, but something about watching my wife socialize so
easily with her boss and work friends made me want to tear her dress off and
fuck her right there on the restaurant table. 


There was no mistaking that she’d carved out a place
high on the social work hierarchy and had been enjoying her status there. She
was admired by her boss and her boss’s wife—a tiny thing called Claire who’d
worn a black minidress with her tits bursting out (which did absolutely nothing
to lull my horniness). There was a moment when Lynne and Claire had jumped and
hugged each other, causing their breasts to smoosh tightly together and I
could’ve sworn they had a little secret lesbian attraction thing going on that
neither of them wanted to vocalize.


Anyway, Lynne had received a promotion each year she’d
been with them, and now with her new job in IT at a much bigger company she was
going to be cruising along her career with a shiny six figure salary and great
perks. It would be a comfortable bump in our quality of life, especially with
me still stranded at a dead-end job at a fucking call center. I’d always joked
I was her trophy husband—Lynne, with her beauty and brains, had always been the
breadwinner. Except that now she was bringing in a lot more than bread.  


Was I insecure? Yes—yes, I was, but I’ve never, ever
shown it. 


If Lynne so much as detected a whiff of insecurity
from me, I was pretty sure she’d pack her bags and leave me in the dust. After
all, I wasn’t contributing much in our marriage at all. And no woman wants to
be with an insecure man, so I always cloaked my lack of confidence by putting
on the whole ‘macho male’ persona.


The moment we got through the front door that night,
we were kissing passionately and struggling to get our clothes off as quickly
as we could. She moaned all the way up the stairs to our room, and there I
managed to unclasp her bra in the dark and felt her gorgeous 38DD tits as they
sprung free. I kissed her on the curve of her neck, inhaling her spicy perfume.
We clambered onto the bed and she took off her panties, humping my groin and
making blood surge towards my cock.


Now that she was all mine, all I wanted to do was fuck
her tight wet hole and show her what a good husband I was.


“Honey?” she whispered, turning on the bedside lamp. 


“Yes, babe?” 


“I’ve got an idea,” she said, her eyes crinkling with
devilish eagerness. 


“I’m listening,” I murmured. She looked like a naughty
imp, and I couldn’t help smiling. 


She stroked the side of my face. “I’ve been thinking
about this for a while, Tucker. Now that I’ve got a new job, I’m officially
taking care of you, aren’t I? Don’t you think I deserve a little something for
that?”


“Babe, you’ve been taking care of me forever,” I said
truthfully. “I don’t know what I’d do without you.” I kissed her on her
forehead, and she responded by giving me a soft peck on the lips. 


“Oh, honey, you have absolutely nothing to worry
about,” she said. “You’re the only Tucker in the world, and you’re mine.
Don’t you ever forget that.”


“Yeah, not many girls are lucky enough to have a sexy
trophy husband like me,” I joked. 


“You know, I noticed you seemed a little uncomfortable
at the dinner tonight,” Lynne said slowly. “Are you worried that I’m going to
leave you?”


“I…I…no,” I said, forcing myself to keep a straight
face on. “I’ve never been afraid of that.”


“Good. You have nothing to be afraid of,” Lynne said. 



I was desperate to change the subject. “So what’s this
idea of yours?” I asked. 


She opened her mouth and hesitated a bit, before
sliding back and playing with one strand of her hair. “Well, if you really want
to know, I’m interested in trying out a little experiment. You’ve always been
the one in charge in the bedroom. I think it’s my turn to take the reins,” she
said a little shyly. Then she winked at me. 


My ears pricked up. I was intrigued by the direction
this conversation was taking. What kind of man wouldn’t like her wife to be a
little dominant?


“I’m hoping by the end of the experiment, you can see
just how much you mean to me,” she said affectionately. “And it’ll throw all
your worries out of the window.”


 I stared at her. She was now looking at me with new
eyes, as if I wasn’t her husband but a stranger. 


“Go on,” I said. 


She giggled. “Well, do you know what you remind me of
now? A pet. Like a…dog. Or a puppy. I bring you food and keep you safe and take
care of everything you need. So, why don’t we make it official, honey? Will you
be my pet?”


My mind was already scattered in a million different
directions. I wasn’t too sure about what that would entail, but I could feel a
ball of excitement building up in my lower half. A pet? Like a dog? It made me
feel small and useless, like I wasn’t fit enough to be a person. It made me
feel like I’d be my beautiful wife’s property, and she could do anything she
wanted to me. She was right. Like I said, I couldn’t support her financially,
not with my shitty call center job which was slowly sucking away every ounce of
motivation I’d once had for building a proper career. That had torn me up for
the longest time, although Lynne kept assuring she was perfectly happy being
the breadwinner. She also did most of the household chores…she cooked, cleaned,
did the laundry, partly because she was a perfectionist and insisted she wanted
to do them. So I was like her pet in a way.


“I think you already know my answer,” I said. My voice
had gone all husky. 


“Wait here. I’ve got a few things for you.” She
disappeared into the closet, while I lay there, completely delighted by this
new turn of events. She came back with a glinting black leather collar and a
dress. 


“You already bought this stuff?” I asked.


Lynne became shy again. “It’s been on my mind for a
long time now. Years, really. I just never had the guts to ask you.”


I chuckled. This was perfect. “Better late than never,
babe. You tell me what I’ve got to do.”


“I want to dress you up,” she said solemnly. “So
tomorrow morning, you’ll need to wear this…” She pulled up the dress for me to
inspect. It was a fluffy cotton pink thing, like a doll’s dress, with matching
underwear that had ruffles and ribbons stitched onto it. “And this…” She showed
me the collar. “This goes around your neck.”


For the first time I noticed there was a tag, with
shiny letters engraved on it. 


‘Bitch’, it said. 


I laughed. “Anything for you babe. I’ll be your bitch
for as long as you want!” I grabbed the collar and the dress and placed them on
my lap. 


“Dress up and come to the kitchen tomorrow at nine
sharp,” Lynne said. Her face was practically gleaming with excitement. “I’ve
got a few things planned for us.” She kissed me on the forehead. “I’m really
tired, honey.” 


I raised an eyebrow. “The fun starts in the morning?” 


She nodded, then got up and headed to the bathroom. 


I stared down at my new possessions, not quite sure
what to think. It was like she’d suddenly lost interest in sex tonight if there
was no dress-up, and I couldn’t help but take it a little personally. It was like
she’d lost interest in me as a man. 


She only wanted me as a human pet.


But that was alright, I told myself.


I had plenty to forward to in the morning.









CHAPTER
2


 


“Oh god, look how
adorable he is!” 


It was bright in the kitchen. Sunlight filtered
through our pastel curtains and Lynne was seated at the table, still in her
dressing gown, her face a mixture of pride and joy as she took in my brand-new
look. I slowly made my way towards her, enjoying the attention but also feeling
a little embarrassed. 


I was a grown man wearing a dog collar and doll’s
clothes, of course I had to feel just a bit ridiculous. I was also a big guy.
When I’d held the ruffled panties that morning in the bathroom, I thought for sure
there was no way my beefy thighs would fit through those tiny leg openings. But
not only did they fit, they were strangely snug and comfortable too. The soft
cotton fabric had nestled around my balls and cock and the elastic didn’t dig
into my skin like I’d expected it to. The collared top with the little ribbons
had felt like cotton candy. My dog collar, on the other hand, pressed into my
neck a little too tightly—until I’d realized most of that had been in my head.
I just had to get used to the sensation of thick leather being wrapped around
my throat. 


 “You’re just in time for breakfast, honey,” Lynne
cooed, and my stomach grumbled at the thought. “You must be hungry. But hang
on, I just need to spruce you up a bit.”


My rod stiffened at the way my wife was talking to me.
I loved the idea of giving up total control. After all, I was her pet today.
She could do whatever she wanted to me for her pleasure. 


As she swished past me, I realized she’d strayed away
from our normal routine. Lynne  typically had breakfast ready for both of
us—Saturday mornings were creamy scrambled eggs and crumbled bacon, a couple
favorite. But today her plate had been emptied and there was no sign of
anything hot on the stove. That’s when I noticed the dog bowl on the floor. It
was filled with oatmeal. 


Lynne returned to the kitchen, holding up a leash. It
clinked around in the air as she brandished it in front of me. 


“Honey, I thought we should attach this to your collar
to complete our little roleplay,” she said. “What do you think?”


“Mm, put that on me, I’m all yours babe,” I said
huskily.


Twap!


The impact of her palm against my cheek left it raw
and stinging. I hadn’t seen that coming. My eyes began to water, and my face
flushed hot. I couldn’t believe my wife had slapped me.


“I’m not your babe anymore,” Lynne said. Her voice had
gone sharp and several pitches higher. “I’m your owner. So you better
treat me with a little respect. You can call me Mistress.”


“I’m very sorry, Mistress,” I said weakly. “It won’t
happen again.”


I did feel like an unloved puppy at that moment,
crushed and humiliated. And yet, my cock was throbbing. Why was I so turned on?
I’d never seen this side of Lynne before—my sweet, caring wife had seemingly
transformed into a threatening dominatrix.


Maybe it was the novelty aspect of it, but I wanted
her to slap me one more time. The whole thing was weirdly arousing. 


 I held my breath as Lynne clipped the leash onto my
collar, then stepped back to admire her work. 


“What a sweet little bitch!” she said, tugging onto
the leash a little to test it. “Perfectly primed for training. Now, listen to
me carefully. You’re my pet now, and we all know pets don’t walk. You can crawl
around the house instead. Understood?”


“Yes, Mistress.”  


My head was swimming with questions. Crawl? Eat out of
a dog bowl? Clearly Lynne had put a lot of thought into our roleplay. I was a
little impressed by her dedication. 


“Good. I’ve made you some oatmeal,” she said. “Go on
and have some. I’ll grab you a fresh bowl of water too. After that we can have
some fun. I’ve been so horny thinking about this all morning!”


Obediently, I crawled towards the dog bowl, my knees
sliding against our polished kitchen floor. My hunger had all but disappeared,
but my appetite for something else entirely had been kindled. I lapped up the
cold, hardened oatmeal, immediately making a mess. Globs of my breakfast stuck
to my chin and jaw, and some spilled over the bowl. I was excited about what
Lynne had in store for me next. 


Once I was done eating, I tried my best to suck out
some water out of the second bowl she’d placed by me. It dribbled out of my
mouth and onto my dress. Lynne stood there, watching attentively, holding
tightly onto the leash as if she was scared I would try to escape.


“Good girl,” she said once I was done. “Now follow me
into the living room.”


She jerked the leash and I crawled forward, trying to
balance my weight equally on my wrists and knees so there wouldn’t be too much
strain on my joints. My sad little cock was desperately looking for a little
entertainment, and my wife didn’t disappoint. I watched as she removed her
dressing gown, threw it casually onto the floor, and lay down on our sofa,
completely naked. Her full, hourglass figure reminded me of Rose from Titanic.
She definitely made a sexy Mistress. 


She extended her legs towards the end of sofa and
beckoned to me with one long fingertip. “Suck on my toes, sissy bitch. And you
better do it well, or you’ll have another smack coming your way.”


I crawled towards her and dutifully grabbed her left
foot, bringing it up to my nose. I took a careful sniff. It smelled like dried
chrysanthemum, warm and inviting. I gently suckled on her big toe, kissed it,
then nibbled on it again. Lynne let out a moan.


I moved onto the next toe, slowly making my way
through all of her toes and onto her right foot. Then I smacked my lips and got
to work licking the soft soles of her feet. Lynne groaned and began to rub
herself, whispering dirty things under her breath. My boner grew at the sounds
of her pleasure. It had been a long time since I’d seen her this aroused. 


“Feast on my armpits next, little bitch…” she
whimpered, stretching her arms over the other end of the couch. 


I kissed the smooth folds of her underarms, inhaling
her scent up there. I couldn’t detect any traces of deodorant, and her natural
odor and taste was overwhelming. The more I sucked and licked, the more I grew
crazy. It had now been more than twelve hours I’d been waiting to fuck her—and
a part of me wanted to pin her arms to her sides and wreck her. But I forced
myself to stay patient. 


I must have spent more than a good fifteen minutes
dining on her armpits. They were starting to get gross—only from being
saturated from my own drool and stale saliva. My tongue was getting tired and
my chest felt like it was about to burst from restlessness. Then, in one
blissful move, Lynne grabbed me by the head and pushed it directly into her
crotch. 


“Lick it all out, slut.”


She wrapped the leash thrice around her palm so now I
was effectively immobilized, unable to move anywhere except within the vicinity
of her pussy. My erection swelled to epic proportions. I could feel the heat of
her crotch, she was warm and wet and thoroughly aroused and it took all my
willpower to not plunge my cock in there and instead focus on her pleasure. But
I was her pet and I had to do what I was told. It was all about her now.



“What are you waiting for?” she growled. 


I took one last look at her throbbing cunt before
diving in. Her musk made me groan out loud. I sucked on her swollen clit,
lapping up the female juices trickling out of her hole. She pulled and pushed
on the leash to position me wherever she wanted me—one second I was tasting the
hair on her mon pubis, and the next second I was savoring her sweet asshole
with my tongue. Every inch of her was divine. 


She came once, kicking me off the couch with her
body-shaking orgasm. In her ecstasy, she let go of the leash. I lapped up all
of her syrup and took the opportunity to mount myself on top of her. I pushed
down my panties. God, my dick was rock-hard now and I was so horny I couldn’t
even think straight. My wife’s dripping wet pussy looked so inviting and all I
wanted to do was pound her. 


“Get that useless cock off me at once!”


I froze, seeing stars from the pain that shot up my
body as Lynne gripped onto my balls and yanked on them. 


“Ow!” I yelled.


“You’re not allowed to use that, you silly slut,” she
snarled. Then her face broke into a smile and she giggled. “Go into the bedroom
and wait for me there. I’ve got another really kinky idea.”









CHAPTER
3


 


I was left waiting
in the bedroom for a long time. I wasn’t sure how long, but it really felt like
hours. So much time had passed that I couldn’t help but stroke myself through
my pink cotton panties—I was itching for relief and almost driven to the point
of madness by Lynne’s cruel teasing. But something in me stopped myself from
rubbing to the point of climaxing—and that was the fear of being punished.


I couldn’t put my paltry needs before my Mistress, I
decided. Who knew what she would do if she found out?


“Oh, honey, I’m baaack…” Lynne sang. 


She stood triumphantly at the door, sporting a massive
purple penis. It had to be at least ten inches long, with a bulbous head and
thick ridges built into the shaft. It hovered, strapless, in between her legs,
seemingly being held up by a part of it inserted into her vagina. I swallowed
thickly, then realized she was also holding a small plastic contraption. It was
red and glinted like a ruby in between her fingers. 


“What’s that?” I asked. 


“A training device,” Lynne said simply. “My little
slut needs to be trained well. We can’t have a naughty little disobedient pet running
around now, can we?” She stared down at me sternly with her hands on her hips.
“And are we forgetting something?”


“Sorry, Mistress,” I apologized hurriedly. “But what
is that going to do, Mistress?”


“It’s going to make sure I can keep your pathetic
little cock in check,” Lynne said. “Your tiny pecker is no match to this!”
She swayed her hips, clenching her thighs to allow the massive synthetic penis
to wobble from side to side and laughed seductively. “It’s a good day to show
you what a real cock feels like. Besides, you’ve always wanted to be
fucked in the ass, haven’t you, honey?” 


I let out a nervous chuckle. She was right. I’d always
fantasized about being pegged, but hadn’t dared utter a word to Lynne in our
entire three years of marriage. I could think of nothing sexier than a sultry,
scary, powerful woman who wanted nothing more than to destroy my ass while I
lay there all cute and vulnerable, completely under her control. I wanted her
to exploit my body for her own pleasure and become totally helpless and
humiliated in the process. But of course, I’d been too much of a coward to
share this secret kink with Lynne. I was afraid it would make her feel that I
was less of a man than I already was.


“H-how did you know that, Mistress?” I asked. 


“Mistress Lynne knows all,” my wife said, then giggled
when she saw my anxious face. “But next time, don’t forget to swipe your
history, idiot. Now, back to business.” She lifted up my doll dress and
scrunched her nose in disgust. “We need to get rid of that awful boner. I’ll
give you ONE minute to figure it out. If you don’t, I’ll come over and get rid
of it myself.”


I couldn’t believe my fantasy was about to come alive,
and I was so aroused my panties were wet from precum. But when she told me
that, I shuddered, trying my best to recall the pain from my twisted balls from
earlier that morning. That would be fate if I couldn’t do what I was told. The
memory, and the fear of it happening again, was enough to ease the pressure and
force my cock to go limp. 


“All done, Mistress,” I said, patting the outline of
my puny three-and-a-half-inch cock. 


“Good girl. Now, stay still.” Lynne shrugged off the
panties and her cold fingers wrapped around my cock and balls, positioning and
securing a ring around the base. It was a tight fit, and I immediately felt
constricted—and the cage hadn’t even gone on yet! The stiff plastic cage glided
through my shaft, and then she squeezed the two units to attach them together,
before needling through a heavy black padlock and twisting it shut.


I felt a sense of dread as she danced the key in front
of my eyes. A thrill ran through my spine, every nerve cell coming alive with
excitement. With the key gone, there was no way I could find relief let alone
hold a damn erection. But the strange thing was, I was unmistakeably aroused by
the fact I was truly helpless. 


 “What a perfect fit!” Lynne said, fondling the red
cage in her hands. My cock flopped around like a weird fish that had swept
ashore. “Now, Mistress would like to conduct a little examination. Turn around
and show me that plump ass. I’ll need to see what I’m working with.”


“Yes, Mistress. Whatever you want, Mistress!” I said,
my heart clamoring as I got on my knees with my naked ass in the air. 


My cheeks were rubbed and prodded, the pads of Lynne’s
fingers and the sharp edges of her nails poking into my skin. Then my cheeks
were spread up and a wet finger penetrated my asshole. A moan escaped my mouth.



“Mmm, I knew you’d love it, slut,” Lynne cooed. “You
were born to be fucked in the ass.”


My wife’s insults sent a surge of lust clapping
through my body. Blood pooled into my core, and my cock throbbed desperately,
trying to grow within the confines of its plastic cage. But of course, it
couldn’t. It simply had nowhere to go.


“Fuck!” I muttered in frustration. 


Twap!


I was spanked hard, and I forgot all about my absent
erection. 


“That’ll teach you, slut,” Lynne growled in my ear,
grabbing onto my leash and pulling it tight. I gasped. “Control your fucking
tongue! You should be grateful for everything I’ve done for you, don’t you
think?”


“Y-yes, Mistress,” I whimpered. “I’ve been an
ungrateful bitch. I’m so sorry.”


“Beg for me to fuck you,” Lynne ordered, and I could
sense the excitement in her voice. She could hardly wait to drill that massive
dildo into me. 


“Oh, Mistress, fuck me nice and hard, please!” I begged.
“My boy pussy is so wet and waiting for your giant cock!”


I heard a loud spatter and cold lube was spread up and
down my ass crack. I buried my face in a pillow and shut my eyes so I could
focus. This was really happening. I was about to lose my anal virginity to my
powerful wife. 


“There, there…” Lynne whispered as the head of her
cock broke through my passage and I clenched my cheeks hard even though I
didn’t mean to. “Not to worry, my pet. Mistress is going to stretch you real
well…”


“But I’m so tight, Mistress!” I said. 


“Not for long,” Lynne assured me. 


The dildo’s tip was slowly pushed in, and I could feel
the walls of my asshole expanding little by little. It was painful at first,
but I grunted through it while my Mistress churned her hips to move the fake
cock along up its ascent through my virgin cavity. It was my first time after
all. After a while, I began to relax, and the shaft slid in, stuffing me inch
by careful inch. I realized I’d been holding my breath the entire time, and I
released a huge sigh of relief. 


Then the real fucking began. 


I bounced my ass backwards and forwards as my Mistress
fucked me. The sensation of being stuffed in my backside had to be the most
amazing feeling in the world—and it quickly became addicting. Each time Lynne
pulled out her cock to tease me I simply couldn’t handle the void it left
behind, and I whined loudly until she rammed it back in me full force. I was
being stretched and my asshole tortured, but I loved every damn second of it.


“Going to destroy your cunt, slut!” Lynne cried out as
her fucking intensified. “You’re mine now! You hear me? Your fat cunt is mine!
Ahhhh!”


My wife seemed to be gripped by the energy of a
ravaged animal. She slammed into again and again, reaching forward to squeeze
and pinch my nipples as she showered me with fresh insults. There were
squelching sounds of wetness coming from her end as the dildo screwed both of
us. I loved that my ass was helping her cum. 


“Ahhh I’m cumming!” Lynne yelled and her thighs
slapped my ass so hard I yelped. Her body shook from her earth-shattering
orgasm and the dildo landed on the carpet. She fell onto my back, breathless
and finally spent.


 It took her a good five minutes to recover.


“Since you’ve been good and obedient, pet,” she said
sweetly, patting my ass. “It’s time for your first reward.”


“Thank you, Mistress. I’m so honored to receive my
reward.” Every part of my body was sore but I couldn’t be happier. 


“Put on your panties,” she said brightly. “We’re going
for a walk.”









CHAPTER
4


 


Go for a walk? As
in, go outside? She couldn’t be serious…


I watched as she opened the top drawer of our walnut
dresser and brought out two bulky knee pads. 


“These are for your joints,” she said, flinging them
onto the floor. “You’ll be on your knees a lot, and we need to keep that wear
and tear to a minimum. Now hurry along and put these on, pet. I’d like to get
our walk in before the sun goes down.”


This was more of a workout than I’d anticipated. 


I couldn’t remember the last time I’d gone to the gym.



When I saw that Lynne was being absolutely serious
about us going out, I felt a surge of adrenaline flood my muscles. It was a
raunchy, risky thing to do, and I couldn’t help but get even hornier. It was
one thing for our fantasies to run rampant in the privacy of our own home, but
it was a whole other game to take them outside. I was already worried about
what my neighbors were thinking of me—they were all probably wondering what a
young, powerful, successful woman like Lynne was doing with a hobo. What would
they think if they saw me in a pink doll dress, wearing a dog collar and a
leash?


There would be no going back. 


Maybe it was because of the chastity cage, but now I
was overly, dangerously horny. I wanted nothing more than to be humiliated—and
to live with the very real and very public consequences. I kept fantasizing
about the mind-numbing orgasm I’d have once Lynne decided to unlock me. I might
shoot a truckload of cum after all this build-up.


Outside, the sun was blaring hot and I was sweating
profusely as I got dragged along on my kneepads over the gritted sidewalks. My Mistress
now seemed to be in a much better mood—she was walking slowly and making sure I
didn’t have a whole lot of catching up to do. The kneepads definitely helped
but it was still hard work. 


We lived downtown where there was a healthy passing of
traffic at all hours. Which meant there were eyes on me from the
get-go—horrible, unashamed stares from passers-by, catcalls from lewd men, and
honking from vehicles stuck at the stop lights. My Mistress pulled me along and
we went straight through walkers and joggers, past crosswalks and storefronts,
not giving a care in the world. Whenever someone stopped short to stare at us I
could do nothing but go red in the face and smile up at them like a madman.


The experience was utterly horrible, but I couldn’t
think of the last time I’d been so fucking aroused. 


While we were waiting at one of the stop lights, two
college-aged girls in a red sedan rolled down their windows and whistled at me.



“What’s going on?” the driver, a curly-haired blonde,
asked. 


Lynne didn’t mince her words. “My pathetic hubby makes
a better sissy pet than a husband,” she said breezily. “So that’s exactly what
I did.”


To my utter shock, she proceeded to lift my doll dress
and pull down my panties. I shriveled as the two girls got a good look at my
locked-up cock. They both hooted with laughter. 


“That’s not a cock. That’s a thumb,” the curly-haired
blonde said with tears in her eyes.


I saw a flash and realized the other girl had taken a
photo of me.  


“I don’t blame you,” she said to Lynne. “He must’ve
been an awful husband. He looks like a twink.”


I didn’t know what to say. I didn’t know what to do. I
just stared at them blankly, taking in their insults and wishing the sidewalk
would swallow me whole. 


We made our way to the other side and Lynne pulled me
through to a coffee shop at the end of the street. She waltzed right in,
ordered a cappuccino for herself and a saucer with a little bit of cold milk
for me. I sat cross-legged by her feet as she patted me affectionately. By this
time, my wrists were scraped up and hurting so I was glad I could take a bit of
a break. 


The coffee shop was crowded with lunch-time visitors.
I could hear people laughing behind my back, and I just knew they were laughing
at me. Plenty of others pointed and gawked at me as if I was totally invisible.



How humiliating!


When the milk came, I got on my knee pads and lapping
it up the best as I could with my tongue. I was just about done when someone
walked in and my jaw dropped.


It was beautiful Claire, Lynne’s ex-boss’s wife. 


She was wearing a short sundress and her hair was in a
top knot. She gasped when she saw Lynne and me.


“What in the world happened to Tucker?” she asked
Lynne.


“Well, you already know he’s a pathetic excuse for a
human being,” Lynne said coolly. “He’s agreed to be my pet instead. We’re both
much happier now I think.”


Claire knelt down in front of me and giggled. “Making
yourself useful, are you? Oh look, he’s so ugly but so adorable!”


She pinched my cheeks hard. I was already red from the
day’s exercise but now I was also flushed red hot from embarrassment.
Practically everyone in the coffee shop was looking at us now.


“Do you want to know a secret?” Lynne whispered to
Claire. “I locked his cock up!”


“Oh! Can I see?” Claire asked eagerly.


At that moment, my entire body froze as I waited for
this successful, smoldering hot woman to witness my puny dick all locked up in
that small red cage. My heart was beating fast, and suddenly there was this
immense pressure rising inside of me. 


“Oh god!” Claire screamed, gaping at my crotch. “What
is that? It’s so fucking tiny! It’s like a fucking pea! I think the nail
on my pinky’s bigger than that…”


Her fingers grazed through my pubes and she poked at
the cage, looking stunned and disgusted at the same time. I could stare down
her tits through her loose sundress. 


I don’t know what happened next.


I just felt a rush climbing up inside my body and all
of a sudden I’d creamed all over Claire’s hands and the floor.


Lynne and Claire both blinked.


“Did he just cum? Oh my lord!” Claire shrieked.


My Mistress slapped me. “Look what a mess you’ve made,
bitch! Clean it all up now!” She plopped my head down and parted my lips. “You
will eat all of your sticky goo up until the floor is sparkling clean. You’ll
enjoy it, won’t you?”


I nodded numbly.


I got down on my knee pads and got to work, eager to
show off to Claire what an obedient little pet I was. 


***


By the time we got home, I was exhausted. My body was
aching and I was sure I’d pulled a muscle or two. At this rate, I was sure I’d
shed a few pounds being my wife’s pet. 


After eating all that salty cum I was also thirsty.
Lynne put out some biscuits and a bowl of water on the floor and I happily
feasted on them. When I was done, she took me to the bedroom, showing me a
small but comfortable-looking dog bed in the corner.


“That’s where you’ll be sleeping tonight,” she said,
her lips curling into a beautiful smile. “Why don’t you take a nap in there
now? You’ve earned it.”


I crawled into the dog bed and shifted around to get
into a cozy position. It was a tight fit, but if I bent my legs to one side and
rested my head on the raised border, it was pretty close to sleeping on a tiny
hammock. Lynne kissed me on the forehead and tied the leash to the leg of her
own king-sized bed. 


“You know, honey, I think you’re enjoying this a
little too much,” she said. “If you’d like to, how about stretching the
experiment a bit more long-term?”


“You mean…like I could be your pet, permanently?” I
could hardly believe what I was hearing.


“Something like that,” Lynne said, giggling. 


I thought hard. “Well, that would mean I’d have to
give up my job, wouldn’t it? If I were to do this full-time…”


“You can hand in your two weeks tomorrow,” Lynne said.
“Trust me, we don’t need the money.”


I stared up in admiration at my wife. She was a
natural dominatrix. But at that instant I also felt something else—the love she
truly had for me. My Mistress wasn’t joking around. She was prepared to look
after me for life.


Lynne switched off the bedroom lights. “Sleep tight,
pet.”


I almost purred back. 


I could get used to this.
















THE END

















 


Thank you for reading!


Lots of love, Rae
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Sweet Little
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Ambitious engineering student Jeremy is working towards
having it all: wealth, success, and a gorgeous woman he could eventually settle
down with. But life seemingly has a different plan for him when he crosses
paths with the mature and arrestingly beautiful Evie Donovan, who also
happens to be his strict new landlady. In exchange for reduced rent, all Jeremy
needs to do is help her out with a few odd jobs around the house...


Soon enough, Jeremy finds himself dressed in a frilly
maid’s uniform, complete with a wig, shiny stockings, and full makeup,
scrubbing floors, cooking meals, and serving his dominating landlady’s every
filthy need. And now that he’s had a taste of this new career calling, he’s
scared a part of him might actually be lured into the forbidden world of crossdressing,
chastity, and extreme submission forever.


Will Jeremy get out of this arrangement while he still can,
or will he shockingly submit the rest of his life to serving his Mistress
as a sweet little feminized sissy maid?


 


***


 


Feeling hot and
bothered? Get started reading now!
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Scott Leavy beat
hundreds of other applicants to get a job offer at Tenacity, a prestigious
media company with one of the biggest investigative journalism units in the
country. 


His first assignment? Go
undercover as an attractive female hostess at one of the most exclusive,
secretive, star-studded charity galas known to only invite high-profile men. 


Feminized and
transformed by his boss into a
glamorous, glittering, seductive woman, Scott’s prepared to give this
assignment his all. His official target is Preston Parker, CEO of biotech
startup GenRay, who has a sparkling clean reputation...or does he? Who exactly
is hiding the multi-million-dollar secrets at the charity, and how is Preston
involved?


But Scott’s traversing
dangerous territory, and now there’s a target on his back too. When he finds he
can easily captivate any man he wants with his sexy new looks and dazzling
beauty, he’s tempted by some increasingly reckless choices...


If he’s not careful,
this newbie journalist might find himself tangled up in new and unfamiliar
feelings, with something huge, hard, and ready to burst inside him.


 


***


 


Feeling hot and
bothered? Get started reading now!
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Online Date by Rae Robinson
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(Contains themes of: female
domination, sissy feminization, and BDSM humiliation.)


BLURB:


Everyone has secret
fetishes.


But how far would you
go to expose one?


Devon is a heartthrob and
serial heartbreaker. With his Herculean good looks and charming personality, he
can afford to be cocky—and he knows it.


He’s left behind a string
of crestfallen women whom he’d met on an dating app.


But he doesn’t care. Why should he?


Life’s about to change,
though, when he crosses paths with a stranger online—a seductive woman
with a sexy promise and a secret fetish.


He’s about to learn that
there’s more to a pretty girl than a pretty face and body...


Soon, Devon is going to
be transformed and feminized...and find himself wanting to do nothing
more than lose his own alpha status and masculinity. If you’re ready to
witness Devon turn into the pathetic sissy he really is...start reading
now! 


***


This is a
never-before-published, too-risqué-for-Amazon story that will be exclusively
available to Rae’s newsletter subscribers. 


Grab it here!
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A full-time content writer by day and an erotica writer by night, Rae
Robinson writes all kinds of dirty stories when the doors are locked and
anything can happen. Her main interests include femdom, sissification, and
feminization. She particularly loves exploring the intersection between sexuality
and self-identity.
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