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A Husband’s Place 
 
      
 
    It seemed like so much fun! Everything seemed so perfect… 
 
    Laughing, we fell through the doorway, barely catching ourselves in time to avoid the floor. I held my beautiful wife, my arms wrapped around her. I moved my fingertips down toward her ass, and I gave her a firm squeeze. 
 
    "Oh no," she said, touching her finger to my lips. "No more of that. Tonight is going to be different. Do you remember what we talked about?" 
 
    All of a sudden, the joviality and mirth from the day dissipated, disintegrating into nothing. I swallowed, nervous all of a sudden. This was my wife, she was shorter than me, and I should have been stronger, yet she looked right into my eyes. She reached up, and she grabbed a hold of my tie. She insisted that I wear a tie; for her, it could function as a leash. 
 
    "I remember what we talked about." 
 
    "How are things going to go now that we’re married?" 
 
    "You're, you're in charge," I told her. My heart was pounding in my chest, especially because some part of me didn't really believe that this was going to happen. 
 
    Kate had no problem guessing my thoughts. She reached up, touching her palm to my cheek. Her hand felt cold, yet I still savored that soft caress. "Poor boy, you probably thought I was joking. You probably thought that I wasn't serious." 
 
    "I wasn't sure," I replied. I couldn’t think of something better to tell her. 
 
    "You will be," she promised, grabbing me by the back of my neck. She pulled hard, practically dragging me across the room. And when she threw me forward, I fell with the momentum, hitting the bed. "Strip," she commanded, crossing her arms over her chest. 
 
    Clambering into an upright position, I looked at her, and my lips parted. "What, what you want me to do?" 
 
    "I want you naked. I want you naked right now." Her tone was merciless and just as cold as her skin. We had been running around outside. The winter chill dominated the weather. 
 
    I got up onto my knees, and I glanced back at the door, feeling a little bit like some helpless critter caught in the powerful gaze of a hungry predator. This woman was my wife. If my friends had been here with me, they would've told me that it was my job to take control. I was the man in this relationship, after all. 
 
    But after just a second or two of trying to meet her stare, I bowed my head low, and my fingers fumbled over the buttons of my shirt. I shrugged off my coat, I pulled away the next layer, and I stripped. Before I knew it, I was naked from the waist up. 
 
    "Please, Kate, don't you want to take something off?" 
 
    "No," she said simply. Her lips glistened. She had on some ruby lipstick. It looked good on her. It made her look dangerous. Then again, she didn't need any help on that front. "I want you naked, Scott. Strip." It was as simple as that. 
 
    I fumbled with the buckle on my belt, sliding the leather strip away from my pants. I threw it down on the floor, and then I reached for the buttons of my fly. 
 
    What was I doing? Why was I letting her get away with this? 
 
    It was simple. I had agreed to it. When I first proposed to Kate, she looked down at me, seeing me on bended knee. She smiled, and she told me that she would only give me her answer after I understood something. If I was going to marry her, then we would not be equals. I would belong to her. She would be in charge. She would make every decision, and if I failed to obey, she would punish me. 
 
    But I loved this girl. I loved her more than anything else. She was gorgeous and sexy and sweet. She was brilliant, and she knew how to make anyone and everyone laugh. She was special in every way, like a diamond with millions of different facets, every one priceless. 
 
    So I agreed. 
 
    Before we got married, she had me sign a prenuptial agreement without reading it. She said that this was going to be the first exercise in trust. If she was going to own me, I needed to trust her. It sounded so simple at the time. 
 
    Sometimes, late at night, I would wonder what that legal document entitled her to. It was something I tried not to think about. 
 
    Finally, I kicked off my shoes, and I discarded my pants. I had on nothing but my boxers. "Take those off," she said, nodding to the silk underwear. 
 
    "Please," I said, not sure how to finish that plea. 
 
    "Scott, for every second it takes you to get the rest of your clothes off, I'm going to spank you." 
 
    "What?" I demanded, my eyes bugging wide. No, I couldn't believe it. I didn't think she would actually do anything like that. 
 
    She held up her hand, and she raised one finger, then two, then three, then four…Panic hit me hard, so I grabbed the waistband of my boxers, and I slid them down my legs. Time seemed to slow down, yet she kept raising her fingers. 
 
    I threw my boxers on the floor, and Kate smiled at me. She walked over to our bags of luggage. They had been brought up by some of the hotel staff before our arrival. Without a hint of hesitation, she opened one of the bags, and she pulled out something wooden and flat. At first, I thought it was some kind of spatula. 
 
    Only then, Kate slapped it against her open palm. 
 
    "This is the paddle I’m going to use to discipline you," she said. Then she snapped her fingers, and she pointed down to the spot just in front of the bed. "Bend over," Kate commanded. And there was no mistaking it. She was giving me a direct order. This was a word of a superior directed to her subordinate. 
 
    Swallowing, I started to move. 
 
    "I know it's difficult," Kate said with just a hint of sympathy in her voice now. And even when I heard that little bit of mercy, I knew that she was mocking me as well. "This is hard for you. You've grown up in this tidy world that tells you that you should be in charge. But that's not going to be your fate, is it?" 
 
    I didn't answer, so she grabbed my hair, and she shoved me down, bending me over. I was naked, and she touched the cold wood of the paddle to my skin. It made me shiver. It made goose bumps run up and down the length of my arms. 
 
    "Is it?" 
 
    "No," I replied, my voice pathetic and tremulous. 
 
    "No, it isn't. You're going to be my husband, but in our household, I will always be in command. I will always be the one to make the decisions, and you will obey. And when you fail to obey, I'm going to punish you just like this." 
 
    Kate raised the paddle, and I flinched before it even struck down. At the back of my mind, I tried to convince myself that it wouldn't be so bad. It was just a spanking, after all. It was just a paddle. She wouldn't really make it hurt. 
 
    I was wrong on every count. 
 
    First, it was humiliating. Mortified, I could only stay there, bent over the bed and take it. Second, it stung so much worse than I could have imagined. When Kate paddled me, she made sure it hurt. She swung down, summoning up as much momentum as her shoulder could offer. 
 
    Immediately, red heat spread along the curves of my ass. She struck again. 
 
    "It took you ten seconds to take off your boxers. So how many times do I need to paddle you?" 
 
    “…Ten…” I replied, just as timid and pathetic as before. 
 
    "Good. At least I know you can count," she said, laughing. Only a few hours before, she had been in front of an altar with me, promising to love me forever. Then again, this part of our relationship didn't have anything to do with love. She wanted my obedience, and she was going to get it one way or another. 
 
    "You know, some of my friends make their boyfriends and husbands count out. I think it's better if you just endure this." 
 
    I shut my eyes, tensing up. 
 
    The paddle came down in a quick succession, one blow after another, striking. Pain and heat reverberated through my skin. I couldn't block out the sensations. I couldn't pretend they didn't exist. Every second seemed to bring another pulse. 
 
    And when she was done, she rolled me over, and she looked into my eyes. "You're my husband, aren't you?" 
 
    "Yes," I said. 
 
    "And what does that mean?" Kate asked. 
 
    "It means I belong to you," I told her. "I'm yours." 
 
    "Good boy," Kate seemed so genuinely pleased that she pulled me forward and kissed me hard. Her tongue teased mine as she explored my teeth and mouth. It felt like an invasion, one I couldn't possibly stop. 
 
    Satisfied, she released me. 
 
    "Crawl up onto the bed like a good husband." 
 
    I couldn't believe I was doing this, yet I obeyed. I soon found myself down on my stomach, my hands held at my sides. 
 
    Kate straddled me, her thighs and knees tight against my ribcage; she grabbed my wrists, and she pulled them above my head. Yes, I could have theoretically struggled, but I knew she would be disappointed in me. 
 
    Doing my best to appear stoic and determined, I watched as she retrieved a set of soft shackles. They may have only been held on by Velcro, but once they enclosed my wrists, I pulled, and I knew that I wasn't going to be able to get up. 
 
    My new wife spread my legs, and she restrained my legs, starting with the right and finishing with the left. Somehow, I had to wonder if she specifically chose this resort for the four-poster beds. 
 
    "Lovely," she said, dragging her fingernails along my back. I shivered, feeling a lot like a helpless little animal before a powerful huntress. 
 
    "You know what comes next, don't you?" Kate asked me. 
 
    "No," I told her, shaking my head. 
 
    "Well," she replied, stroking the curve of my ass. Down on my stomach, with my hands pulled forward and my legs spread, I really did feel helpless. Powerlessness seemed to pervade every inch of my body. I knew that I was spread out before her, in a terribly vulnerable position. "Scott, this is your wedding night. Tonight, I'm going to claim you as my own." 
 
    "What does that mean?" 
 
    "It means I'm going to penetrate you. It means I'm going to take you and show you what it really means to be a girl." She clicked her tongue. I could easily imagine her shaking her head even though I could no longer see her beautiful countenance. "For a very long time, the wedding night has been a time when the woman accepts her position. She learns what it means to truly be subjugated. But our marriage is going to be different, isn't it? Who's going to be the girl?" 
 
    "I am," I said. 
 
    Her hand struck my buttock. "Say it all," she commanded. Not only that, she grabbed my hair, pulling hard. She strained my neck, but I just locked my teeth together. 
 
    "I'm going to be the girl," I told her. Getting those words out proved very difficult, but I managed. 
 
    "Yes, you are," she agreed, and then she stroked my hair, petting me. Again, I felt like a small, helpless little animal. Already restrained, there was nothing I could do but wiggle from side to side, futilely pulling on the restraints which held me down. Like it or not, I wasn't going anywhere. 
 
    My new wife slid off of the bed, and she skipped over to the luggage. She pulled out several items. I could hear her deft fingers as she worked her way through the different compartments. Satisfied, she came back. She climbed onto the bed and straddled me near the small of my back. 
 
    “I like this spot,” she said, caressing me. “I like seeing you all strapped down and helpless.” 
 
    Holding my teeth together, I didn’t respond. I was too bewildered. 
 
    "I'm glad," I replied. 
 
    She giggled at me. It was such a beautiful, sweet, mocking sound. I could hear it. Kate wasn't laughing with me. She was laughing at me. Even so, I didn't complain. 
 
    Kate held something down against my lips. It was soft like rubber and bulbous. Because it was so close to my face, I couldn't actually see what it was. 
 
    "Open your mouth like a good little slut," she said. "It's your wedding night, Scott. You give it all up tonight. There isn't anything I can't have." 
 
    Those words were true, so I opened my mouth, and I felt her slide that dildo forward. She wasn't gentle, shoving it in deep, right down my throat. Almost immediately, I started to gag. This only made my wife laugh. "Scott, you need to relax. Focus. Relax your throat muscles. You can do it. I know that you're going to be the best little slut husband in the whole wide world. You're going to do everything I say, starting right now." 
 
    She was right. 
 
    Eyes clenched shut, I focused on the tension in my throat. My autonomic response was simple. I wanted to gag, but I made my body slow down. I focused on inhaling and exhaling until I could take it down. 
 
    At the same time, I made sure to tighten my lips around the dildo. It was bright pink, and it felt somewhat soft against my mouth. She pushed it forward and pulled it back, thrusting, just like it was a real cock. I tried not to think about that part. 
 
    "Very good. I knew you'd be good at this. You're such a good boy." 
 
    "Thank you," I said. Somehow, I genuinely meant to those words. She pulled the dildo back, but I had no idea what she was doing. 
 
    No, that wasn't true. I understood exactly what was going to happen next, but some part of me erected a mental block. I refused to contemplate my fate, what this woman had planned for me next. 
 
    Kate squirted something into her hand. I heard that spurting sound. Then she grabbed my ass, she spread my cheeks, and she dipped two fingers down into my opening. She invaded me with her fingers, pushing downward. 
 
    Obviously, I clenched, but that didn't make any difference. Her fingers were so slick. Covered in lubricant, she worked her digits down, deeper and deeper. Even if she had to work just a millimeter at a time, she had no problem with this. She could be patient with me. 
 
    Kate forced my body to relax. Before long, my opening was coated in slick lubricant. She stood up, and I heard the rustle of fabric as she put something else on. I turned my body as much as I could, twisting around. From the corner of my peripheral vision, I saw her standing above me like a goddess, only now she wore a harness and that same dildo. 
 
    "First you learned to suck this cock," she said. "Now I'm going to use it on you." 
 
    Shivering, I fell back down against my stomach. I held my teeth together. 
 
    "Oh, Scott, don't be nervous. I'm sure every little virgin is scared. This is going to be your first time, but it's okay. I'm here, and I'm going to take care of you. As long as you do whatever I say, it won't hurt, much." 
 
    Wry, Kate enjoyed herself. She could do everything she wished with me. The experience must've been heavy for her. For me, I simply shivered, terrified as she climbed back down. She pressed her weight against me, and I could feel her stiff nipples through her tank top. 
 
    Some of her hair came free, and it brushed along my shoulder blades. She kissed me slowly, intimately. Her lips were warm. She flicked out her tongue, taunting me with every little movement. Other men got to go to their wedding night to claim their wives. Tonight, I was going to be the one who was claimed. 
 
    Once she was in position, she moved her hips, sliding the dildo down into me. I could feel that alien invasion. It was cold as she penetrated me. 
 
    "Oh, that's nice," she said. "That's very nice. I love the way you feel," she told me. "There's that really nice pressure right on my pelvis. And of course, there's just the psychological stimulation of understanding my place versus your place. Remind me, what's my place again?" 
 
    "Above me," I told her. 
 
    "Yes," she said, purring. "And what's your place again?" 
 
    "Below you." 
 
    "In what position?" By this point, Kate stopped. The dildo had filled me up. She had her weight pressed down on me. Besides the restraints, I felt every pound of her lithe physique, which meant I was genuinely trapped. 
 
    No matter how hard I struggled or pulled, I wouldn't be able to get free. 
 
    "In whatever position you want me," I said. "If you want me on my knees, I'll be on my knees. If you want me to crawl, I will crawl." 
 
    "Such a good boy," she said. "This is going to be the right kind of marriage. So many marriages fall apart because the man doesn't know what's best. This way, we don't have to worry about that. We don't have to worry about making compromises, do we?" 
 
    "No," I told her. 
 
    "Why not?" 
 
    "Because you make every decision," I told her. "Because you're in charge. Because you’re in command. Because you have all of the power." 
 
    "Good boy," she said, and then she started moving, rolling her hips back only so she could thrust back down again. Kate took her time, pulling back and moving down. With every thrust, I could only stay there, on my stomach, my opening exposed to this girl. 
 
    She took advantage, pumping me. 
 
    She started slowly, but after several more heartbeats, Kate enjoyed herself. She started to moan. She loved the feel of the dildo as it pressed back up against her pelvis, stimulating her. And of course, she must have been wet, knowing that she had me. I was helpless before her, strapped down. 
 
    "That's right. You like this, don't you? You can't help yourself." 
 
    And somehow, she was right because I was hard. As she worked me over, I could feel the excitement pound through my body. Every time she filled me, I endured another pulse of anticipation. 
 
    "I asked you a question," she said, grabbing my hair and pulling my head back. "Answer me." 
 
    "No! I can't help myself! I'm hard," I told her, closing my eyes. 
 
    "Don't you dare come without permission," she commanded. 
 
    Groaning, I didn't know if I was going to be able to hold out. But really, I didn't have any choice as my wife pumped me, thrusting that dildo into my body. She showed me what it is like to be her bitch. 
 
    "Yes, stay there," she said, probably closing her eyes as she worked her hips. Pulling back and thrusting forward again, she moved with a special kind of endurance, one powered by her own passion. 
 
    How many times had she fantasized about this? How many times had she dreamed of tying me down and taking me? Yes, we had made love before getting married, but I got the impression that I couldn't satisfy her. She didn't say anything of course. While making love, she only alluded to a couple of fantasies she had, ones she insisted on saving until our wedding night. 
 
    Until now. 
 
    Kate used me. 
 
    She fucked me. 
 
    She took me, and she claimed me. 
 
    "Please, can I come?" I begged. My voice shivered and quaked. 
 
    "Not yet," she growled back down in the. Bending forward, her breath was warm against my ear. "But I do like that. I like the sound of you begging." 
 
    She pumped harder and faster, working me over until I didn't know if I could hold out any longer. My body was on the verge. Soon, I wouldn't be able to control myself. 
 
    Kate followed the seconds, refusing to stop. She savored every thrust, every hint of movement. She loved doing this, claiming me and taking me as her own. I was helpless before her, and we both knew it. Powerless, I could only stay there, where she put me. 
 
    A scream of ecstasy left her throat. She pulled back, panting. 
 
    "Are you still horny?" 
 
    …I didn’t want to answer…I knew she would be disappointed. "No," I said pitifully. 
 
    Her eyes must've narrowed. She put her hand on my stomach, and she rolled me over onto the side. She saw the sticky puddle of ejaculate beneath me. "Someone has been a naughty boy," she commented. "Someone needs to be punished." 
 
    She got up, she retrieved the paddle, and I started shaking my head. "No! Please, not again. Please, I didn't have any choice. I tried. I really tried not to!" Other husbands didn't have to endure punishment based on their actions. Other husbands could make this kind of mistake without any consequences. 
 
    But in this marriage, I wasn't going to be given any leeway. I saw that now. And I learned my lesson. She paddled me, striking the solid wood against my buttocks. Over and over again, she punished me, making sure I wouldn't forget this lesson. 
 
    By the time she finished, I was panting, my eyes were watering, and I didn't know if I could take any more. 
 
    "You know, I was going to give you a very special treat. But instead, I think I'm just going to use that tongue of yours." I heard the sound of tearing Velcro. It didn't signal my freedom. 
 
    Kate freed my legs, and she rolled me over. Then she forced my feet apart once again, and she strapped me back down. Disgusted with myself, I could feel the warm puddle beneath me. It made me shiver with disgust. 
 
    Kate pulled off her harness. She only had on a white tank top. Her soft, silky hair cascaded down the sides of her face. She was so beautiful. I could only see her for a few seconds though as she climbed on top of me, lowering her pussy down toward my mouth. "Service me," she commanded. 
 
    Because I didn't want to disappoint her again, I opened my mouth, I slid out my tongue, and I pushed it up into her waiting opening. 
 
    "This is where you belong," she said, “beneath me.” 
 
    Obviously, I couldn't speak, but if I could, I would have agreed with her. I would've told her that yes, I belonged to her. Yes, I would do whatever she wished. This woman was beautiful, she was better than me, my superior in every way, and I would yield to her. I had no doubt that she would extract those same words from me later on, when it suited her. 
 
    But for now, I just licked and nuzzled, swiping my tongue over her clitoris again and again, as long as it pleased her. 
 
      
 
    That was our wedding night. 
 
    Sometimes, I would be allowed to go out with my friends, and they would talk about their relationships. They would complain about their wives. Maybe they would boast about the things they weren’t allowed to do. 
 
    Me? I was had to be quiet during those conversations. While those guys went on and on about what they could do, I had to stay silent. Aside from the fact that I worried about Kate hearing about anything I may have said, I knew that I couldn't lie about this. 
 
    I just couldn't. 
 
    On our wedding night, Kate claimed me. She fucked me like I was her bitch—which I was. She used me. 
 
    But that wasn't the only time. It wasn't like we could have this one special night and then things would go back to what most people expected. Oh no, she used me, and then she did it again the following morning. Whenever she wished, she would order me down onto my stomach, and she would fuck my ass. 
 
    Sometimes she tied me down. Sometimes she simply pulled my hands behind my back. She loved holding me like that, feeling her power as I pulled against her strength. Of course, on my stomach, I didn't have any chance of breaking her grip so she could ride me as long as she wanted, holding my wrists as I futilely pulled and wiggled. 
 
    "It's fun when you struggle,” Kate once said to me. 
 
    Only this night was going to be different. 
 
    When I came home from work, I walked through the door, and I saw her sitting on the couch in the living room, one leg crossed over the other. Swallowing, I could tell that she was in a playful mood. She glanced up at me, taking a sip from her wine glass. 
 
    Kate had on a formfitting, black dress. She had on black boots, and her hair had been pulled back into a severe ponytail. 
 
    "Crawl over here," she commanded. 
 
    She had her tablet computer braced on her knee. She was probably reading an article of some kind. Without question, I dropped down, and I crawled over to her. She watched me, and the corners of her mouth rose with a disdainful smirk. 
 
    "Good boy," she said, patting me on the head. "Remove my boots." 
 
    I worked the releases slowly, making sure that I didn't make any mistakes. And when I finished, I pulled them off, first the right, then the left. From there, I sat back on my haunches, my head down low, my eyes aimed at the floor. 
 
    Kate was probably inspecting me, not that I could see exactly. Then she reached up and she touched me with her foot. I could feel the warmth of her skin through her stockings. 
 
    "There's my good little husband. My subjugated husband," he said, savoring the sounds of those words. "Massage my feet." 
 
    I got up on my haunches, and I obeyed. I still kept my eyes downcast. She liked it better that way. 
 
    For several minutes, Kate played on her computer. Maybe she answered messages. Maybe she navigated one of her favorite social networks. In any case, I couldn't see what she was doing. It wasn't my place to ask either. I stayed quiet. 
 
    "Very nice," she said. "And you know, since you've been doing such a good job, I have a treat for you." 
 
    "Really?" 
 
    "Really," she said, the skin around her eyes crinkling with amusement. 
 
    "Give me your car keys." 
 
    Reaching down into my pocket, my hand trembled. I still managed to obey her. I handed off my keys, and she got up, striding away. "Follow," she ordered. 
 
    This time, I didn't have to crawl as we went outside. We got into the car, and she put her hand over my face. "Close your eyes." 
 
    Like always, I obeyed. 
 
      
 
    We drove for several minutes. At first, I could keep track of where we were headed. Still, it didn’t take long before I was lost. Were we headed north? South? Sometimes we stopped and started driving again, so we were probably on surface streets. Then we’d drive for a while without stopping, so I couldn’t tell. 
 
    It would've been easier if Kate had blindfolded me. That way, I wouldn't have been given any choice. Instead, I had to keep my eyes closed. With my hands in my lap, I wondered if any of you drivers saw me, sitting there in the passenger seat, my eyes shut. 
 
    "You're doing very good," she said. "I knew that you were ready for this." 
 
    Ready for what? I didn't dare ask. 
 
    We drove for several more minutes and she pulled up. She turned off the engine, and I still kept my eyes closed. 
 
    "This is going to be special," she said. 
 
    I didn't open my eyes, not until she gave me permission. 
 
    Kate got out of the car. I heard the door open and close. A few seconds later, she opened my door as well. She reached down, taking my hand, and she tugged me from the vehicle. I followed after her. Someone may have seen me. Maybe they would think this was some kind of dare or something? 
 
    Honestly, I didn't know. I wouldn't be able to explain my position to anyone else. 
 
    We walked through a door. 
 
    I no longer felt the sun my skin. 
 
    "Open your eyes," Kate told me several steps later. 
 
    I started to turn around, to try to get my bearings, but she didn't allow that. She put her hand on my cheek, forcing me to keep my gaze forward. 
 
    There was a young woman standing behind the counter. She was smiling, apparently having seen this kind of behavior before. "Scott, you know that I own you, right?" 
 
    "Yes," I said. Somehow, acknowledging this still felt strange. Kate had always been very clear with me about her expectations, but the idea of being owned seemed unusual, alien even. She was beautiful, and I would do anything and everything she asked. 
 
    "Good boy. Now I have one more decision for you to make. Pick." 
 
    She guided my gaze downward, and I saw jewelry case filled with several metal collars. They looked like chokers, but there was no mistaking these were symbols of subjugation. 
 
    Several were made of chains. Others were solid metal, like large rings. One had actually been designed in the shape of a handcuff, only it was large enough to accommodate a neck. 
 
    My eyes moved along the different collars, knowing what each of them represented. 
 
    These pieces weren't jewelry. They were nothing less than status symbols, symbols of ownership and subjugation. 
 
    "This is going to be the last real decision you make," she said, working her fingers up to the back of my head. She gripped my hair, making sure I couldn't turn away. This was going to be my future. 
 
    "I understand," I said. 
 
    "You know, when I collar you, you aren't even going to be a person anymore, not really. People get to make decisions. People get to be in charge of their destinies. That's not going to be you, is it?" 
 
    "No," I replied, doing my best to keep my voice from shaking. 
 
    Standing just a few feet away, the girl behind the counter smirked. Maybe she thought I was pathetic for allowing my wife to do this to me. Maybe she was right. 
 
    Like a good boy, I looked at the different options. I considered what I would be wearing. Each of the collars came with special hooks designed to accommodate a lock. I had no doubt that Kate would lock me into the collar I picked. 
 
    I wouldn't be allowed to take it off. 
 
    After several minutes, I pointed down at one collar. Composed of some kind of black metal, it would fit nicely around my neck. "That one," Kate said to the girl. 
 
    The sales girl politely pulled it out, and she handed it to Kate. My wife pulled the collar around my neck, and she secured the clasp. "Perfect," she said to me. Kate didn't ask me if I wanted to see my reflection. It didn't really matter. She was the only one who needed to be satisfied. 
 
      
 
    "What do you see?" 
 
    "Our house," I said from the car. Rather than park in the driveway, Kate pulled up along the sidewalk. 
 
    "Try again." 
 
    Pressing my lips together, I glanced back at my wife, knowing that there was a specific answer she had in mind. If I couldn't guess correctly, I knew that I would be punished. My ass tingled at the thought. Yes, she had paddled me many times since our wedding night, but that didn't make it any easier or less humiliating. 
 
    If I'd hoped to become somehow inured to those punishments, I was sorely disappointed. 
 
    Kate smiled at me, encouraging me. Then I realized what she wanted me to say. "It's your house. I see your house." 
 
    "There's my smart husband," she said, patting me on the head. Patronized and embarrassed, I could do nothing but sit there in the car as she got out. She opened the door for me, and she motioned for me to go to bed. 
 
    Head bowed down, I quickly rushed up the walkway to the porch. I jumped up the steps, and I waited by the door. I kept my eyes aimed down toward the yard. I kept worrying that one of our neighbors would see me. 
 
    "Since you have some trouble recognizing this as my house, I think you need to take a tour." Kate unlocked the door, and just as I was about to cross the threshold, she shook her head and clicked her tongue. "No, you're going to crawl for this to work," she said. 
 
    Reluctantly, I dropped down onto my hands and knees. Somehow, that actually felt right. This was where I belonged. 
 
    At her feet. 
 
    Kate reached down and grabbed the back of my collar. She pulled, making sure that pressure on my throat insured my obedience. I started following her. "This is the kitchen," she said, as though I had never been here before. "I know you aren't really a fan of cooking, but I think it would be good for you to spend more time here. I like the idea of you cooking me dinner and making my lunch and occasionally serving me breakfast in bed." 
 
    She looked down at me, apparently waiting for some kind of contradiction. Maybe she thought I would try to argue with her. 
 
    I wouldn't. 
 
    As her subjugated husband, I followed her when she pulled on my collar, practically dragging me out of the kitchen and into the dining room. "This is where I will be having my meals," she said. "Right now, I'm going to let you pick what you want to wear, but if you don't do a good job, I might have to find an outfit for you." 
 
    I shivered at the thought. 
 
    After that, she took me to the living room. "This is where I like to relax. From time to time, I might have you act as my footstool. Would you like a demonstration?" 
 
    "I think I understand the idea," I told her. 
 
    "Let's make sure," she said, smiling at me. Kate took her seat on the couch, and then she snapped her fingers, pointing to the spot right before her. 
 
    Pursing my lips, I crawled forward, and I stayed down on all fours, right in front of her. She lifted up her feet, and she touched her heels to my back. "Stay in that spot," she said. I couldn't believe it, but she actually took her phone out, and she started playing on it! 
 
    I didn't know if she was answering text messages or playing a game. Either way, I knew better than to question her. I stayed there, obedient as human furniture. 
 
    Finally, she put her phone aside, then she got up. She grabbed my collar, and she pulled again. "This is my bedroom," she said, nudging me toward the master suite. "There is something you need to understand, Scott. You might be my husband, but that doesn't entitle you to sleep with me. If I order you down onto the floor, where are you going to sleep?" 
 
    "On the floor," I said.  
 
    "And if you have any trouble with that, I might just decide to get you a little cage and put in the corner. You could sleep there every night," she told me. 
 
    I shivered, wishing that I could contradict her or find some reason why she was wrong. She wasn't. If she gave me that command, I already knew the truth. 
 
    I would obey. 
 
    Grimacing with shame, I dropped down onto the floor. "Good boy." She patted me on the head again, robbing me of my dignity. It seemed strange to think about how such a simple gesture could strip away my self-respect. 
 
    "Yes, you are very good little slave. But wait, if you're my slave, what does that make me?" She peered into my eyes. She looked down at me with disdain. I could practically feel it radiate from her body. 
 
    Slave. That word seemed packed with so much meaning. Those sounds combined meant that I didn't have a say. I would be less than her husband. I would be her property, human chattel. 
 
    "It makes you my owner?" I asked without any certainty. 
 
    "Yes," she agreed. "What else does that make me?" 
 
    I scrambled for an answer, not certain what else she wanted to hear. Then, the right word donned on me. "It makes you my Mistress?" 
 
    "That's right, slave," she said, holding my face by my cheek. She pinched, looking down into my eyes. "And don't you forget it." 
 
    I lowered my gaze, waiting for what she would decide to do next. Then she surprised me, climbing onto the bed, spreading her legs, and sliding her fingers down between her thighs. Although I didn't dare look up, I had no problem imagining this woman masturbating. When we first dated, she did that once or twice in front of me, and she knew it drove me wild. 
 
    "Would you like to get up on the bed?" 
 
    "Yes, Mistress," I said, remembering to use her new title. 
 
    "That's too bad," she said. 
 
    Of course, my cock stiffened in my pants, not that I could do anything about it. Maybe I could try to touch myself, but what would be the point? 
 
    I swallowed, feeling the weight of my new collar around my neck. That metallic chain served to remind me of my new place. I really was her slave, or plaything, and she could use me however she wished. I wouldn’t be able to argue or complain, not without inviting punishment. 
 
    "Oh yes, that's nice. That feels really good. I like touching myself. Maybe if you're a very good boy, I'll give you the chance to try to satisfy me. Would you like that? Would you like the opportunity to satisfy your Mistress?" 
 
    "Yes, please," I said, practically whimpering from my place on the floor. Down on bent knees, I kept imagining how it would feel to touch her, to feel the heat spill from her skin. Oh yes, it would be wonderful. I wanted to hold her and kiss her, to worship every inch of her body. 
 
    Maybe if I was a good boy… 
 
    When we first got married, I thought of myself as a man. I thought I could take responsibility for every aspect of my life. Now, I knew better. I was not a man. There was a reason I had a collar around my neck. 
 
    Becoming a slave meant that I couldn't be a man, not for this woman. She would always look into my eyes, and she would see the subjugation. She would know the truth about me. 
 
    Mouth dry, I could only stay there on the floor, waiting for permission to get up on the bed. 
 
    "Yes, that's wonderful. Yes, that feels so good. Oh, I love touching myself. There's nothing better than fingering myself, especially when I know that you are down there. Look at me." 
 
    It took me a second to register her command, but I did obey. I lifted my gaze, and I looked into her beautiful face. She was biting down on her lower lip, apparently doing her best to hold the orgasm off. 
 
    But then our eyes met, and she stopped resisting. The flash of pleasure ran all over her body, and she arched her back, screaming out of the top of her lungs. 
 
    She fell back down against the mattress, panting. I could see her nipples through her top. Oh, how I wanted to climb onto the bed, to massage her and fondle her. 
 
    "Should I play with you now?" 
 
    "Only if it pleases you, Mistress," I said, doing my best to sound as meek and docile as possible. 
 
    This is pleased her. She snapped her fingers, and she motioned for me to get up on the bed. Without hesitating, I clambered into position, kneeling between her legs. Back straight, I held my hands behind me. 
 
    "Strip for me. I want you naked." She braced her head on her palm, watching me like some ancient queen. As her loyal servant, I had no choice but to obey. I pulled off every article of clothing. Within the span of just couple of seconds, I was naked, still braced before her like an unworthy subject. 
 
    "Lay down next to me," she said. 
 
    I complied. 
 
    "Lift your hands above your head. Don't you dare move them." 
 
    Again, I did as she ordered. I raised my hands above my head, and I crossed my wrists. I may not have been physically restrained, but I knew better than to move without permission. 
 
    Kate leaned in, and she kissed me. She molded her body up against mine. I had been hard before, but now every nerve in my body screamed out for relief. I needed to come! 
 
    She bit down and my lower lip, pulling back and she kissed me again. She climbed on top of me, taking what she wanted. All the while, she left my cock alone. I was hard. The tip of my shaft with damp with excitement, but there was no relief for me. 
 
    "I like you like this, all subjugated and helpless. I can look into your eyes, and I can know that you won't disobey me. Will you, slave?" 
 
    "No, Mistress," I replied, half-hating myself for the honesty of those words. Shouldn't I have been better? Shouldn't I have been stronger? I thought back to a lifetime of observing other men. None of them allowed women to control them like this. None of them embraced slavery like this. 
 
    "I think I'm going to tie you down anyway," she said, tilting her head from side to side as she evaluated her options. 
 
    I didn't argue. I waited there, looking up at the ceiling as she brought over a pair of leather manacles that would attach to the headboard. I heard the clicks that secured each shackle. 
 
    "Struggle for me. I want to know if you can get away." 
 
    I pulled on the straps halfheartedly. This did not please my Mistress. She slapped my thighs. Pain shot through my skin, and I started to fight even harder, yanking. My muscles clenched and relaxed as I resisted, trying to get free because she ordered it. 
 
    As hard as I worked, I couldn't. "Stop," Kate commanded, and I froze. My heart was pounding, but I could barely breathe. 
 
    "Good slave," she said. "I think you deserve a treat now." 
 
    Her hand glided down the contours of my chest. She moved over my rib cage, down to the flat of my stomach. From there, she brushed her fingertips over my pubis before she pressed her palm into my cock. Oh, I was already so hard. Feeling her touch like that nearly sent me over the edge. Holding my teeth together, I inhaled and exhaled, concentrating on maintaining control. 
 
    "You want to come, don't you?" 
 
    "Yes, Mistress," I said. "I want to come badly. Please, can I?" 
 
    "Maybe," she allowed, looking down into my eyes. Then she laughed. She laughed right at me because she understood that my manhood, just like the rest of me, was under her control. 
 
    "If I allow you the privilege of an orgasm, what will you do for me?" 
 
    "Whatever you want!" 
 
    "You have to be more creative than that," Kate teased. 
 
    "Please! Please, Mistress, I will be the best servant and slave for you. I will clean for you, I will cook for you, I will do anything and everything you want. I will be the most obedient, the most subjugated husband in the whole world!" 
 
    "Oh, that does sound lovely," Kate told me, peering back down into my eyes. "But I could already have that. What do you think I really want from you?" 
 
    "What? Anything!" As I spoke, she sped up, squeezing and pulling, tugging and caressing. The tip of my shaft dribbled with excitement, and I barely held on. I was so close, so ready. 
 
    "I want your disappointment," she said. Kate pulled her hand back, and she looked down at me. 
 
    At first, I didn't understand, not until I heard her mocking laughter again. "Poor boy, you really thought I was going to let you come, didn't you? Well, I'm not. I'm going to let you lay here until you calm down, and then I'm going to give you a very special present." 
 
    I opened my mouth, ready to argue with her, ready to plead or beg or do something, anything if it meant even the smallest sliver of a chance at relief. Before I could even utter a single word, she started slapping my thighs again, bringing her hand down. She made it very clear without a single word that I would be a silent slave for her. 
 
    "Sorry, slave. You aren't going to get your orgasm. I want to watch you struggle and kick about. I'm going to watch as your erection wilts away because you aren't going to get to feel any more of my touch." 
 
    Trapped on my back, I felt like a turtle that had been knocked over. Unable to get any kind of friction against my cock, I couldn't do anything. 
 
    "Don't worry. I'm still going to give you the chance to earn an orgasm. But first, you would have to thank me. Say thank you." 
 
    No, I didn't want to do it. I thought I was better than this, but I wasn't. "Thank you, Mistress. Thank you for—for doing this to me.” 
 
    "You're welcome," she said. "Now close your eyes." 
 
    By this point, my shaft had finally gone flaccid once again. I shut my eyes, and she released my hands from those manacles, but only for a second. She sat me up, she pulled my hands behind my back, and she strapped them together again. I tugged on the shackles, thinking that I would be able to free myself. I couldn't. 
 
    "On the floor," she commanded, moving me by tugging and pulling on my collar. 
 
    My beautiful owner guided me down onto the floor. Then she perched herself on the edge, she spread her legs, and she pointed down toward her pussy. "I want to see if you can satisfy me," she said. "I want to see if you can really give me a mind blowing orgasm. If you succeed, you're going to get a very special reward. And if you fail, don't worry, you're still going to get a present." 
 
    Swallowing, I leaned forward, bracing my weight on my knees. Still, it was an awkward position, and much of my weight was held aloft by my thighs. Focusing, I shut my eyes, and I moved forward, plunging my tongue down into her pussy. 
 
    I lapped at her slit. 
 
    Almost immediately, she started to purr, sounding like a contented feline. And why not? She had her mouse down and helpless, willing to do anything for her pleasure. 
 
    "Oh, that's not bad," she said. I redoubled my efforts, trying to speed up. I moved my tongue over her clitoris, massaging that one spot. 
 
    I moved in quick spirals, up and down, left and right, anything and everything I could think of to please her. "That's not bad at all," she said. "But you know, you can do better than that. I know you can. Stop holding out on me, Scott. Be a good slave." 
 
    I wasn't holding out on her! Fatigue soaked into my tongue, and my neck started to hurt. Even so, I didn't quit. I didn't even slow down. 
 
    I lost track of time. But then, she squeezed her hips against my cheeks, so I knew she came. She got her orgasm. I could hear her breathing heavily. That must've meant that I pleased her, right? 
 
    "Not bad," she said, looking down at me. She stroked her fingertips along my cheek. She smiled at me, yet there was something missing. 
 
    "Did I please you, Mistress?" 
 
    "You're going to get a present," she said. "Get up on the bed. Spread your arms and legs." She clapped her hands, and I scrambled to obey, climbing back into position. My Mistress watched as I spread out my arms and legs. Naked, I felt especially vulnerable. I was on display, unable to protect myself… 
 
    She made it worse; she strapped me down. 
 
    The manacles encircled my wrists, and I remained relaxed, doing my best not to allow any sort of panic to invade my psyche. I had to hold out. I had to stay calm. 
 
    "You look wonderful like this. I love seeing you in this position. It makes me feel very good," she purred. 
 
    "I'm glad, Mistress." 
 
    "Such a sweet boy," she said, looking down into my features. "I think I should play with you some more. Would you like that?" 
 
    If I said yes, I would give her even more power. After all, she didn't have to do it. She could stop. She could just tease me or play with me. Kate could make me say anything she wished, and I would yield. I didn't know how to deal with this girl aside from surrendering to her. 
 
    Gulping, I didn't have any choice in the matter. "Yes, please. Please, Mistress, play with me."  Smirking like she understood something that I couldn't possibly comprehend, Kate moved her fingers over my shaft. Each gentle caress reminded me of what she could do, the power she held over me. Before long, I was red in the face, panting. I was squirming from side to side. 
 
    "Go ahead. I give you permission to struggle. It's fun watching you try to get out of your straps." 
 
    Shutting my eyes, I gave in to the temptation. I started pulling as hard as I could. Spread-eagle and tied down, it didn't make any difference. Of course, that was the point. That's what made it so much fun for Kate. 
 
    My Mistress studied me. And of course, she kept touching me, rubbing my shaft, sliding her palm up and down my leg. She watched as the tip of my cock dribbled with excitement. And yet, she knew my body. She knew that I wasn't going to be able to climax, not yet, not until she applied that very special pressure. 
 
    "Please, Mistress. Please, I can't take this anymore!" 
 
    "You can't?" Kate asked, almost like she didn't understand. "Are you sure about that? Because to me, it looks like you are just laying down. You should be able to take this for a very, very long time." She grinned down at me again, her eyes twinkling with delight. Nothing could be more intoxicating for her than teasing me. 
 
    Swallowing, I tried to think of some way to convince her. I had already offered my unmitigated obedience. What else would satisfy her? What else could please her? 
 
    The arousal swirled through my body, making it impossible for me to really think. Voice straining, I called out again, "Please!" 
 
    Kate sighed. "Oh all right. I'll give you your present." 
 
    "Thank you," I stuttered, "thank you, Mistress. Thank you so much!" I closed my eyes, and I arched my back, ready for her to squeeze until I came. It would feel so good. I was just waiting for that intense burst of sensation. 
 
    It didn’t come. 
 
    After a few seconds, perhaps an entire minute, I lifted one eyelid. I looked around the room, only to realize that I was alone. Kate abandoned me to my restraints, leaving me there. 
 
    My erection stood up as I tried to wiggle free. Swallowing again, I wondered if this was some kind of test. Did she want to see if I would be able to free myself? Did she want to see if I would just wait patiently, like a good slave? Ultimately, I couldn't know one way or the other. In any case, I didn't know if I could take this. I had to come! 
 
    Having never been this horny before, I almost felt like some wild animal. Yes, I was pathetic. I had allowed my wife to take control of my body, but she wasn't in the room. 
 
    Without her physical presence there, I could summon up some paltry defiance. I wiggled and squirmed, twisting my wrist in a vain attempt to free myself. I kept thinking that I might be able to get the right amount of leverage. These restraints were only held on by Velcro. If I could just tear some of the strap away, I would be able to get free. 
 
    And the door opened again, and my beautiful Mistress sauntered into the room. She held her hands behind her back. From my vantage on the bed, I couldn't see what she was holding. 
 
    "Close your eyes," she commanded. 
 
    "What, what are you going to do?" 
 
    She came up to the bed, she slapped my thigh. She wasn't going to answer me. "Close your eyes," Kate ordered again. 
 
    Gulping, I surrendered. I closed my eyes, and I could feel the mattress shift beneath me as she claimed her spot between my legs. She scratched her fingernails down my stomach, over my pelvis, and I shivered, hoping that she would give me what I so desperately craved. 
 
    "I don't like seeing you like this," she said, talking down to me like I was some sad little creature. "Here. Let me help you." 
 
    I howled out when cold stabbed into my crotch. Opening my eyes, I saw that Kate held an ice pack. She pressed it down against my erection. The arousal retreated from my body, and I tried to pull away, twisting my frame from left to right and back again. But there was no escape. I couldn't get away from her or that bag of cold. 
 
    Kate held it in place, refusing to show me any mercy. She pressed it down until my shaft turned flaccid. Yes, the excitement and desire continued to pound through my body, but the erection was gone. 
 
    Then she lifted up something else for me to see. 
 
    "Do you know what this is?" Kate asked. 
 
    Clicking my lips, I could barely think. "Is it some kind of tube? I don't know. Maybe something for plumbing?" 
 
    "No, silly boy. This isn't anything like that. This is something for you. I said that if you couldn't satisfy me, that I was going to give you a present. This is your present." 
 
    "What is it?" I asked again, terrified of the answer. 
 
    "You didn't satisfy me," she said, slowly shaking her head. "You know, I thought I had done a good job of training you, but that's obviously not true. You need a better incentive. So this is what I'm going to do. I'm going to take that little dick of yours, and I'm going to lock it up. Scott, this is a chastity cage. If I can't get the satisfaction I want, then you won't get it either." 
 
    My jaw fell open, but I was strapped down and powerless. There is nothing I could do but watch as my wife held the tube over my shaft. Then she applied another ring just beneath the base of my scrotum. Finally, she pulled out a tiny padlock. 
 
    "No, Kate, don't do this! Please, don't! Please, I don't want to be put in chastity! Please, I've done everything you wanted! I've been a good husband!" Then I said the words that really got me in trouble. "I've been a good slave!" 
 
    Click. 
 
    Kate didn't react to a single thing I said it, but once the lock was in place, she pulled the key out, and she disappeared from the room, leaving me there. Immediately, I tried to get an erection. 
 
    Maybe it was foolish. Maybe it was dumb, but I couldn't help myself. The temptation proved to be too strong. 
 
    Now that the ice pack was gone, the excitement flooded back into my shaft, but my cock couldn't stiffen. Forced down by that plastic prison, I was stuck. 
 
    Frustration burned through my body, but that was all. 
 
    Kate skipped back into the room. Her smile disappeared when she saw me. "Oh, that's right. You were a bad slave." 
 
    "What did I do?" 
 
    "Before we get to that, we need to talk about your behavior just now. Do you get to decide whether or not you're a good slave?" 
 
    Now it dawned on me. Now I realized what my mistake had been. 
 
    My nostrils flared and I had to apologize. "I'm sorry, Mistress. No, I don't get to decide if I'm in good slave or not." 
 
    "No, you don't. And that's why I'm going to leave you like this for the rest of the night." She leaned down, and she kissed my forehead. 
 
    "What?" 
 
    Kate kept her lips close to my ear. The warmth of her breath made me quake. Oh, how I wanted her to kiss me, to run her hands over my body again. For a moment, I imagined just how good it would feel if she might offer me a blow job. 
 
    Granted, that wasn’t going to happen. That was just a fantasy. 
 
    Then she spoke, whispering to me. "Slave, I'm going out tonight. I'm going to go have some fun with my friends. Maybe I'll meet a guy. Maybe he'll take me home with him. Who knows? There's only one thing you get to do while I'm gone. That wait. You can think about whether or not there is another man buying me a drink or making out with me or maybe doing something else." 
 
    She giggled, she laughed, and she left. 
 
      
 
    That night, she left me alone, just as she promised. Yanking on my restraints, I pulled as hard as I could, trying to get free. It wasn't going to happen. I could only watch as she got ready to go out with her friends. She pulled on a gorgeous red dress, black boots, and she took off her wedding ring. 
 
    Huffing and puffing, I kept imagining a world where I would open my mouth and tell her she couldn't do this. I would shout at her, and the force of my masculinity would be enough to get her to stop. 
 
    I never made the attempt, not even once. 
 
    If I had shouted at her like that, Kate would have only laughed at me. She would have told me I was so silly for trying something like that. I couldn't possibly be worthy of her. So tonight, she would go out, and she would find someone better, a real man. 
 
    Since I couldn't bear to hear those words, I stayed right where I was. I was silent, strapped down to the bed while she applied her makeup. She put on eye shadow, lipstick and blush. When she was done, she puckered her lips together, and she climbed onto the bed one more time. She kissed my cheek, probably leaving an imprint of her lips right there. 
 
    "Have a good night," she said. 
 
    She left me there, helpless. She left me there, squirming and struggling. But the restraints weren't nearly as bad as knowing that she was out with her friends, probably flirting with other guys. There was nothing I could do about it either. 
 
    At one point, I actually growled like a wild animal, hoping that a surge of primal strength would flood into my limbs, and I would be able to tear myself free. 
 
    Now, that didn't happen either. 
 
    I didn't think it would be possible, but eventually I fell asleep, strapped down, collared, and trapped in chastity. 
 
    At some early point in the morning, my wife opened the door. She turned on the lights, and she laughed, skipping over to the bed. "In case you were wondering, I had a wonderful time." Her hair was messed up, and I had no idea what time it was, but it must've been early in the morning. 
 
    "Please, let me up now." 
 
    "Don't you want to hear about my adventures?" Flirtatiously, she braced her weight against my chest, walking her fingertips along my rib cage. 
 
    I opened my mouth, uncertain. Did I? Did I really want to know what happened? What if she slept with another guy? 
 
    "Since you don't want to know, I'll just give you some ideas. Lots of guys hit on me last night. They all wanted to take me home. There was one in particular, a surreal alpha male kind of guy. He had on a suit, and I could tell that people always listened to him." 
 
    "Please, I don't need to hear about—” 
 
    “Shush,” she replied, touching a finger to my lips. Just like that, she silenced me. "Yeah, he was kind of your polar opposite. No one needs to listen to you, do they? You can just be a helpless male. You can do whatever I say. That's your place, isn't it?" 
 
    "Yes, Mistress," I answered when she pulled her finger back. Kate just giggled, enjoying my helpless consternation. 
 
    "Like I was saying, he was really strong and handsome. He had this great job, and he had on a perfect suit. We chatted for a while, and then he took me outside. After that, I'll let you just imagine what happened next." 
 
    My lips parted then closed again several times. I didn't know what to say. How was I supposed to absorb any of this? How was I supposed to know what to do or what to think? 
 
    Seething, I shut my eyes, and I tried to pretend I was somewhere else, anywhere else, but that didn't help, not as Kate leaned forward, and she said, "I got an assignment for you, slave. After tonight, I decided that I want to spend some time with a real man." 
 
    "You're going to divorce me?" I squeaked. Truthfully, I sounded like some little mouse. It was sad and pathetic. 
 
    "Divorce? Who said anything about divorce?" Kate laughed. "No, I'm just interested in a partner, a real man. I needed equal, someone who can impress me. So you're going to find him for me." 
 
    "How would I do that?" 
 
    "You're smart slave. I'm sure you'll figure it out," she said. "But right now, I need to go take a shower. It's been a long night." 
 
    Kate slid off of the bed. She shimmied out of her panties, and then she tossed them haphazardly onto my face. I could smell her excitement. Whatever happened while she was out, it definitely made her wet. 
 
      
 
    Over the course of the next several days, I tried to prepare a speech. I wanted to march right up to Kate and tell her that this wasn't going to happen. I was her husband, and she wasn't going to spend any time with another man. She wouldn't humiliate me like that. 
 
    And yet, whenever I tried to broach the subject, I would swallow, and I would feel the collar around my neck. Worse, I would think about her with someone else, and my cock would strain against my chastity cage. 
 
    Kate never took it off of me. Of course, when I was alone, I tested the device, wondering if I would be able to get it off on my own. 
 
    It was locked on, and that industrial plastic wouldn’t bend or stretch. Unless I wanted to take a saw to it—and risk my anatomy—I was stuck. 
 
    No matter what I wanted to believe about myself, I just wasn't strong enough to confront my wife. 
 
    Once or twice, I managed to broach the subject of her new partner. Each time, Kate laughed or giggled. She told me she had every confidence in my abilities. And then, I asked her if she wanted me to go online to see if I could find her someone. 
 
    She said yes. 
 
    Just like that, I knew that my fate was sealed. This was going to happen. My wife was going to start spending time with other men, and I would be the one forced to find them. Every time I thought about it, my stomach turned even as my cock attempted to stiffen. 
 
    What was it about the idea of my wife with someone else that made my desires pound so hard? I didn't have an answer, but I couldn't hesitate either. 
 
    After a short while, I started looking. I would go online, I would post her picture, and I would hope that no one would respond. 
 
    Of course, I got lots of answers. Literally hundreds of men e-mailed me, hoping for the chance to have sex with my wife. I would look at their pictures, I would ask them questions, and I knew that if I picked someone inappropriate for Kate, I would be severely punished. 
 
    Considering what she had already done to me, I had no illusions about her imagination. My punishment would include a lot more than the simple spanking. 
 
    After all, she'd already teased me about tattooing me, branding me, forcing me to service some guy—she could be ruthless. There was no way I would test her for the limits she may or may not have possessed. 
 
    Eventually, I found someone, someone who sounded perfect. I hated myself for it, but I made the arrangements. I was even the one who called the hotel to reserve the room. 
 
      
 
    Several days later, I found myself in the hotel’s bar and grill. I was seated at one of the tables. Kate was upstairs in our room. I wondered what she was thinking, what she was doing. Was she putting on her makeup? Was she thinking about how she would please this stranger? 
 
    No, probably not. Kate was beautiful enough that she could walk into a room, and even if she was about to have sex with someone, she would be the one who maintained control. She wouldn't give it up, not to anyone. 
 
    I only had one hope. This guy might not be as powerful or confident as he led me to believe in our e-mails. Maybe he would try to do something, and Kate would balk. She would realize that she craved genuine subjugation. She needed a slave who would yield to her every command. She needed me. 
 
    I clung to that thread of hope, wondering what would have been. 
 
    Then a man walked into the bar, and he took a seat. He sat down, and he ordered a drink, getting the bartender's attention without any effort at all. 
 
    Some people possess a unique charisma, the ability to attract attention without even trying. Those are the kind of people you instinctively wish to be around. In high school, they are the popular kids. At work, they are the leaders, the people who easily climb the corporate ladder. Sometimes they’re skilled, and sometimes they're not, but it doesn't even matter because they simply succeed. 
 
    Sitting at my place, I silently observed this man. 
 
    Andrew. Andrew Galleren. 
 
    He had a drink, taking slow sips from his beer. I watched, marveling at him. Even though he was sitting, I could tell that he was taller than me. Not only that, he must've been strong. I had no problem imagining this man working out every day. 
 
    Or maybe it was just good genetics. 
 
    Even though we weren't scheduled to meet for a few more minutes, I pushed my chair away from my small table, and I made my way over to him. 
 
    "Andrew?" I asked, approaching. My voice cracked. I sounded like some pathetic adolescent. 
 
    "Not yet." 
 
    "What?" 
 
    "We aren't meeting until eight o'clock.” 
 
    I blinked, surprised. I actually retreated back, shifting my weight to my heels. "But that's only in a few minutes." 
 
    "It isn't eight o'clock yet. Go sit down. Now." 
 
    I opened my mouth. How dare he? 
 
    And yet, I didn't move. He turned around, shifting in his seat. "Go sit down now." I hated to admit it, but when I had the full force of his personality aimed at me, it seemed as though I had no choice. I withdrew, going back to my seat. With every step, my face burned with embarrassment. 
 
    How could he do that? 
 
    As I sat down, I couldn't even take out my phone. I just tapped my finger on the table, staring downward. 
 
    This wasn't fair. He shouldn't have been able to order me around like that. Even so, I could feel the plastic around my cock, restricting my arousal. Knowing that I was in chastity while he was free only made it worse. 
 
    The clock slowly moved its hands. I counted down the seconds until it finally hit eight o'clock. Then I got up from my seat, and I approached him. 
 
    "You can follow directions. That's good. I've met too many people who don't understand how things should work." Andrew took another sip from his beer without turning toward me. 
 
    I sat next to him. This simple proximity seemed to emphasize everything I lacked. He was strong, exuding pure masculinity. Hoping to seem a little bit more comfortable with the situation, I glanced around. One of the waitresses aimed her eyes on Andrew. She didn't even bother to disguise her interest in the man. There was another girl off in the corner. She was probably in college. Maybe high school. Either way, she nibbled down on her lower lip while she stared after him. 
 
    Women never looked at me that way. They never stared at me with such undisguised lust. 
 
    "Scott," he said. "We are to have a brief interview, and if you believe Kate will be satisfied, you'll take me up to her room?" 
 
    "Yes," I said. 
 
    "Good." He took another sip. He waited for me to continue. 
 
    "So you understand how this is going to work?" 
 
    "I know that you're looking for a real man to have sex with your wife." 
 
    I grimaced, blushing brightly. I could feel that red run along my cheeks up to the tips of my ears. "Yes." 
 
    "Why?" Andrew asked. 
 
    "What?" 
 
    "Why?" he repeated. "From what I've seen, Kate is a beautiful woman. You should be able to do it yourself. You’re a lucky man. But you can't. Why not?" 
 
    "She isn't interested in me, not like that." 
 
    "So you failed as her husband," he said. 
 
    I opened my lips, I inhaled, and I prepared some kind of defense. He was a stranger, no one special. I shouldn't have had to put up with any of this! My fingers tightened into fists, like I might actually battle this man. 
 
    "Are you looking for a fight?" 
 
    "No, of course not," I said quickly. 
 
    "Then relax." Again, he did it. He talked down to me, making me sound like I was some insignificant subordinate. He probably worked in an office. He probably had lots of employees. He shouldn't have been able to address me like one. "If you keep your fists tight like that, I'm going to have to take you outside and kick your ass." 
 
    Those words could have sounded like some idiotic, blustering challenge. Coming from Andrew though, they simply sounded like a statement of fact. 
 
    "And why isn't Terra interested in you?" 
 
    "She wants someone who's more aggressive, I guess." 
 
    "She wants someone who's stronger," he said. Andrew didn't make it sound like an accusation. On the contrary, he simply stated another fact. "Do you think we will be a good match?" 
 
    I still couldn't meet his gaze. 
 
    "Yes," I said, grinding through those sounds. 
 
    "Good." He took another sip. "So if you can’t please her as her husband, then what are you to her? How does Kate think of you?" 
 
    In theory, I could have tried to lie. I could've said something about how we were still very close. After all, I loved her, and I had every reason to believe that she loved me. She simply wanted more than a husband. Or maybe less. 
 
    In any case, I knew that if I lied, Kate might hear about it. I couldn't stand that risk, so I told him the truth. "I'm her slave." 
 
    Andrew chuckled. Smirking, he shook his head, looking at me again. He made me feel like the saddest animal at the zoo, a pathetic, beaten creature who didn't have any chance at all. 
 
    "I could see that," he said. He put his beer down, and he tossed a couple of bills onto the bar. "Take me to her." 
 
    "You don't know if you passed the test," I said. I tried to cling to some shred of power. 
 
    "Yes, I did," Andrew answered without any hesitation. 
 
    Gritting my teeth again, I wished I could do something to show this man that he shouldn't be so arrogant. He shouldn't be so cocky or condescending. But I found myself standing up and walking toward the exit. 
 
    "If you're a slave, you're not going to be using my name again." 
 
    "What should I call you then?" 
 
    "You can address me as Sir." 
 
    "Yes, Sir," I replied. Something about his proximity inspired obedience. Something about the way he could look at me made me want to do as he said, even if this was going to be the man who took my wife away from me. 
 
      
 
    We rode the elevator and silence, I pulled out the key card, and we walked down the hallway to the hotel room. I unlocked the door, and I stepped aside. Andrew didn't hesitate. I got the impression this man never hesitated. 
 
    Striding past me, he walked into the room, and he stood there, his eyes meeting Kate’s. Standing back, I got the impression that neither of them noticed I was even there. For three full seconds, they looked back at one another, challenging each other, testing each other. 
 
    "I'm Andrew. I'm pleased to meet you," he said. 
 
    Kate slid off the bed. She had on a simple black gown without shoes or socks or stockings. In fact, she was probably naked underneath her dress. Just seeing her like this made my mouth water. 
 
    I thought about when we first got together, and how I could touch her. I could run my hands along her chest, over her breasts, down her hips. I could squeeze her and kiss her and tell her that she was mine. 
 
    "Down, boy," Kate said, flicking one finger down toward the floor. 
 
    Pursing my lips together, I immediately dropped down onto my knees. Andrew glanced back at me, and he shook his head ever so slightly. I blushed brightly, staring down at the floor. At least that way I could pretend that I was more than just a slave. 
 
    "You are exquisite," Andrew said. He walked forward, he took her hand, and he pressed his lips down against her knuckles. 
 
    Kate watched him, appraising him. "A gentleman," she said. 
 
    "I can already tell that you are the kind of woman who deserves nothing less." 
 
    One corner of her mouth rose upward. Yes, Kate knew that he was flattering her, that those words could prove cheap, but she didn't care. This was a kind of man who knew how to make corny sound impressive. 
 
    Only then, he didn't release her hand. He held on. Just as she tried to pull away, he yanked, bringing Kate into his arms. He held her tight, and he touched his fingers to her chin, tilting her face upward. 
 
    He kissed her. 
 
    I didn't want to watch this. I didn't want to see it, yet I couldn't look away. There was something magnetic about seeing these two people together. 
 
    At first, Kate didn't seem to respond. I kept hoping that she would shove him away. Even if it would mean my punishment for failing to find her a suitable play partner, I didn't care. Anything would be worth ending this torment. 
 
    My face was hot, my heart was pounding, and my breathing turned ragged even though I didn't move from my spot on the floor. Kneeling down, I could only witness this. 
 
    After several seconds, Kate started to kiss him back. She molded her body up against his. He pushed her toward the bed, and she fell down onto her back, laughing even as they continued to kiss. She was enjoying herself, savoring every second of it. 
 
    "Not so fast," he said, pulling back. Andrew nodded over to me. "What we do with him? You just send him away or do you want him in here?" 
 
    Looking onward, I silently pleaded with my Mistress to release me. Even if she had to have sex, I didn't need to be in the room for it. And yet, she shook her head at me for just a moment before grinning. "He will stay here. Maybe he'll even learn something." 
 
    Andrew didn't object. On the contrary, he started kissing her again. 
 
    Kate purred as he kissed her; she never made sounds like those for me. He pressed forward, then withdrew, breaking contact. Even from across the room, I could hear her heavy breathing. 
 
    This man would put her through her paces. 
 
    She wanted more. She craved more. 
 
    And he gave it to her. They kissed like that, going at like wild animals. But then, he pushed her down into the bed, and he shook his head. "Suck me hard," he ordered. If I even thought about uttering those words to my Mistress, she would've spanked my ass to a bright shade of crimson. 
 
    Andrew had no problem. 
 
    He stood up, slowly stripping down. He took off his coat, his shirt. And when he was naked from the waist up, he looked like some kind of ancient warrior. I had no problem imagining this man with a spear or katana, ready to cleave through his enemies. His muscles looked sculpted. They were perfect. They were everything my wife deserved. 
 
    Nibbling down on her lower lip, Kate slid off of the bed as well. Rather than come at him again, she seemed to retreat back onto her knees. She waited for him as he pulled down his pants. He kicked off his shoes, he removed his trousers, and then he pulled off his boxers. He was naked now. 
 
    And yet, that didn't seem to put him at a disadvantage. If anything, he seemed to grow even more powerful. 
 
    Kate looked up at him, her eyes big and hopeful. It was like she wanted to do this, like she craved the taste of his excitement. No, no, no. I kept begging the universe to somehow change this, to make things different. The universe did not oblige. 
 
    As I watched, my wife opened her mouth, and she started by licking his shaft, moving her tongue from the base of his member up toward his tip. Then she flicked her tongue, taunting him, teasing him. 
 
    Andrew wasn't the kind of man to accept that sort of behavior from a woman. Even if she was theoretically servicing him, he wouldn't allow her to be in control. And for once, Kate seemed willing to submit. 
 
    He grabbed her by her hair, taking a fistful of her soft tresses. Then he guided her face toward his manhood. She opened her mouth and she wrapped her lips around his circumference. From there, he started to move her, bobbing her head downward and up. He guided her. 
 
    Kate whimpered for just a moment. I almost got up, and I almost moved to intervene, only then I froze, perfectly aware that if I tried to help her, I would only get myself in trouble. 
 
    So I stayed right where I was, helpless, trapped on the floor by my own subservience. 
 
    He was so big, so hard. He had several inches on me at least. 
 
    "Enough," he said to her. 
 
    "I'm impressed," Kate said. She didn't need to explain herself. 
 
    "Are you sure you want him in here?" 
 
    "Don't worry. He's unimportant," Kate said, waving her hand off. As far as she was concerned, I really didn't matter. "But you know, there are some fun things I can show you." 
 
    Throughout the night, Andrew made me blush. Now Kate managed to make my skin turn white. A cold chill spread through me. I looked at her, and I didn't move, but I still tried to convey that desperation. She couldn't do this. She couldn't let him see me, not really. 
 
    After all, I was the only one still fully dressed. 
 
    "Strip for him. Show him that you are just a slave, a silly one at that." 
 
    Andrew smirked, apparently enjoying himself. 
 
    “I wasn't aware that slavery could be silly," spoke my wife's lover. 
 
    But because Kate had given me a command, I didn't see any other choice. Swallowing down another shard of my dignity, I unbuttoned my shirt. I pulled it off, and I dropped it down on the floor. I felt exposed, especially because my body was so lacking in comparison to Andrew’s. 
 
    I didn't have his size, his bulk, his height, or his muscle definition. I was scrawny in comparison, completely pathetic. 
 
    More importantly, everyone in that hotel room knew it, especially my wife. When her eyes settled on me again, she just shook her head, clearly disappointed. She was probably thinking about how she should have chosen more wisely. She could have had any guy, yet she picked me. Why did she pick me? 
 
    Maybe she didn't even know herself. 
 
    "Keep going," she said, waving her hand in my direction. 
 
    With another hiss of embarrassment, I unbuttoned my pants, I pulled my belt away, and I shimmied out of my trousers. 
 
    "Are those—?” Andrew started to ask. 
 
    "Yes, I like keeping him in panties. You see, he's not a man, so he shouldn't be allowed to dress like one." 
 
    Andrew didn't comment. He simply shook his head, obviously astonished that any male would allow himself to be treated like this. But it wasn't fair. He didn't understand how Kate worked me down, working me a little bit at a time until I became this pathetic creature standing before him. 
 
    "But that's not the best part." She motioned for me to continue. 
 
    My breath quivered and my lungs, but I didn't stop. I pulled down the panties, and then he saw the lock around my cock. "I like to keep him in chastity. It makes him so much more malleable." 
 
    Andrew stared back at me with something akin to pity. And yet, I could also pick up on the disdain in his gaze. He didn't believe anyone should yield a like this. Then again, a man like him never would. 
 
    "Scott, fetch your collar and leash." 
 
    Andrew smirked again, simply studying my behavior. He watched as I moved toward her luggage. I knew exactly where the equipment was kept. I picked out the metallic collar and the retractable dog leash. 
 
    That's right. This wasn't some kind of fetish gear. The leash didn't come from a sex shop or anyplace intended for humans. It was an implement designed for an animal, designed for a dog. 
 
    "Good boy," she said, taking the leash and collar from my hand. She was about to slide that metallic chain around my neck before she stopped, glancing over at Andrew. "Would you like the honors?" 
 
    "Why me?" Andrew asked. He didn't sound nervous, simply curious. 
 
    Kate shrugged. "I can already tell we’re going to have a lot of fun. That means he should get used to having you around. I'm his Mistress, but what do you think that's going to make you?" 
 
    "His Master." 
 
    My eyes widened. No. No way! Yielding myself up to Kate had been one thing. There was no way I would surrender myself to the man who got to have sex with her. 
 
    Kate handed off the collar and leash. As Andrew approached me, I kept trying to convince myself that this must have been some bad dream. This couldn't really be happening. 
 
    Hot adrenaline spiked through my system, making me itch to flee. And yet, I was naked, locked away in chastity, and it wasn't like I had any money or car keys with me. Kate kept all of those safely stowed away in her purse. 
 
    So I remained there, kneeling on the floor as Andrew walked closer and closer. He brought that collar around my neck. He locked it in the place. He attached the leash, and then he pulled on it, dragging me across the floor. I crawled like a dog, an animal barely worthy of his notice. 
 
    He handed the leash off to my Mistress. 
 
    "Thank your new Master." 
 
    "Thank you, Sir." 
 
    "No, that's not good enough," Kate said, obviously savoring my discomfiture. She liked knowing that I hated every moment of this. True power for this young woman came from exerting her will over me. Of course, she could get me to kiss her or worship her body with my tongue. That was easy. 
 
    Forcing me to accept the authority of another man? The one who would take her and use her? Yeah, that was much more difficult. That was a challenge worthy of this beautiful wife. 
 
    I looked up at Andrew for just a moment. His solid, masculine features made it clear that he didn't respect me. 
 
    "Thank you, Master." 
 
    "No problem," he said. He turned back to Kate. "Are you ready to begin?" 
 
    She answered with a feline smile, and he pounced, moving toward her like a hunter. He stepped closer, practically jumping and bringing her down onto the bed. He started kissing her again. Collared and leashed like a pet, locked in chastity, I could only look on. 
 
    In theory, I could have closed my eyes. I could have clamped my palms over my ears and tried to pretend that I was somewhere else, anywhere else in the entire universe, but I couldn't do it. 
 
    Something compelled me to watch. Something compelled me to stare as he kissed her hard. He ripped her dress away from her, peeling it away from her skin. He played with her breasts, pinching her nipples. He made her moan. At one point, he rolled Kate onto her side, and he smacked her pert little ass. 
 
    "Yeah," he said, growling with pleasure. 
 
    If I had ever even thought about spanking her, I would've been in so much trouble. This man did it with impunity. He kissed her again, he fondled her, and when his hand slid down to her sex, she spread her legs for him. Kate whimpered as he started to finger her, stroking her. She must've been so hot, so wet. 
 
    "Perfect," she whispered. 
 
    Down on her back, she looked up at him as he came down, sliding his cock into her wet, hot split. Her pussy was drenched, and she would've started to beg him for the chance to be taken. 
 
    But she was a beautiful woman, and Andrew became equally impatient. 
 
    With every thrust, she moaned. With every second, she gasped, eager for more. More of Andrew, more of the feel and taste and scent of his body. They kissed, and he had his hands pressed down against her shoulders, but my Mistress didn’t forget me. 
 
    She yanked on my leash, dragging me closer even as she took a long, deep breath in. Despite everything she must've been experiencing, my wife made the time to pat me on the head. She pinched my cheek, she caressed my neck, and she even glanced over at me. Our eyes met, and I knew immediately that she was satisfied. 
 
    Seconds later, she came hard. Moments after that, Andrew finished with her. He pumped her, his impressive girth pulsating as he enjoyed his orgasm. They climaxed together, and he pulled back, his skin damp, both of their features flushed. 
 
    "Lovely," he said. He looked down into her eyes. "Would you like me to stay?" 
 
    "Not this time," she said to him, closing her eyes and already drifting. "Maybe next time." 
 
    "I can't wait," Andrew said. He glanced over at me one more time, shaking his head with obvious derision. Then he grabbed his clothing, and it only took him a couple of minutes to look completely put together. All the while, my Mistress stayed in bed, cuddled under the sheets. 
 
    I wondered what I was supposed to do. For the moment, I remained at her bedside, my eyes downcast as I waited for her lover to leave. 
 
    "Is there anything I can do for you?" I asked once the door closed. 
 
    "You can be quiet," she said, clearly savoring the afterglow of her orgasm. 
 
    Inhaling, I nodded even though she had her eyes closed. I waited for a long time. The LCD clock by the bedside made sure I could track every minute. 
 
      
 
    Almost an hour later, Kate slid out of bed. She still had my leash wrapped around her forearm. She pulled, dragging me across the room and toward the bathroom. She turned on the water in the tub, but I still didn't say a word. I knew better than to risk offending her by speaking out of turn. 
 
    "Bathe me," she ordered. 
 
    Still naked, Kate slipped down into the water. I swallowed again, thinking about all the things I would love to do with her and to her. 
 
    Operating on something akin to autopilot, I took the bar of soap, I rubbed it between my palms, and I got ready for her. She closed her eyes, leaning her head back as she savored the simple feel of the water. 
 
    I started out with her shoulders. I continued along her body, soaping her breasts, her sternum, her stomach, and her thighs. "Good slave," she said. "How you feel right now? Did you enjoy that treat? I allowed you to watch this time. I don't always have to do that, you know." 
 
    "I'm very grateful, Mistress." 
 
    Really, there was nothing else I can say. 
 
    "You know, I'm actually very impressed with your behavior tonight. You've been a very good slave. You haven't complained, and you haven't argued." 
 
    "No, Mistress. I won't argue, Mistress." By this point, I was washing her feet, simultaneously massaging them. I worked my fingertips against her toes and the balls of her feet. From there, I went back to scrubbing her shins and knees. 
 
    "You know, lots of other men would have a hard time with this. They would assume that just because they married a woman that they should be in charge. They would believe that men are supposed to be the natural leaders of the household. But that isn't true, is it?" 
 
    "No, Mistress. That isn't true." 
 
    "Tell me, slave. Who's in charge?" 
 
    "You are, Mistress. You are my wife, and that means you're in charge." 
 
    "Good boy," she said, taking her hand out of the water and patting me on the head. Little droplets of moisture sprinkled down the side of my cheek. 
 
    "Tell me, what you think of him?" 
 
    "I don't have an opinion, Mistress." That seemed like the diplomatic answer. 
 
    Of course, my wife wasn't foolish. She automatically understood what I was doing. "You don't like him, do you?" 
 
    She already knew the truth, so I couldn't risk lying to her. "No, Mistress. I don't like him." 
 
    "Why not?" 
 
    I glanced up at her, and she obviously understood the truth. Even so, I had to answer. When she asked me a question, I had no choice but to respond with the truth. "I'm jealous, Mistress." 
 
    "Jealous?" She was teasing me, mocking me with this little interview. She wanted to know how I was feeling. Actually, she simply wished to hear about how I was feeling. She already knew. I couldn't possibly offer her any fresh insights. 
 
    "Yes, Mistress." She waited for me to say something else. After suppressing a sign, I continued. "He gets to touch you, Mistress. Nothing is off-limits for this man. He can play with you, he can touch you, he can tease you, he can have whatever he wants. I want you, Mistress. Please, can I be something other than your slave? Please, can I go back to being your husband?" 
 
    Piteous and desperate, those words came from between my lips. I didn't even realize I was going to try to ask her for a change in our relationship. It just happened. 
 
    "No," she said. 
 
    My face must have fallen. 
 
    Kate laughed at me, savoring my disappointment. "Do you really want to please me?" 
 
    "Yes, Mistress!" 
 
    "Then you're going to be my little cuckold slave boy. And you're always going to do whatever I want. If you really want to please me, slave, then that's how you do it. You don't try to pretend that you're my husband. You don't try to pretend that you're a real man. Just be my slave. Be my silly, pathetic little cuckold slave, and that will please me." 
 
    Those words drilled down into my psyche. 
 
    "Fetch me a towel," she ordered a few seconds later. 
 
    Red-faced and humiliated, I scampered to comply. I grabbed a towel, per her request, and I came back, holding it up. 
 
    My beautiful Mistress slid out of the water like some kind of goddess. She stood in front of me for several seconds as I wrapped the towel around her body. She tied it in place and moved over to the mirror. "Go lay down on the bed. I got a little test for you, Scott." 
 
    Theoretically, hearing her use my name should have made me feel better than my usual title. It didn't. Whenever she called me Scott, I could hear that little note of mockery. She was teasing me, taunting me with my former name. In our relationship, I would always be the slave. 
 
    And of course, there was only one way for me to respond. "Yes, Mistress." 
 
    Head bowed, I left the bathroom, and I went back toward the bed. I got down, I spread my legs, and I lifted my arms above my head. 
 
    Then I waited for her. 
 
    When Kate reentered the room, she had her hair tied back into a pair of pigtails. She knew I loved that hairstyle on her. And yet, she didn't seem at all childish or submissive. On the contrary, she looked down at me with nothing but possession in her eyes. 
 
    "Hi there, slave. I'm going to tie you down. And then we're going to have a little conversation. If you please me, maybe I will let that little dicklet of yours out to play. Would you like that? Would you like me to give you that opportunity?" 
 
    "Yes, Mistress. Oh, yes!" 
 
    Although I wasn't strapped down, I didn't dare move my hands or legs. I stayed right where I was, beneath her. 
 
    Kate retrieved the straps from her luggage. She applied them to my wrists and ankles. Then, she looked down at my eyes, she caressed my cheek, and she just said one word. "Struggle." 
 
    Immediately, I bucked and thrashed, pulling in yanking with all of my strength. I made the mattress squeak beneath me, yet that was all. Eventually, my naked wife just crossed her arms over her chest as she shook her head. 
 
    "You know, I think Andrew would be able to get out of those straps within a couple of minutes. What do you think?" 
 
    "He's very impressive, Mistress." 
 
    This made Kate laugh again. At my expense, of course. 
 
    "What do you want?" She asked that question, Kate took out a key, the key to my chastity device! She opened the lock, and I felt the tension dissipate almost immediately. She pulled the tube away from my penis, and I hardened in less than a second. 
 
    Eyes aimed down at me, she tilted her head. "What do you want, slave?" 
 
    "You," I said truthfully. “I want you!" 
 
    "Meaning?" She used both of her hands. One palm glided over my shaft, stroking me. I was nowhere near as impressive as Andrew, but my body responded nonetheless. Considering it had been weeks since my last orgasm, I might have exploded at any moment. 
 
    For good or ill, Kate knew my body. We had made love many times before she decided to enslave me, which meant that she knew exactly how much pressure she could use. She didn't go too fast, and she never squeezed too hard. 
 
    No, she kept me on the verge, right where she wanted me. 
 
    "Meaning I want to be with you. Meaning I want to touch you," I confessed. "Please, Mistress. I want to touch you. I want to feel how good it is to kiss you again. Please, Mistress! I can't take this anymore. I want to be inside of you. I want to fuck you so badly!” 
 
    Normally, I didn't talk like that. Normally, I could be more circumspect, but now I ached for her. Every inch of my body yearned for the sensations only this girl could give me. 
 
    "No, sorry. Wrong answer." 
 
    She took her hands away. 
 
    "What?" I squeaked. So many other women worried about their husbands being loyal. Clearly, this wouldn't be an issue for someone like Kate. 
 
    "There is a right answer. I'm going to let you think about it. And if you're very good boy, I might even come and pick you up before the maid comes in here to clean in the morning." 
 
    Kate leaned down, she kissed the tip of my nose, and then she proceeded to get dressed. I stammered out one question after another, requesting and pleading for some sort of explanation. And yet, my wife refused to utter another word to me. 
 
    Once she was dressed in her boots and her red dress, she picked up the key to the room, and she left me there. 
 
      
 
    This was my punishment. I gave her the wrong answer. 
 
    So she left me there, naked and desperate. Worse, she made sure to place the chastity lock on before departing. 
 
    I tried to escape my punishment by sleeping. 
 
    Yeah, that didn't work. 
 
    Naked and helpless, I tried to simply close my eyes and relax. Normally, when I can't sleep, I count back from fifty. I must've tried to do this a hundred times. Even when sunlight began to gently cascade through the windows, I still couldn't relax. 
 
    I kept thinking about my wife as another man had sex with her. I thought about how they panted and moaned, growling at one another as they enjoyed the kind of sex I could never provide. 
 
    Then I started to worry about what would happen if someone found me like this. Would it be a maid? Would she come in here and just laugh at me? Would she even let me up? My name wasn't on this hotel room. For all I knew, she would call the cops. Maybe they would take me out of here in handcuffs. 
 
    Granted, I kept hoping that my wife would return. I wanted to hear the door unlock. I kept wishing that she would stroll through the door and laugh at me again. She could just release me from the straps and let me up. She could tell me that I punishment was over. 
 
    As the clock kept ticking, true desperation began to claw the back of my brain. I started to pull and tug, to kick and thrash. But these episodes were little more than tantrums. 
 
    I hated what had happened. I hated what I had allowed Kate to do to me. 
 
    The door didn't open, no one unlocked it, so I had to just stay there. 
 
    "Housekeeping," someone said, knocking on the door. 
 
    The color drained away from every inch of my body. No, I thought, clutching my eyes shut. "No, this couldn't be happening. 
 
    For a moment, I thought about calling out that we didn't need housekeeping. I could just be calm and confident. And yet, when I opened my mouth to speak, nothing came out. Voiceless, I couldn't even do this one simple thing. 
 
    The door opened, and a woman stepped across the threshold. She looked at me. 
 
    It was Kate. She had the key in her hand. 
 
    "Are you ready to go home?" 
 
    "Yes!" I hollered out. 
 
    "Good. But first I want to use you." 
 
    She came up to me, she kicked off her shoes, and she pulled down her panties. She hitched up her skirt as she climbed up onto the bed, and she lowered her split down to my mouth. 
 
    "Oh, I like it when you're all energetic and grateful. You really want me to take you home, don't you? You know that it would be very easy for me to just leave you here for another day, don't you?" 
 
    I whimpered, but I couldn't say a word. Her pussy was right up against my lips, so I proceeded to service her, licking with everything I had. 
 
    She was right. That wasn't an idle threat. If Kate wished to leave me here for another day, then she could do it. 
 
    There would be absolutely nothing to stop her. 
 
    So I licked and swiped with all of my strength. I swirled my tongue over her clitoris, doing everything I could to make her wet, to make her moan, to please her and pleasure her. 
 
    Kate raised her palms against my shoulders, and her fingernails dug down and my skin. It hurt slightly, but I didn't care. I just had to please her. I just had to show her that I could be a good slave again. 
 
    "There you go. That's right. Just like that. A little more. A little more," she said. "Yes!" Just like that, she came. I heard the sound of ripping Velcro as she freed me. 
 
    Quivering, I didn't know how to react as she stepped away from the bed. I was freed, but she hadn't given me permission to move. Obediently, I asked, "Mistress, may I get off the bed?" 
 
    "You may," she answered. 
 
    I stretched my muscles slowly. I was tense. Having been restrained in place for ten or twelve hours, it took me a while to move again. Then I got down on the floor. "Mistress, are you going to see him again?" 
 
    Maybe that question would get me in trouble. Maybe it would mean another dose of punishment, but I had to ask. I had to hear it for myself. 
 
    "What do you think?” 
 
    "I think you are," I replied, unable to meet her gaze. 
 
    "That means you must be a very smart little slave," she said, laughing. "Now get dressed. I have work for you to do at home." 
 
    "Yes, Mistress." 
 
      
 
    When we got home, I peered back up at our house, and I couldn't help but think of how everything felt different. When we left last night, I still retained some sense of ownership. I still felt as though this place belonged to me. Glancing over to my left, I felt the same way about Kate. 
 
    She wasn't mine, I realized. She didn't belong to me. Maybe I belonged to her. Maybe she owned me. But she would never be mine again. 
 
    We got out of the car, and I still had the collar around my neck. Worse, I could feel the weight of the chastity lock under my pants. 
 
    "Kneel," she commanded. 
 
    Like a good slave, I dropped down onto my knees. 
 
    "Good boy," she said. "I'm going to have a guest over tonight. I want you to spend the next two hours cleaning the house. Oh, and for this assignment, you won’t need to wear any clothing." 
 
    "Yes, Mistress," I said, already wondering who it would be. 
 
    As I pulled off my shirt and my pants, my shoes and my socks, I kept pleading with the universe for it to be one of Kate's friends. She was very popular. She could invite someone over for dinner. They could have wine and maybe watch some romantic comedy. 
 
    It would be a lot of fun for her. 
 
    Or more likely, it's going to be Andrew. 
 
    Either way, my Mistress a given me a command, so I obeyed. Once I was naked, I turned away, and I headed to the kitchen. 
 
    For the next two hours, I scrubbed and I brushed. I cleaned off the countertops, I cleaned the floor, I washed the dishes, and I put everything away. From there, I worked my way out to the dining room, then to the living room. This meant vacuuming, putting away different pillows and blankets. I tidied everything up so that this house could have appeared in a magazine. 
 
    When Kate wandered back in, I was just finishing up. I wrapped the electrical cord around the vacuum, and I stood back, waiting for her inspection. 
 
    Kate hovered through the room, brushing her fingertips over the couch, along the TV screen, and over the bookshelves. She kept checking for dust. If she found a spec, I knew that I would be in trouble. 
 
    Standing around, there was nothing I could do but look on, wondering if or when she would decide to punish me. 
 
    It felt so strange, being at this girl's mercy. It didn't matter what I did or what I said. It didn't matter how I reacted. So instead, I kept my head bent low, and I waited. 
 
    "Not bad," she said. Snapping her fingers, she motioned for me to follow her. 
 
    I trailed after my wife, following her down the hallway to the bedroom. 
 
    "What do you think of this?" She stood back, waving to the corner. Normally, that spot was occupied by a pile of clothes. The pile was gone, replaced by a set of sterling black bars. 
 
    "What, what is it?" I asked. 
 
    "It's your cage," she said. "I thought you should have a nice little reminder of your position in our relationship before my guest arrives." 
 
    "Who is it?" 
 
    With a look of hot frustration on her beautiful face, Kate crossed the room, she grabbed me by the back of my neck, and she bent me over the bed. "That's none of your business," she said. "You're a slave, so you do as you're told. I told you to clean, which you did. In fact, you did a very good job. Don't ruin that now by talking back to your Mistress." 
 
    "I'm sorry, Mistress!" 
 
    Apologizing made me look weak. Apologizing made me feel helpless as well. 
 
    "No, I don't think you are. I think you should take another pegging." 
 
    "No, I'm okay. Please, Mistress. You don't need to do that. Please, I'm sorry I spoke out of turn. Please, give me another chance." 
 
    "Go fetch a dildo for me." 
 
    Realizing that further comments would be a waste of breath, I moved back through the room to the bottom drawer in her dresser. There, I found the harness as well as a series of neatly arranged to dildos. Silicon and solid, they waited to be used. They waited to penetrate me again. 
 
    "Take out the pink one. I think that'll be good for you before you spend some time in your cage." 
 
    "Mistress, please…” I said. Those words just left my lips. I didn't think about them. I didn't process anything at all. 
 
    "Hands behind your head. Don't make me tie you down again." 
 
    Bending over the bed, I obeyed. I lifted my hands up to the back of my skull, and I waited, knowing what was about to come. Because my eyes were closed, I didn't see her approach. I didn't realize the purpose of silicon already up against my lips. 
 
    "Get it nice and wet. Suck on it like a little slave slut," she ordered. 
 
    I took the dildo between my lips. Swallowing, I started to lick at its curves and contours. She shoved it down and brought it out, several times. And when she was satisfied, Kate pulled it back out. She slipped it into her harness, and I could picture her standing there, like some sort of Amazon warrior. 
 
    Only there would be the dildo between her legs. 
 
    "Are you ready?" 
 
    "Yes, Mistress," I said. I hated those words. I despised them with every fiber of my being, yet I didn't see any way out of this. She grabbed me by my hair. She pushed forward, thrusting into me. And just like that, my wife started to penetrate me, pumping and thrusting. 
 
    Yes, the sensations turned me on. They kicked my arousal into overdrive, not that my desires made any difference. You see, I was still trapped in the chastity cage. My cock could strain and throb, but I couldn't get an erection. 
 
    "You like that, don't you? You like knowing that you’re mine. You like it when I claim you. You like it when I use you." 
 
    "Yes!" If I tried to say another word, she would have punished me. She would've spanked me for disobedience. After all, I was a slave. I had to be grateful for every drop of attention my Mistress gave me. 
 
    When she finished, she pulled out. My ass was sore, and the excitement kept thrumming through my body. 
 
    "Down on your knees. Down on all fours, in fact." 
 
    I obeyed. 
 
    What else could I do? Nothing. 
 
    She was training me, slowly domesticating me. Hell, she already had me cleaning up this house like I was a servant. 
 
    She walked over to the cage, she lifted up the front gate, and she snapped her fingers once again. "Get in." 
 
    Swallowing, I tried to think of something I could do or say, something heroic or impressive I might offer to make her change her mind. Instead, I found myself moving. That autonomic reaction just happened. I crawled forward, and I slipped into the cage. 
 
    The gate dropped a moment later with a loud clang. She immediately locked the gate, and I knew I was stuck in there. 
 
    "Have fun," she said, waving her fingers back in my direction. 
 
    Opening my mouth, I inhaled, ready to beg for some kind of mercy. She couldn't really keep me in this cage, could she? Yes, she could. And she did. 
 
      
 
    Naked except for my collar and chastity lock, I stayed there in that little black cage. Almost immediately, I realized that this was a doggy cage. It was designed for a canine, an actual animal that needed to be kept out of trouble. 
 
    Did that mean I was an animal? Did that mean I was like a dog to be owned? 
 
    Bowing my head down, I tried not to think about my captivity. Actually, it was especially challenging. Despite all the practice I received last night, I still ached with curiosity. Who was her guest going to be? Was he going to be Andrew? Would he visit my house? 
 
    Last night, he met my wife at a hotel room. But this time, it might actually happen under my very own roof! 
 
    That thought made me huff and puff. I slammed my palm out against the bars of my dog cage. The metal clanged again, but the bars didn't bend. I couldn't get out of here. 
 
    Then I thought I heard something. I froze up. My body locked in place, and I stopped thinking. Concentrating only on my breathing and the sound of my pounding heart, I waited. 
 
    Honestly, the idea that Kate might return terrified me. If she walked into that bedroom and found me in my cage in the corner, and she didn't like the way I was behaving, then I could be in real trouble. Pressing my lips together, I waited. 
 
    I didn't pick up on any other sounds. 
 
    Exhaling with relief, I reminded myself that I had to calm down. 
 
    Like it or not, I was her slave. If she decided to leave me here, then fine. There was nothing I could do about it. 
 
    Sometime later, she did return. At this point, I was bent forward, down on my elbows and knees. I felt like a suppliant to some ancient religion. In this position, it was clear that I was a subordinate. My body language, if nothing else, conveyed my inferior status. 
 
    "Hey there, little slave. Do you like your cage?" 
 
    "No, Mistress," I replied truthfully. 
 
    "Good. That's going to be ripe with you when you are bad boy." She sat down on the edge of the bed, she crossed her legs, and she leaned forward slightly, peering down at me. She studied me. 
 
    "You know, when I was a little girl, I went to a pet shop once. It always amazed me that humans were able to take all of these different wild animals and turn them into pets. In particular, I saw all of these dogs locked away in small cages just like the one you're in right now. Those beasts must've been so humiliated, knowing deep down that they were supposed to be wild. What about you, are you supposed to be wild?" 
 
    "I, I don't know, Mistress." 
 
    "No, I don't think you do." 
 
    She went off to the bathroom, and I heard the sink come on. A few minutes later, she emerged, naked. Swallowing, I stared at her glorious, perfect, exquisite body. My eyes moved along the shimmer of her hair down toward her breasts. I looked back at that spot between her legs, and I imagined how good it would feel to plunge my shaft down into her once again. 
 
    Just that thought was enough to make my manhood ache with desperation. Oh, I wanted to be close to her. Oh, I wanted to be on top of her, to thrust down into her, to make her come, to know that I was the man who had every right to be with her. 
 
    I wasn't, so I didn't say a word. 
 
    Kate went back to her closet, and she took out a shimmering blue dress. It was short, barely covering a third of her thighs. She pulled it on, and I couldn't help but notice that she didn't bother with any panties. 
 
    "Have you figured it out yet?" 
 
    "No," I said. 
 
    Kate pouted out her lower lip. "Oh, you shouldn't try to lie to me. You’re many things, Scott, but you've never been an idiot." 
 
    Still, I didn't speak. 
 
    "You're going to see Andrew, aren't you?" 
 
    "That's right," she said with a girlish giggle. "I'm going to see him. And if the night goes well, I'm going to do a lot more than just see him. Oh, Scott, I didn't get to tell you how good it felt to be with a real man. He was so incredible. When he touched me, when he held me, I knew that he was the real deal. He wasn't pretending." 
 
    I bit down on the side of my mouth. Somehow, that little spark of physical pain made dealing with the truth somewhat easier. 
 
    "Don't worry. You're going to get to see Andrew again too. I wasn't lying. He is coming over for dinner. And you know what that means? It means we are going to need someone to serve us. Do you know who that's going to be?" 
 
    "It's going to be me, isn't it?" I couldn't believe I even asked. 
 
    "Yes." 
 
    And while I could only look on helplessly, my wife prepared herself. She put on makeup and jewelry. She put on a pair of high heels, and when she was done, she did a little twirl right in front of my cage. 
 
    Getting to see my wife prepare herself for a wild night of passion should have made me feel incredible. Instead, it simply reminded me of my new station in life. 
 
    "Don't worry. I will come let you out in a little while," she said, blowing a kiss. And just like that, Kate retreated from the room. She left me alone, stuck in my cage. 
 
      
 
    Again, I lost track of time. As I couldn't see a clock, I could only guess at how many seconds and minutes went by. 
 
    But then, she came back, and without a word, Kate opened my cage door. She crouched down, her eyes glittering with amusement. 
 
    "Hey there, slave. Are you ready?" 
 
    "Ready for what?" I asked. 
 
    "Ready for date night," she said. With the cage door open, she got up, and she walked over to the same drawer that contained the dildo she used on me. 
 
    Although I was uncertain of what she wanted from me, I nonetheless crawled forward and out onto the carpet. Then she threw something down, to that spot right in front of me. 
 
    "Put those on," she ordered. 
 
    I picked up a pair of shimmering, silk, pink panties. They were my size. They were also new. I'd never seen these before. 
 
    "Are you going to make me wear these in front of Andrew?" 
 
    "Yup," she said, laughing again like this wasn't a big deal. As far as she was concerned, she simply intended to wield her natural authority over me. Ever since our wedding night, this girl had controlled me. Why should this moment or decision be any different? 
 
    Swallowing, I stood up, and I pulled the panties into place. Glancing down, I grimaced as I felt the soft silk cut into my scrotum and press into my chastity cage. When I looked up again, I saw Kate standing in front of me. She pinched my cheek. "From time to time, I'm going to have people over. From time to time, Andrew will be one of them. This is something you need to get used to," she promised me. "If you don't accept this, things are going to be a lot harder…on you.” 
 
    "I understand, Mistress." There was nothing else I could say. 
 
    Kate didn’t acknowledge my promise. Instead, she sauntered out of the room. 
 
    Because I didn’t have anything else to do, I chased after her just in time to find her waiting by the door. “Andrew will arrive shortly. When he does, take his coat and offer him a drink. Remember, you’re the slave here, but you must also be a good host.” 
 
    "Yes, Mistress." 
 
    I tried to hide the shame running through my body, but my cheeks clouded pink once again. It was almost the same bubblegum shade as my panties. 
 
    Sitting in the cage and felt interminable. But now, someone rang the doorbell. Kate was off in some other part of the house, so I didn't hesitate. I walked to it, I opened the door, I saw Andrew standing there. 
 
    "Scott, the slave." He shook his head, just as disappointed in me as that first moment when he met me. 
 
    "Master," I replied. Theoretically, I could've tried to get away with something else. Even Sir would have been less demeaning. But what if he remembered? What if he told Kate? 
 
    I couldn't tolerate any more punishment, especially after the pegging I had already received. So I held up my hands. "Master, may I take your coat?" 
 
    "You may," he said, shrugging it off. Of course, this garment was expensive; it probably cost more than I made in a week. 
 
    "Andrew, dear. Would you like to take off your shoes?" Kate called from the hallway. “I'm sure you'd like to be more comfortable." 
 
    "Sure thing," he said. She disappeared into the dining room, but Andrew actually smirked. An idea just occurred to him. "Slave, were untie my shoes for me." 
 
    I hesitated, glancing back toward the dining room. 
 
    "I just gave you a command," he said, putting his hand to my collar. He forced me to look up into his eyes. "For that, you're going to clean my shoes first, while I'm wearing them, with your tongue." 
 
    "Yes, yes, Master," I sputtered back to him. If I wished to cling to some illusion about how I was secretly a strong, powerful mail, he shattered that notion with ease. 
 
    Arms crossed once again, Andrew watched as I leaned down. He held up his right foot. I licked his right foot. I did the same thing with his left foot. Then he just smirked. "Go ahead. Show me what you can do. Show me how your wife has trained you to be an obedient slave. I'm sure it's going to prove very amusing." 
 
    Blocking my teeth together, I paused for a moment. This was the best attempt at defiance I could make. But when I hesitated, it only lasted for a second. I doubt Andrew even noticed. 
 
    I picked up a tissue, and I was going to lick the fine, patent leather. 
 
    "No. Leave it on the floor." 
 
    Unable to resist that imperious tone, I lowered my head, and I licked his shoes, one after the other.  
 
    And when I was done, he just chuckled. 
 
    "Are you playing with the slave?" Kate asked. 
 
    "Just having some fun," Andrew told her. 
 
    "Come have some fun with me," Kate said, putting her hands on her hips. She pouted for a moment. "I have some wine. Besides, the slave is going to spend his time cooking." 
 
    What? I had to cook for them too? 
 
    Kate glanced over at me for a heartbeat, perhaps curious as to whether or not I could be able to defy her. No. I couldn't. 
 
    Resenting my own weakness, I got up, and I went into the kitchen. I saw that she had already laid out the recipe for me. Inside the refrigerator, I discovered all the ingredients I would need. It was a simple chicken and rice dish. 
 
    I swallowed, knowing full well that they didn't care about the food. In fact, Kate only forced me to cook because she wanted me to participate. She wanted me to understand at the deepest core of my being that I was going along with this, that I was actually helping. 
 
    While I cooked, I could hear them whispering, chuckling and laughing in the dining room. Finally finished, I brought out their plates. I refilled their glasses of wine. Just then, I looked back to my Mistress. "Is there anything else I can do for you?" 
 
    "Not right now," she said. "But stand in the corner in case we need you." 
 
    Quivering with frustration, I obeyed. I stood off to the side while they sat next to one another, flirting. He teased her. She teased him back. I tried not to hear what they were saying. But really, it was impossible for me to block out all of those sounds. Andrew's voice, in particular, carried. 
 
    Hands crossed in front of me, I stood there, my back straight. Inhaling and exhaling, I tried to think about something else, anything else. Once or twice, Andrew raised his hand along her thigh or upper chest. He was bold, eager to touch her in ways I could hardly imagine anymore. 
 
    "You're a naughty man," Kate said, giggling like a schoolgirl again. It always seemed so strange, hearing that tone of voice come from her. 
 
    "You haven't seen anything yet," Andrew replied. He fed her a little bit of chicken. She laughed, tried to turn her head away, only he wouldn't allow it. 
 
    Gritting my teeth, I wondered what I could do. After some more time, I decided it was best if I didn't contemplate the situation at all. I should simply stare forward and try to zone out. 
 
    It didn't work. 
 
    What felt like scant minutes later, Andrew grabbed my wife. He picked her up into his arms, and he carried her out of the dining room. "Come on. I think she wants you to watch," Andrew said. 
 
    Practically panting, I scurried after them. Part of me yearned to beg for the mercy of being in a different room. Maybe I should've said something about cleaning up the kitchen. I could have argued that the dishes needed to be done. 
 
    But no, I could tell that these two had already made up their minds. They wanted me to witness this. 
 
    "Is that a cage?" Andrew asked my wife as he carried her into the bedroom. He carried her across the threshold, like a husband with a new bride. 
 
    "That's the slave's cage," she said. Kate didn't even bother to use my name. I was just an object to her, something to be used. 
 
    "I think he should spend some time in it. I don't want the family pet interrupting." 
 
    "Good idea." 
 
    "No, please, I can just stay on the floor. I don't need to be in a cage," I said, stammering and shaking my head. Of course, I should've realized that making any sounds that all would be a mistake. But I couldn't help myself! 
 
    "And for that, you get a gag as well," decided my Mistress. 
 
    Andrew tossed her down onto the bed. She pointed over to the drawer, the one where she kept all of my implements of training. Without needing any other signals, he opened it, and he saw the items there. He grabbed a muzzle. 
 
    I hated the muzzle above all of the other toys. The dildos could be embarrassing. The shackles could be restraining, but the muzzle actually gagged me completely. It also hid the lower half of my face. When I wore it, I didn't even feel like a person. Then add another feature, one I couldn't even think about. 
 
    "Come here, slave," Kate said, taking the muzzle from her lover. 
 
    I came forward, I got down on my knees, and I kept shaking my head, silently pleading with her. Certainly, she had to show me some kind of mercy, right? Hadn't I been a good slave? Haven't I done everything she wished? 
 
    "Open your mouth," she commanded. 
 
    I obeyed. She slid the deflated bit into my mouth, and then she placed the muzzle along my cheeks and chin. I thought she was going to strap it on, but Andrew was getting impatient. He grabbed the straps, and he yanked them around, securing them just above the nape of my neck. 
 
    "Should I inflate it?" 
 
    You see, this muzzle was cruel as well as ingenious. It came with an inflatable gag. Right now, my jaw was locked shut, but that wasn't enough for her. She used the pump, squeezing that little ball, and the sphere began to grow. Within seconds, it filled up my mouth. Suddenly, I couldn't speak. 
 
    Even without the muzzle, I wouldn't be able to get that large ball out. 
 
    "Into your cage," Andrew called out, snapping his finger and pointing. Feeling like a beaten dog, I fell down onto my hands and knees, and I crawled. I got into my cage, he dropped the front gate, and he had no trouble locking me into it. "Now you get to watch while I have some fun. Just think about what I'm going to do to her." 
 
    I did. I contemplated my situation even as I looked on, watching as he turned back to the bed. 
 
    "Strip for me," Andrew commanded. I honestly couldn't tell whether or not he was showing off. Did he want me to see just how malleable and submissive my wife could be under his direction? After all, I frequently tried to tell myself that I didn't stand a chance. 
 
    My wife was powerful and dominant. She couldn't be controlled by any man. But what did it mean then, if someone else could order her about? It indicated that the fault was mine. It was my weakness that led into that cage. 
 
    Obliging, Kate peeled off her dress. She shimmied about, unclasping her bra and she revealed her breasts. Seeing those perfect melons made my cock struggle against its cage. I hadn't been released for so long! I was desperate and panting. My mouth started watering, especially when she pulled off her panties. She threw them away, letting them land on the top of my cage. 
 
    For some reason, I felt compelled to touch that fabric. I reached up, savoring the soft texture with my pinky. 
 
    That's what I was allowed. That's all I was allowed. 
 
    Andrew pounced, pushing her down into the mattress, our mattress. She kissed her and held her down, pinning her. He moved his hands over her naked body. At some point, she discarded her shoes. He played with her feet, he massaged her shins, and he fingered her with the pad of his thumb. 
 
    "Mine," he growled down at her. At one point, Kate may have said the same thing to me. But now, I was just the plaything. I was a toy to be used when her real lover wasn't around. 
 
    Grimacing at this revelation, I whimpered. I tried to shout out, but they couldn't hear me over their frantic sex. He kissed her hard, and it was her turn to moan with ecstasy. She tried to roll him over, to get on top, but Andrew wasn't the sort of man who would allow that behavior from a woman. 
 
    He kept her down, beneath him, where he thought she belonged. 
 
    While I would drop down on my knees to worship her, Andrew was the kind of primal male who would simply claim whatever he desired. 
 
    Still holding her hands above her head, he dropped down, kissing her breasts. He licked her nipples, making them stiffen. "Please, don't make me wait!" 
 
    Only then did I realize the truth. She was begging him. She never begged me for anything. With me, she looked into my eyes, and she issued commands. Humiliated again, I tried to close my eyes, but I couldn't hide from his response. 
 
    "Oh, you're begging," he realized that the same time. "I like that. Do it some more," he ordered. 
 
    My eyes widened. 
 
    I silently begged her not to do it. Please, Mistress. Please, don't beg him for anything. Don't plead with him. You're supposed to be stronger than he is. You're supposed to be better than he is. Please! 
 
    I implored the universe to give her the strength to resist, but maybe Kate didn't want to resist. Maybe she looked up at Andrew and she saw someone who could complete her. In this household, there would be a new order. 
 
    Andrew would be the Master of this household. Kate would be his partner and subordinate. And me? I would be at the bottom as the slave, the servant, and her plaything. 
 
    "Please, take me. Please, I can't wait anymore! I want to feel you! I want you to use me!" She sounded so eager, so willing to do anything. 
 
    "Get up on your hands and knees. Spread your legs." Naked, she must've hesitated. Just then, I heard him chuckle. "If you want me to give you this, you're going to have to obey me." 
 
    Finally, I had a reason to smile. Finally! There was no way she would ever respond to that kind of language. This was Kate we were talking about, a confident woman, the kind of woman who needed to be in control. She would never let a man take her from behind! 
 
    Grinning, I practically jumped up and down within the confines of my cage for one very good reason. This would destroy their relationship. 
 
    At least, that's what I thought. 
 
    "Yes, Sir." 
 
    What? 
 
    "Now," he said, refusing to brook any kind of hesitation from this girl. 
 
    Terra got up on her hands and knees. I could still see her from my vantage on the floor. She was naked, her legs spread and open. He was going to take her doggy style. 
 
    Quivering, I struggled not to try to speak again. Gagged, I couldn’t make any coherent sounds, yet I knew they were aware of my presence. I was there as a set piece, a prop to amuse them. Andrew glanced over at me just once, grinning. 
 
    Then he plowed down, thrusting his shaft forward, right into my wife. He pumped her hard, taking her, using her. Maybe he respected her. Maybe he didn't. Maybe this was a sometime thing. Maybe he intended to keep her forever. Either way, I knew that I was trapped. 
 
    "Yes! Thank you! Thank you for taking me! Thank you for using me! Thank you, thank you so much. I'm so grateful!" 
 
    "Mine," he growled again, grabbing her by her long hair. He pulled her head back even as he kept thrusting, pumping her forward and back. Every little bit of friction brought her closer and closer to an orgasm. She tried to hold out. At least, that's what I told myself. 
 
    But only moments later, she climaxed. 
 
    It wasn't much longer before he growled as well, grunting with satisfaction because he had taken another man's woman. He used her. He made her his own. 
 
    "Thank me," he said to my wife. 
 
    Kate looked up at this man. "Thank you, Sir. Thank you, thank you, so much." 
 
    Bowing my head, I closed my eyes, once again doing my best to hide from what was happening in front of me. 
 
      
 
    Andrew left. He didn't bother to release me from my cage. Why would he? As far as he was concerned, I was just a slave. 
 
    More time went by. Whether it was minutes or hours, I didn't know. Eventually, Kate slid off of the bed, and she picked up a robe. She came over to my cage. "Would the slave like to come out?" 
 
    "Yes, please," I tried to say, but I couldn't speak around the gag. 
 
    Kate giggled. She could understand what I meant to say. That's why she unlocked the front of my cage. "Come on now. I have a very special game for you to play. Before, I gave you a little quiz, and you failed. You failed miserably. Now I'm going to give you the chance to tell me the right answer. If you can do it, I won't put you back in the cage tonight. In fact, I will even let you sleep in my bed." 
 
    My eyes widened, and maybe she could sense the lust radiating from me. Oh, how I wanted to sleep with her. I didn't even care if I would be taking sloppy seconds. 
 
    Kate laughed. "Silly slave. You not going to get to do anything with me. I’m just going to keep you in my bed like a teddy bear. That's what you're going to be. But I bet it'll be a lot more comfortable than your cage. So what do you say? Are you ready for your quiz?" 
 
    Whether it was a game or a quiz, I didn't care. I bowed down, ready. 
 
    "Good boy," she said, releasing the straps holding my muzzle in place. Even the small modicum of freedom felt so good. I stretched out my jaw, letting the aches fade. "Scott, what do you want?" 
 
    I have been thinking about this question a great deal. This question got me in trouble before. It meant being strapped down in a hotel, naked and helpless, unable to satisfy myself despite my raging erection. 
 
    If I got this question wrong again, what would happen? What would she do to me? 
 
    Taking a breath, I thought about it some more. I thought I had the right answer. But I couldn't be sure. 
 
    Staring down at her petite feet, I spoke. "Mistress, I want to please you. I want to make you happy, whatever that means. Nothing else matters besides your pleasure. Nothing else matters besides your happiness." 
 
    After I was done, silence lingered over the air. I didn't dare look up. I couldn't bring myself to risk it. 
 
    Then she caressed my cheek. "Very good. And now you get a reward for that. You know your reward is going to be?" 
 
    "What?" 
 
    "You get to eat me out," she said. "I'm going to let you be a very lucky boy. You're going to get to clean me with your tongue." 
 
    My lips parted with surprise. Was she serious? Did she really mean it? 
 
    I didn't argue though. As she perched on the edge of the bed, she spread her legs, and I caught the aroma of her arousal as well as Andrew’s load. Even though he was long gone, he could still remind me of his power. 
 
    Pursing my lips, I leaned forward. I stuck out my tongue, and I started to lap at her pussy. In those first couple of seconds, I desperately hoped that I wouldn't be able to pick up on his flavor. I never wanted to taste another man's come, especially as I worshiped my wife. 
 
    This was just one more wish the universe opted not to grant me. 
 
    "Good. There's a good slave. Yes, you know exactly what you're doing, don't you?" 
 
    Raising my eyes even as I licked and lapped, I saw her smiling down at me. She was so proud of me and my submission. She was proud of the fact that she could do whatever she wanted. And even if that meant giving herself to another man, there was nothing I could do about it. 
 
    That sense of power must've turned her on like nothing else. It made her happy. 
 
    When she was finished with my tongue, she nudged me back. "Come in the bed with me," she said. She was sleepy. She pulled me into her arms, and she held me tight. She turned off the light, and I knew it was time to sleep. 
 
    "Mistress, you're never going to change your mind, are you?" 
 
    I waited for her response; my heart beat its steady rhythm in my chest. 
 
    "Nope," she said, sealing my fate with a flippant reply. 
 
      
 
    The End 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 Life of a Puppy 
 
      
 
    Out in the world, I know that I need to be powerful and strong. I have to be able to look out at other people and see competitors, rivals, opponents. It sucks. 
 
    Yes, I understand the necessity. I realize that everyone is competing for a limited number of resources, but it is still really hard, especially when I go to work. I'm in sales. As I constantly hunt down different leads and opportunities, I see my colleagues do the exact same thing. We all try to be charismatic and charming. At the same time, we need to pretend that a customer's decision won't actually affect how much we make this month. Nothing drives a customer off like desperation. 
 
    That's why I love going to her place. 
 
    Melissa is amazing. I'm so lucky to have her. To be honest, I still don't know why or how we got together. I mean, from my side, it makes perfect sense. She's gorgeous with her long, wavy black hair and her bright blue eyes. She has gorgeously trimmed brows, long lashes, and an incredible smile. She knows how to giggle like a little girl or grin like a predator getting ready to pounce. 
 
    She's amazing. 
 
    And of course, she has this perfect body. She could obviously be a model if she wanted to, but Melissa is a very well-off. Apparently, her parents were both programmers a couple of years ago, and they worked for some startup that eventually hit it big. This means that Melissa gets to spend most of her time on charity work or odd jobs that she finds interesting or amusing. 
 
    Yeah, she's not like me. 
 
    She's gorgeous and she's really, really kind. She knows how to laugh; that's one thing I love about her. I say my corny jokes, and she pretty much always busts out. 
 
    In short, she's perfect. 
 
    But she scares me. 
 
      
 
    When we first got together, I was frightened of the fact that she is so perfect. There are two parts to this. First, I worried that some other guy was going to sweep in and steal her away from me. I understand that she's not a possession, so if she wants to go find someone else, that's her prerogative. She's a person, and she gets to make her own decisions. This isn't a video game; I don't get her just because I completed a task or hit a certain score. And let's face it. I'm not the hottest guy out there. I work out, and I work hard, but that doesn't mean there aren't guys who are richer, smarter, funnier, stronger than me. 
 
    I'm average. 
 
    Melissa isn't. 
 
    It's as simple as that. 
 
    I wasn't only worried about the competition. When we met up in person after finding each other online, I figured there had to be some kind of catch. There had to be something wrong with her, right? A girl like her couldn't possibly exist. 
 
    Gorgeous, smart, sweet, and single? 
 
    Yeah right. 
 
    But we got together, and we started flirting. We went out for coffee, then a movie, and then we started dating. It felt so good. I would wake up in the morning and see little text messages from her. I would send responses back throughout the day. It was amazing, better than any other relationship I had ever been in. 
 
    We got closer, we had sex, and everything was going perfectly. 
 
    Then she started laughing at me. 
 
    We were watching a movie on her couch, and I reached out to grab my drink. I knocked it over along with a plate of cookies. They hit the floor, and I immediately scrambled down onto my hands and knees to clean everything up. 
 
    Melissa grabbed up a set of paper towels, and she tossed them down onto the floor. 
 
    Scrambling, worried that I might ruin the wood with my carelessness, I rushed to get everything cleaned up. I thought that Melissa would do the same. 
 
    I got all the cookies back up. Most of them were still dry. It seemed like I had everything under control, so I glanced up, and that's when I saw her. Standing straight, her legs parted slightly, her hands at her sides, she had her eyes aimed right at me. 
 
    She licked her lips. 
 
    "What, what is it?" I asked. 
 
    I kept searching for some sign of anger or rage. Seriously, I thought she was going to be upset. 
 
    But her expression looked like something else. 
 
    Arousal. 
 
    I started to stand only she licked her lips again and shook her head. "No. Don't get up." 
 
    There I was, on my hands and knees, and she didn't want me to get up? It didn't make any sense, not at the time anyway. Now, thinking back, I know exactly what was happening. 
 
    Back in college, some of my friends and I would play these games where we would try to figure out what the weirdest fetishes might be. It was juvenile and immature, but there was one more way to talk about sex. Whenever we discussed different tastes, we always assumed that it would be the guys. It never really occurred to us that women might have their own unique approaches to arousal and desire. I never thought of Melissa or what unusual fantasies might have swirled behind her eyes. 
 
    "You don't want me to get up?" 
 
    Slowly, she shook her head. There was something almost mechanical about her movements. She was just as lovely as ever, but now I felt this little hint of fear run down the back of my neck. 
 
    "I want you to eat the cookies." 
 
    I swallowed, very nervous. She sounded unusual. 
 
    I mean, I was about to eat them anyway before I knocked the glass over. This shouldn't have been all that strange or odd...but it was. 
 
    Even though I didn't really understand what was going on, I tentatively reached  down with my right hand. I picked up one of the dry cookies, and that's when Melissa shook her head. "No. Don't use your hands." 
 
    My expression must have tightened with confusion, but I thought about it, and then it dawned on me. Did she really want me to just bow forward and eat off of the plate? 
 
    It seemed so strange, but I started to move. 
 
    Standing above me, Melissa reached a down, and I couldn't believe it, but she pressed against her slit. She was wearing a pair of tight shorts. They would have been good to work out in. Nice and snug, they left very little to the imagination. I loved them on her. 
 
    I dipped my head down, and I picked up one of the cookies. I lifted my head without getting off of my hands and knees. 
 
    That's when Melissa stopped herself. Our eyes met, and she crouched down next to me. "Good boy. There is a very good boy," she said. 
 
    I still had half a cookie in my mouth, so she placed her hand against that sugary treat. She pushed it the rest of the way into my mouth. "Such a good boy." She was petting my head, my neck, my back. 
 
    Again and again, I wanted to ask her something. I needed to figure out what was going on. Questions popped up in my head, but she grabbed another cookie, and she held it out for me. It sat there right on the palm of her hand. 
 
    With her other hand, she kept rubbing herself, working her two fingers up and down the length of her opening. She was masturbating right there in front of me. 
 
    Even though I wanted to figure out what was going on, I didn’t dare try to break the spell. 
 
    Here's the thing about Melissa. When we first got together, we started having sex, and I made it abundantly clear that I would do anything and everything I could to be a good boyfriend. Other guys get worried about going down on their girls? They get freaked out about the idea of licking her pussy? 
 
    As far as I was concerned, they're fools. Melissa was perfect, and I wasn't about to get squeamish when it came to her pleasure. 
 
    Over and over again, I told her that I would be good with anything she wanted. Well, at the very least, we could talk about it. 
 
    Throughout our relationship, I never saw her masturbate. Sure, we would be making out on the couch or something, and I would reach my hand between her legs, and I would stroke her gently, working her up. She would respond, so I would feel the moisture soaking her panties or along the contours of my digits. I could turn her on, but she never seemed to pant with wild abandon. She never became desperately horny. I mean, Melissa could lick her lips or flip her hair or smile at me in just the right way, and I would get hard. I didn't seem to have the same effect on her, which scared the heck out of me. I kept wondering if I wasn't big enough or strong enough. 
 
    But there she was, holding a cookie, and she couldn't even control herself. She had to touch herself. 
 
    I didn't want to break the spell, so I leaned forward, and I started to eat the cookie from the palm of her hand. 
 
    "Good boy. Who's a good little puppy?" 
 
    Puppy? 
 
    For a second, I think that I must've misheard her. Only it started to make sense. She wasn’t massaging me. No, she was petting me...like I was actually a dog...a puppy. 
 
    So I took a risk. 
 
    I barked. It was a silly, childish little sound, like something a lapdog might make. "Wruff! Wruff-wruff!" But then, I had no idea what this girl wanted. 
 
    As I made those sounds, I looked down, thinking that I must have sounded ridiculous. There was no way she wanted me to behave like a dog. Even as I thought about it, the whole thing seemed completely insane. 
 
    She stopped petting me, and I reluctantly looked up. I was getting ready to apologize. 
 
    She showed me her teeth, and she pounced. 
 
    Melissa ripped off my shirt. She literally tore the buttons away. I sat up, and she yank the cloth off of my shoulders. She grabbed my T-shirt, pulling it up and over my head. Everything seemed to happen so fast. 
 
    She started kissing me even as she held me down. I mean, she's lighter than me, so I probably could have pushed her away or rolled myself on top of her. But there was something frightening about her, something animalistic and primal. She wouldn't be denied. 
 
    That much was clear. 
 
    She was panting, and I could already feel her nipples even though she hadn't taken off a stitch of clothing. She rubbed herself against me. She had her legs spread as she straddled me. She worked her hips forward and back. She was grinding like a bitch in heat. 
 
    "I want you. I want you so bad!" She growled out those words. "You're just a horny puppy, aren't you? You’re my horny little dog." 
 
    Even though I didn't understand exactly what was going on, I barked again like a good boy. As I did so, she started kissing me. 
 
    Next, she worked on my pants. She pulled my belt out from its loops. Next, she yanked my trousers down along with my boxers. At the same time, she worked her shorts off. Soon, she was naked from the waist down. 
 
    "Show me what my good little puppy can do," she ordered. 
 
    Suddenly, I was no longer feeling the pressure of her hands on my wrists. Instead, she got up, and she was on her hands and knees, her legs spread. 
 
    I climbed up on top of her, and I pushed forward, thrusting my cock into her wet opening. 
 
    This time, she started to moan with wild abandon. Seriously, we had been together for a while, and I loved this girl so much, but I had never made her this horny. While I didn't know exactly what was going on, I still surrendered to that animalistic glee. 
 
    I pumped forward, thrusting. I knew that I probably looked like a little dog, but I didn't care. I barked again and again. 
 
    "Yes, that's a good boy. Do a trick. Do a trick for your owner!" Melissa called out. I barked; she climaxed hard within the span of just a few seconds. Her pussy clenched, and that's when I lost control. 
 
    When I pulled back, I fell on my side. Gasping, I glanced over at Melissa, only it seemed like I didn't know this girl at all. 
 
      
 
    That night, we talked. 
 
    Just before bed, I decided I had to broach the subject. 
 
    It was obvious that Melissa didn't want to talk about it. Or at least, she wasn't going to bring it up first. Normally, she loved aggression. She was bold and brave. Few things could hold her back. But when it came to this, whatever it was, she didn't want to bring it up first. 
 
    I remember distinctly. I was holding her. I had my arm wrapped around her, and my eyes were closed. I could hear her breathing. My heart was pounding, and my mouth felt dry. 
 
    Again and again, I told myself I didn't need to do this. This could have just been some random fluke. 
 
    But no, I wanted to be a good boyfriend, which meant learning everything I could about her. I had to understand exactly what she craved. 
 
    I mean, I could make guesses, but that wasn't good enough. Melissa deserved so much better than that. 
 
    "Are you asleep?" I asked, almost whispering. In the silence of her bedroom, my voice seemed unusually loud. 
 
    "No." 
 
    "Do you want to talk?" 
 
    "Yes." 
 
    It seemed that Melissa wasn't going to make this easy. Okay, I told myself. I could still do this. She was feeling shy. Despite her beauty, she could be insecure just like anyone else. 
 
    "Can we talk about what happened today?" 
 
    Again, she answered with a monosyllabic response, "Yes." 
 
    I took a breath, and I continued. "What happened?" 
 
    She didn't answer right away. I squeezed her tighter. I needed to reassure her. "It's okay. You can tell me. I love you, Melissa, and I want to be here for you. I want to give you anything and everything you want." 
 
    She curled up, and I wondered if I had said the wrong thing. Only then, she started to speak. 
 
    "I don't know why I like this so much, but I have this fantasy." She stopped, and I didn't say anything. I wanted to give her the opportunity to speak for herself. Maybe she realized this or maybe she was just busy getting her thoughts in order. Either way, she kept going. "I have this thing where I like the idea of treating my boyfriend like he's a dog. I don't know why. I just love the notion of him being this cute pet, crawling around on the floor, eating out of my hand, licking, even humping my leg." 
 
    "It turns you on," I said. 
 
    "Yeah, it turns me on." She tensed up again. "Does that make me a freak?" 
 
    For a second, I was tempted to laugh, except I stopped myself because it occurred to me. Melissa really believed that. Or she was really afraid of it anyway. 
 
    "No, you aren’t a freak. You aren’t a freak, you aren't weird, and you're not a pervert. If this is what you like, that's fine. I want to give you what you want. Please, will you let me?" 
 
    It was dark, pretty much total black in her bedroom, but I felt her shift. She rolled over, and I knew that she was facing me. 
 
    "Is that what you really want?" 
 
    "Melissa, I want to make you happy." And to prove that I was sincere, I added, "Besides, today was really hot. I've never seen you get that excited before." 
 
    This time, she grabbed me, wrapping her arms around me. She squeezed me as tight as she could. Actually, Melissa was pretty strong despite her petite frame. It started to hurt a little bit. But it was a good pain because it meant that she felt safe. 
 
    "I love you," she said. "I'm just worried about scaring you off. I mean, this isn't exactly normal." 
 
    "I don't care about normal. I care about you," I said. Yes, I was doing my best to tell her in the right words, but this had to make her feel safe. It had to make her feel like she could tell me anything. 
 
    Quiet filled the room for a little while. In fact, I started to wonder if Melissa had actually fallen asleep. But then she started to whisper. "Do you think we can actually play a game like this?" 
 
    "Absolutely." 
 
    She kissed me as she held me. She had the power, and she wasn't about to let it go. Little did I know, I had just given her permission to take a first step in a direction that would lead us to something I never could have predicted. 
 
      
 
    I woke up with her whispering in my ear. "Hey there, boy. Who's a good boy? Guess what, boy? We're going to play today." All of the uncertainty had vanished from her voice. I could hear it, that excitement thrumming through her every word. 
 
    I rolled over, and I leaned up to kiss her, but Melissa pressed two fingers to my mouth. She pushed me down onto the sheets and blankets. I opened my eyes and there she was. Her dark hair framed her face so perfectly. Morning sunlight glinted along those tresses. Damn, she was incredible. 
 
    And she was about to own me. 
 
    "Good morning, puppy." 
 
    Puppy. Those two words were enough to make me think of yesterday, about sex, of what she wanted. 
 
    I looked up at her, only I wasn't exactly sure what to do, so I slid out my tongue, and I began to pant. Not only that, I brought my elbows up to my sides, and I relaxed my wrists, doing my best to make my knuckles look more like paws. 
 
    "There's my good boy. But you know, my good boy shouldn't be wearing clothes. Clothes are for people. Are you people?" 
 
    Although I wasn't sure if she actually wanted an answer, I shook my head from side to side even as I continued to pant like a good puppy dog. 
 
    Melissa was content to answer her own question. "No. Of course not! A dog wear clothing? That's silly!" Then she touched a finger to the corner of her mouth. "Well, actually. Maybe it would be fun to dress you up. I could get you a silly sweater. Would you like that? Would you like to be a little dog in a shirt?" 
 
    My eyes widened, and it felt like she was teasing me, so I shook my head again. 
 
    "Okay. No sweater. For now," she added with a little, impish grin. 
 
    While I was still waking up, Melissa practically vibrated with excitement. She sat me up and grabbed my shirt. She pulled it off of me. A second later, she went for my pants and my boxers. She even took off my socks so that I was soon totally naked. 
 
    "That's better. A little doggie like you shouldn't do something silly like wear clothing." She shook her head from side to side, and it felt like she really was talking down to a small child. Or a pet. Definitely a pet. "We have a busy day ahead of us! We have to work on your training." 
 
    Training? 
 
    "Don't worry. You're a very smart puppy," she said. She straddled me. She grabbed my hands and pushed them down into the mattress. I pushed up against her, if only to see what would happen. With her weight on top of me and her strength pushed in my direction, Melissa held me down. 
 
    I liked to think that I would have been able to roll out from under her, but I couldn't be entirely sure, even now. 
 
    "Bark for me." 
 
    I bark. I made those little lapdog sounds, and she giggled. 
 
    "Oh hell, I thought I could wait, but I really need an orgasm right now. Can you be a good boy and give me an orgasm?" 
 
    I pressed my lips together, and I swallowed back my nervousness. I didn't know exactly what she wanted, but she made it clear. "Stay right here on your back. Keep your elbows down and your knees up." 
 
    Slowly, I figured out what she wanted: a dog on his back, his belly exposed. This would be the submitting to my owner. 
 
    Because that part was very clear. I may have had many questions, but one thing was obvious. Melissa intended to be the owner. She intended to have complete and total control, absolute power. 
 
    Okay, I told myself. If that's what she wanted, that's what I could give her. 
 
    She sat up, and she pulled off her sweatpants and her panties. Soon, she was only wearing her favorite sleep top, a red T-shirt with a robot painted onto it. 
 
    Melissa positioned herself above my head, her knees pressed down into the mattress, her hands on the headboard. She lowered herself down, her pussy just inches away from my face now. "You know what little dogs love to do? Yes, they love to bark, they love to lick even more. Lick. Lick little doggie." 
 
    Tentatively, I slid my tongue up toward her crevice. Just as I started to lick her, it became clear. This girl was turned on. The arousal must have been pounding through her. In fact, maybe she had been thinking and fantasizing about this all night. I had never felt her this wet before. 
 
    Gentle probing wouldn't satisfy her. She pressed down, aggressively pushing her pussy down against my face. I had no choice. I licked her, going deep. And as I did so, I could feel the heat and tension playing out in her clitoris. That engorged button was right there. 
 
    "That's right, good dog. Yeah, keep going. Lick little puppy. Lick like a good dog. Yeah, you know your place, don't you? You belong at my feet. You want to service your owner. That's right. I'm your master. I own you. Keep licking." 
 
    I did as she commanded, but one word echoed inside of my head. Master. Really? Wasn't she supposed to be my mistress? 
 
    Despite my confusion, I obeyed like a good boy. I licked her, sweeping my tongue up and down, left and right, in tight little circles. 
 
    Everything happened so fast. In one moment, I was waking up. In the next, she was holding me down. In the next, she had me on my back, her pussy pressed down into my mouth. I licked, I licked as fast as I could, and she quickly came. She grabbed onto the headboard, holding on tight. She threw her head back, her dark hair splashing against her shoulders. 
 
    "Yes! That's it! Keep going! Yes, yes, yes!" Her body tensed, and she wanted to say more, yet she ran out of oxygen. 
 
    When she finished with the orgasm, Melissa fell down onto the bed. But she wasn't finished with her dog. She pulled me into her arms again. "There's a good boy," she said. 
 
    She petted me, working her fingers along my sides, over my back, and along the contours of my neck. 
 
    "Such a good little dog. That's right. I'm going to train you so thoroughly. I'm going to make sure that you are the best behaved puppy in the whole wide world. How does that sound?" 
 
    "Good?" I said. 
 
    "No," Melissa replied without a drop of doubt in her voice. "Since you're going to be a good puppy, that means you don't speak like a man. How do puppies speak again?" 
 
     I was supposed to bark, so that's exactly what I did, "Wruff...wruff?" I wasn't entirely certain of myself, but that didn't seem to bother Melissa at all. She giggled, practically squealing like a little girl with a brand-new toy. She squeezed me again, her arms tight around me. I tugged and struggled just a little bit, and that made her laugh even more. 
 
    "You're going to be such a good little doggie for me!" 
 
      
 
    Part of me had believed that one orgasm would be enough, that I would go down on her, and then she would be satisfied. 
 
    Before all of this, Melissa did get horny from time to time. There would be nights where we go watch a movie, and it wouldn't be very good, so we would start to make out. We would press our bodies against one another, our lips teasing each other, and she would feel my erection. I'd slide my hand down into her panties, and she would be moist...so we'd go at it, grappling like wild creatures in the night. 
 
    We'd pant for one another, desperate and grateful to be together. I'd kiss her, nip her neck, and fondle her. She'd run her fingers along my cock, gripping me with just enough force to bring me to the edge of an orgasm. Melissa has always been really good about being able to tell when I was about to climax. She has always known how to control my orgasms. 
 
    Which meant that she has made me really, really horny. There were a couple of times where I was almost on my knees, begging. Granted, I never got quite that far. But I came close. 
 
    But this was different. Whenever Melissa and I fooled around, she never really went wild with desire. She never whimpered or panted with desperation. Yeah, she was into it, but it was different. 
 
    Maybe that was one more reason why I was always nervous that I would lose her unless I did my absolute best to make her happy. 
 
    In any case, I started thinking about that first night and the following morning. On both occasions, Melissa seemed to lose control. It was incredible, seeing her eyes blaze with that primal need. 
 
    I finally managed to make my girlfriend incredibly, wildly, uncontrollably horny. 
 
    And all it meant was giving up my manhood to become her puppy dog. 
 
    Okay. I loved this girl. I could do it. 
 
    After her orgasm, she fell down onto the bed, and I curled up next to her. She kept petting me, stroking her fingers along my skin. She rubbed me, occasionally pinching my buttocks. 
 
    We relaxed for a while, and then she climbed back up on top of me. She looked down into my eyes. "Are you ready for some training?" There was something about the tone of her voice that made it very clear she wouldn't take anything but "yes" for an answer. 
 
    "I'm ready," I replied. 
 
    "Not quite yet," she said. 
 
    Despite her first orgasm, she rolled off of the bed. She practically jumped across the room. She went to her dresser, and she opened the bottom drawer. 
 
    That was odd. As far as I knew, there wasn't anything in there. She rummaged around through some old panties and socks before coming up with what she really wanted. 
 
    "Get up on your hands and knees, puppy boy." 
 
    I obeyed. I got on all fours, and I watched as she came closer. That's when I saw exactly what she was holding, a collar, a dog collar. Bright blue, made from some kind of canvas material, it dangled from her hand for a few seconds. She let me get a good look at it. There were white stars along the sides. 
 
    "This is going to be your collar. When I put it on you, you become my puppy, and you aren't allowed to take it off. Now, I don't like the idea of punishing my little puppy dog, but I will. You have a very cute bottom, and I think I can spank it pretty easily." 
 
    I swallowed again, doing my best to pretend I wasn't nervous. 
 
    Melissa must have noticed. 
 
    But she didn't talk to me like I was a man. Instead, her fingers went back down to the sides of my neck as she stroked me. I dipped my head down, enjoying every light caress. "Oh, don't be nervous, little doggie boy. This is where you belong. You're going to be mine, and I'm going to take such good care of you. Because that's how this works. I'm your master, and you're going to be my dog. I'm going to have so much fun training you and playing with you. And don't worry. I'm sure I can show you how to enjoy your new life." 
 
    New life? 
 
    But then, she reached up, bringing the collar around my neck. I felt the rough material glide along my skin. Then I heard it. 
 
    CLICK. 
 
    That quick, sharp snap of plastic reverberated through my body, echoing along the walls of the room. 
 
    There. She had done it. She had put me in a dog collar. 
 
    I was naked in front of her, and she patted me on the head. "Stay right here on the bed. Enjoy your privilege. Puppies aren't always allowed on the bed," she said. Then she spun around, and she went back to get dressed. She pulled on her panties and sweats. 
 
    From there, she came back up to me. "Let's go train my puppy dog," Melissa said. She put her hand on the back of my neck, her finger hooking into material of my collar. She pulled me forward, helping me to get down onto the floor. 
 
    I started to stand, but only for a moment. Her hand went to the top of my head. "You know where you belong," she chided. 
 
    Reminding myself that I could do this, I started to crawl after her. Melissa let go of my collar as she practically skipped forward. I looked up at her, and she was grinning. More than that, a different kind of ecstasy and excitement blazed along her eyes. 
 
    "Come on, puppy," she said, slapping her thigh. 
 
    I crawled forward, tentative. Luckily, we had carpeted floors, so this wasn't too difficult on my knuckles and knees. 
 
    "Into the living room," she said, darting forward. She rushed out of the room, walking backwards. 
 
    For my part, I had to go much more slowly. 
 
    It's hard to go fast when you're crawling. That's something I didn't really realize until that moment. 
 
    When we made it to the living room, Melissa already had a ball on her hand. It was a squishy yellow stress ball with a smiley face painted on one side. 
 
    "What are you going to do with that?" 
 
    "Well," Melissa responded. "We were going to start your training, but I see that a little bit of discipline is going to be necessary first. You know why? Do you know why we need to discipline you first?" 
 
    She strode over to me and leaned forward. Because I was still down on all fours, I had to lift my head and strain my neck to look up at her. She was grinning again. Her tone was loaded with this patronizing timbre. "We have to discipline you first because you forgot that you only bark. That's how puppies talk. Well, they bark and they whimper." 
 
    With that, Melissa patted me on the head. Then she walked over to our sofa. She sat down, and she tapped her thighs. "Here, boy. Here, boy!" She sounded so happy. 
 
    I crawled over to her like a good little dog. She motioned for me to get up onto the couch; I obeyed. Then she grabbed my collar and pulled me forward. I fell down onto her lap, and she grabbed my ass. "I don't like to punish my puppy, but I will when he forgets how to behave. You need to remember. I'm the master. You're the pet." 
 
    I hadn't forgotten, but I didn't know what was coming next either. 
 
    Melissa raised her hand up. I could feel the shift in her body. But she didn't spank me right away. No, she wanted to enjoy the moment, to let the tension linger within my body. 
 
    Then she brought her hand down in a quick strike. She slammed her palm against my buttocks. 
 
    It hurt. It hurt more than I expected. 
 
    I gritted my teeth, refusing to make any sounds, however. I didn't want to disappoint her. Okay, so she was going to be my owner and I had made a mistake. I was going to learn this lesson. 
 
    Unfortunately for me, I couldn't explain any of that. I couldn't make any promises. 
 
    "You have to be a good little puppy for your owner. Yes, you do. You want to do as you're told. You want to be obedient." She giggled. "For you, being my best friend means doing as you're told. You can do it. You can learn all of these commands because I think you're smart little doggie." 
 
    She spanked me, her hand jumping from one buttock to the other and back again. 
 
    And when she finished, my skin was red. The stinging seemed to drill straight into my brain. She rolled me over. "Bark. Bark for your owner." 
 
    I was ashamed because my eyes were wet. But more than that, it felt like I was losing something. 
 
    Even so, I barked like a good little puppy dog. "Wruff!" It was just one sound, but it pleased her immensely. She flashed me another one of those gorgeous grins, and she started petting me. Her hands went down to my chest, my stomach. She ran her fingertips and nails along my legs. Damn, it felt good. 
 
    But that was only the beginning. 
 
    "There's a good boy," she said, patronizing me again. 
 
    I would have complained, only I wasn't allowed to speak. More importantly, Melissa started to touch me right between my legs. Her hand went down to my cock. She stroked my member, once, twice. And I was right there on her lap. I could see in the soft curves of her perfect, firm breasts. 
 
    So of course, I got hard immediately. She knew this was going to happen, so she manipulated me. She stroked her fingertips up and down my shaft. "The puppy likes that, doesn't he? Yes, of course he does. He's such a good little dog. He's such a good little pet. He knows where he belongs, doesn't he? Yes, he does!" 
 
    This time, she didn't need an answer from me.  She supplied the rhetorical questions along with the answers. There was no need to hear me say anything. As far as she was concerned, I was just a pet. 
 
    That's how she saw me. I could see it in her eyes, in her expression. Melissa was starting to change. 
 
    "Okay, boy. Back on the floor." 
 
    Reluctantly, I rolled off of her lap and I crawled back down onto the carpet. Positioning myself on my knees and knuckles, I lifted my head and looked back at her. 
 
    "There are a couple of tricks you have to learn to please your master. Are you ready? Are you ready, boy?" 
 
    I barked. Yes, I was ready. 
 
    "First, are you a happy boy?" 
 
    I barked again. I was happy, mostly because she looked so pleased with me. That's the thing about becoming a human puppy. You have this owner, and you want to do whatever it takes to make her happy. Everything else falls away. You don't think about bills or taxes or house maintenance. You don't worry about of the car payment. 
 
    There's just this girl, this beautiful girl, and I wanted to satisfy her. 
 
    So yeah, I was a happy boy. 
 
    "What do happy little puppies do? How do they show that they’re happy?" 
 
    I blinked once, considering this. Then, without even thinking of the answer inside of my head, I started to wiggle my buttocks from side to side. 
 
    "That's right! A little dog like you loves to wag. There we go. Keep wagging. Now pant. Show me just how happy you are. Show me that you're grateful to be my dog. You want to be my dog. You want to be my pet. Nothing makes you happier." 
 
    I did as she asked, panting and rotating my bottom from side to side. Did I feel silly? Oh yes. Did that stop me? No way. 
 
    Melissa got up, and she walked over to me again. She dropped onto her knees, and she patted me. Her fingers roamed along my back, over my shoulders and down my neck. 
 
    "I know what you really want," said my girlfriend. But at that moment, she wasn't my girlfriend. She became my master. And she cemented her authority over me as she stroked the underside of my scrotum. Then her fingers moved up over my balls, all the way to my shaft. She was teasing me again. She squeezed, just enough to make sure I was nice and hard. Now I really was panting. My heart pounded in my chest. 
 
    I needed relief, but I wasn't going to get it, not from this beautiful girl. 
 
    After all, she wasn't done playing with me. 
 
    "Such a good boy. I love looking at you. I mean, I see you, and I know that you want to please me. You do want to please me, don't you?" 
 
    "Wruff!" I barked loud. 
 
    "Good boy!" Melissa strokeed the top of my head with one hand and my cock with her other. She worked me up, relaxing me and arousing me all at the same time. It wasn't fair, especially because it made it harder and harder to think. 
 
    Maybe that was the entire point. 
 
    And then she stopped and she stood above me. 
 
    Throughout our relationship, I had the advantage because I'm several inches taller than Melissa, at least when I'm on my feet. But at that moment, I was down on the floor. 
 
    "You know what else puppies like? Puppies like to do tricks. Like right now, I want to see you roll over. Roll over, puppy." 
 
    Considering what else I'd done, this didn't seem so bad. I threw my weight to the left, rolling onto my shoulder, my stomach, then back up onto my hands and knees. 
 
    "Not bad," Melissa allowed. "But I think you can do better. Go ahead. Roll over. Roll over, boy!" As she issued the command, she clapped her hands together, and I obeyed. I rolled around on the floor. Did I feel silly? Absolutely. Did it matter? Not even a little bit. 
 
    Melissa had her human puppy, she had me, and I was going to do my absolute best to please her! 
 
    Besides, it started to feel good. As I rolled around on the floor, I surrendered everything I had. I was just going to be her doggie, so I didn't think and I didn't worry. I just behaved. 
 
    "Good. Now, roll over onto your back," she ordered. 
 
    I obeyed eagerly this time. Once I was on my back, I kept my elbows pushed down against my sides, and I lifted up my knees. 
 
    Melissa dropped down beside me, and her hands glided along my skin. 
 
    I wiggled my hips from side to side, hoping that she would realize what I wanted, what I needed. 
 
    "Oh, is someone a horny little dog? Are you a horny dog?" Barking the affirmative, I nodded my head down and up. At the same time, I panted, my tongue sliding forward and back. 
 
    "Good puppy. Now, do you know what else puppies like to do? Puppies like to lick feet." As she spoke, she lifted up her right leg, and she peeled off her sock. She threw it off to the side. She did the same thing with her left foot. 
 
    From there, Melissa sat down, and she crossed her legs. She wiggled her toes in my direction. I studied the red polish along each one. They shined under the light. 
 
    My throat clenched up a little bit. 
 
    She wanted me to be her dog. She wanted me to be her pet. 
 
    I crawled forward, my eyes on her. I opened my mouth and leaned forward. I flicked my tongue along one of her toes. "Silly boy. That tickles," she said. She didn't tell me to stop, so I kept going. I ran my tongue along her toes. I licked eagerly. 
 
    It was fun. It was easy. It felt good, especially when she started to giggle. 
 
    "Okay, okay! You can stop now," she said, but I figured that I was going to be a naughty puppy. 
 
    I kept licking, and then she grabbed my collar and pulled me forward. "Naughty little puppy," she said that while she was laughing. And then her hand came down on my back side. She spanked me. 
 
    One, two, three, four times. 
 
    Each swat on my behind stung, but her laughter made it worthwhile. 
 
    Then she let me go, and she smiled at me. She put her hands on my cheeks. "You're such a silly boy! Yes, you are! Silly boy!" 
 
    Melissa let go, so I fell back onto my knees and elbows. 
 
    "One more trick," she said. She picked up that squishy, yellow ball, and she rolled it down across the floor. "Fetch! Fetch, boy!" 
 
    I turned around and crawled over to the ball. 
 
    I was about to pick it up when I remembered that I was her pet dog. Instead, I leaned my head down, and I dug my teeth into the yielding rubber. Then I spun around and I crawled back over to my master. 
 
    Melissa took the ball from me. 
 
    "Good boy!" I wanted her to touch my cock again. Instead, her hands played along my hair. She massaged my scalp, lightly scratching and stroking me for a few more seconds. It felt so good! 
 
    I bowed my head down, and then she called out, "Fetch boy!" Melissa had already thrown the ball. I heard it thump against of the far wall. 
 
    Right away, I spun around and rushed after the ball. I snatched it up between my teeth and pivoted again. Crawling as fast as I could, I raced back to my owner. 
 
    Melissa took it from my mouth, and she patted me on the head again. "Good boy. Such a good boy. Now, I want you to sit very still. Sit, boy. Can you do that for me? Sit." Her voice alternated between commanding and asking. 
 
    Sitting up straight, I keep my elbows at my sides as I held up my knuckles. They really did look like little puppy paws right then. 
 
    Melissa stood, and she dropped her sweats to the floor. 
 
    Wearing her panties and T-shirt, she sat down again. She spread her legs, stretching her knees apart as she looked at me. "No noise, no movement," she ordered. "Show me that you can be an obedient boy. Sit." 
 
    As she spoke, she licked her fingertips and moved them down along her body. She slid her hand past the elastic of her panties. She started touching herself. My eyes moved down toward her crotch, but I couldn't move. Her command wasn't magical or mystical, but there was something about this girl, about the way she could manipulate and toy with me. 
 
    So I didn't move, no matter how badly I wanted to. 
 
    Even when she closed her eyes, panting, gasping, beginning to moan, I still didn't move. 
 
    When she looked at me again, she was on the verge of an orgasm. Her lower lip trembled, and her mouth was wide open. And yet, she still managed to grin at me. "Such a good dog," she breathed out. Her fingers moved up and down her crevice. 
 
    Then she called out. "Yes!" She fell back into the soft folds of the couch. 
 
    I needed to move. I couldn't stand it! So I crawled forward, and I nuzzled her knee. I started whimpering. 
 
    Was this right? Would she be upset with me because I disobeyed her command? 
 
    She grabbed me, her hands firm against my cheeks. She looked down at me. "Does my boy want some attention? Does he want some relief?" 
 
    I barked again, my eyes widened, the desperation pounding through every noise I made. Yes! Yes, I wanted an orgasm so badly! 
 
    "Good boy," she said. She dropped her panties. She stood above me, and then she lowered herself down onto her hands and knees. "Come on. Let's do this doggy style." Sure, she was on all fours, but that didn't change the power dynamic because this girl exuded authority. She was in charge, and she wasn't about to give up or give in. She owned me. 
 
    So even though I crawled forward and positioned myself behind her, I knew that I was her plaything. 
 
    "Go ahead, horny puppy. Just be sure to bark." 
 
    "Wruff-wruff-wruff!" I called out each sound as I slid forward, my cock aimed right for her opening. Once again, she was so wet, so horny. 
 
    She was gasping as I slid into her. 
 
    "Good boy. Such a good dog!" 
 
    With every thrust, it felt like I surrendered a piece of myself. I was no longer a man, no longer her boyfriend. I was an obedient pet. 
 
    I was so grateful for her attention, for her proximity. Nothing could make me happier or more satisfied than being close to her. I pushed in deep, one movement after another. I would pull back, and I kept barking like a good boy. 
 
    Pretty soon, however, I ran out of air. As I gasped, puffing from one sound to the next, I couldn't bark anymore. 
 
    Melissa didn't seem to care. 
 
    She was lost to her own haze of ecstasy. And then I felt it, that explosion rippled through her body, tensing her pussy. I kept going, however, grinding forward and back. I couldn't stop. Despite the exhaustion, I kept going and going until I couldn't possibly hold the orgasm back anymore. "Enjoy your treat! Enjoy your treat, boy!" I couldn't tell if I really heard those words or if they were just echoes in my imagination. 
 
    Either way, I came harder than I ever had before. Then I collapsed, dropping down onto my side. 
 
    Melissa crawled over to me, and she rested her head on my chest. She kissed me once. "Good boy," she said. 
 
    Despite the fatigue permeating my limbs, I started wagging my hips. 
 
      
 
    We started playing regularly. 
 
    Melissa would smile at me impishly and ask, "Are you up for some puppy time?" 
 
    Most of the time, I would say yes. Not only that, just those words, puppy time, would be enough to make me hard. I would instantly start thinking about how it would feel. 
 
    But there was something else. When we played, something within me changed. Obviously, I was the same person, but there was this new aspect to my identity. I stopped being the guy who had to worry about everything. Instead, I was a dog. And yes, I still had responsibilities. I wanted to please my owner, but it felt entirely different. 
 
    This other aspect became stronger and stronger as we played. 
 
    There would be times when Melissa and I would be out with friends, and she would reach over and stroke the back of my neck. It would require all of my self-control not to start panting. Or she would say something, and I would be tempted to bark or growl like an animal. Sometimes, I just wanted to drop down onto my hands and knees so that I could be at her feet. More than anything, it felt like that's where I belonged. 
 
    It scared me sometimes. 
 
    And then it really freaked me out because Melissa went shopping. 
 
      
 
    Of course, she couldn't just go out and buy this gear from Wal-Mart or Target. It had to be specially made. 
 
    Melissa ordered a lot of stuff from the Internet, so I hardly noticed when there were a couple of extra boxes on the dining room table in her house. But then, she called me over. "Puppy, get in here, puppy." 
 
    Even though I was fully dressed, I got down on my hands and knees, and I crawled forward. It took me longer, but Melissa was patient. 
 
    Ambling over to her, I stopped at her feet. I nuzzled her shin to her knee. I dipped my head down and rubbed the tip of my nose along her sandals. It was tempted to lick her, but I already knew that would get me in trouble. I didn't want a spanking, so I behaved myself. 
 
    "Guess what? I have something special for you," she said. 
 
    I tilted my head to the side. It was almost like I couldn't exactly understand her. On the one hand, there was my human intelligence, the awareness of language and all of those many complexities that go into everyday life. And yet, above that, coalescing along the surface of my thoughts, I was just a dog. My owner called me, so I came. After that, I didn't know what she wanted. 
 
    "I have something special for you, puppy." Melissa placed her hands on her knees. She had a large, cardboard box next to her on the couch. I rested my chin on her knee and waited for her to explain. 
 
    Rather than answer my unspoken questions, Melissa opened the boxes. She tore through the tape. She popped open the lid. And then she started to take out the paper padding. 
 
    "This is going to be very special for you. I can't wait to see it on you." 
 
    My first thought was that she had purchased me a new collar. We had several. 
 
    Sometimes, Melissa and I wandered around, and if we ended up at a pet shop, she would make sure that we stopped. Frequently, Melissa would find something that she thought was adorable. That might mean a black collar with a red bow tie attached. It could be decorated with stars. Or maybe it would have some symbol or emblem she really liked. 
 
    But this box was too big for just a collar. What else could be in there? 
 
    Melissa reached into the box, and she pulled something out. At first, it just looked like this chunk of leather. It had a triangular shape, buckles, and that was pretty much it. 
 
    "You know what this is?" 
 
    Obediently, I shook my head from side to side. 
 
    She giggled. "This is a puppy sleeve. You see, it goes on your arm, and it makes it so that you can't use your hands or bend your elbow. You know why I would put this on you?" 
 
    Although I didn't answer, I could feel this cold worry begin to spread through my body. "I would put this on you to make sure that you would have to be a puppy. You see, there wouldn't be any making mistakes. You wouldn't be able to stand up or walk around, especially because I have two for your arms and two for your legs." 
 
    Immediately, I understood how the leg braces worked. She would slide them over my knees with my shin bent down against the back of my thigh. Then she would zip it up the side, and my knees would be forced to downward. This way, I would have to scurry around on my elbows and knees. I would effectively be trapped on the floor, just like a puppy dog. 
 
    Because she was getting used to the fact that I wasn't really a person, Melissa reached to down between her legs. She touched her pussy, lightly gliding her fingers along the fabric. Her shorts and panties weren't enough to dull the sensation, especially when she was thinking about what we could do. 
 
    "Now, I'm going to let you play pretend and act like people. How do you feel about wearing this for me?" 
 
    I opened my mouth, only to pause a few seconds later. Then, slowly, I swallowed back my trepidation. This was Melissa. 
 
    I trusted her. She would never do anything to harm me. In fact, it was hard for me not to think of her as my loving master. 
 
    As such, I really had to do anything and everything she wanted. 
 
    "I think, I think I can handle it. I will wear them." 
 
    "Good boy," she said. "Now, take off your clothes. Puppies don't wear clothing, do they?" 
 
    I swallowed again, doing my best not to be nervous. 
 
    The dog collar was one thing. When it was around my neck, it reinforced the psychological bonds that came with behaving like a canine. But this was going to be entirely different. Once my arms went into the sleeves, I wouldn't be able to use my hands. Once those leg braces came on, I wouldn't be able to walk. I wouldn't be able to take them off or put on clothing or use a phone or anything. Hell, I glanced over at the front door. 
 
    Suddenly, turning a knob would be impossible. I would effectively be trapped. 
 
    "You know I love you, don't you, puppy?" 
 
    Melissa leaned forward, and I seized the opportunity. I surrendered to a temptation and I leaned forward, sliding my tongue up her chin, over her lips and along the tip of her nose. 
 
    "Puppy!" Melissa squealed, laughing at my silliness. Just after she wiped the saliva from her face, my girlfriend sat back. 
 
    It was clear from the expression on her face that she really expected me to do this. 
 
    So I pulled off my shirt and my pants, my shoes and my socks. Soon, I was naked before her. And of course, that made me feel even more like her pet dog. My heart kicked in my chest, and she told me to crawl closer. I obeyed. 
 
    Melissa instructed me to lift my elbows up. 
 
    I did that as well, and she took one of the sleeves, pulling it tight over my limb. Then she zipped it into place. First, I tried to flex my fingers. They were now trapped in an attached mitten. I attempted to flex my arm. That didn't work either. 
 
    "Good puppy," she said, patting me on the head. Melissa bound my other arm. 
 
    Next, she put one finger to my head and nudged me back. I fell onto the carpet like a good boy. From there, she straddled me. 
 
    "I'm very impressed with you, puppy. You're showing me that you can be a good boy. I like that. I like knowing that you will obey your master." 
 
    I gritted my teeth for just a second, but she came down onto the floor with me. Melissa stroked her fingertips along my shin, down my thigh and over my cock. Of course, I hardened almost immediately. It helped that she was leaning forward, showing off her cleavage. Damn it. 
 
    Whether I liked it or not or could admit it or not, I was pretty much addicted to this girl. 
 
    "There we go. You look so cute! You are just the best little doggie in the whole wide world!" She clapped her hands together, and then she touched the underside of my chin. She lifted my head and kissed me. 
 
    Meanwhile, she kept stroking my cock, working me up until it felt like I was about to climax. It only took a minute or two, yet Melissa understood exactly what it took. She knew how to touch me, how to tease me, how to work me up into a frenzy. I loved it. 
 
    Then she stopped. 
 
    "Would you like the chance to hump my leg? Would you like that, boy?" 
 
    I nodded my head down and up. 
 
    Would it be undignified? Sure. Would it be humiliating? Definitely. And yet, I still couldn't make myself care. An abstract concept like self-respect didn't mean much, not when my arms were already bound. 
 
    "Let's you get you into your leg braces," she said. 
 
    She grabbed them from the couch and came back around my legs. I stayed on my back, my belly exposed. More than that, I didn't resist as she pulled the leather strips over my legs. Starting with the left, she zipped it on. She proceeded with the right. 
 
    "Very good, puppy boy. Now, I want to see you crawl around for me." 
 
    I barked like a good boy as I moved my weight from the left to the right and back again. I rolled over. It took some getting used to. 
 
    Without the regular use of my arms and legs, everything seemed more difficult. Maybe that was part of the intended goal. In any case, I got up onto my elbows and knees. I was still hard. 
 
    I started to crawl. I made my way across the floor. 
 
    I stopped at the front door. For a second, I lifted my head and looked up at the knob. This time, it wasn't just an extrapolation. It really had become impossible for me to reach up and to take the handle or turn it. 
 
    I was trapped. 
 
    Another thrill of fear ran down my spine. "Come on back, puppy boy!" Melissa called out to me. She smacked her thigh a couple of times. I turned around and trotted back over to her. 
 
    "Good boy. Now, guess what? There's one last piece for my puppy." 
 
    I whimpered, confused. What else could this possibly include? 
 
    She reached back up into the box, and she pulled something out: a mask. It had the sloped features of a canine. There were openings for my eyes. There was also a built-in strap for a rubber gag. 
 
    "This is what you're going to wear like a good little puppy. I want to look down and see my favorite canine boy. Can you do that? Will you wear this for me?" 
 
    Rather than answer directly, I straightened my back, I pushed down against my elbows, and I raised my chin. I made it easier for her to put the mask on me. 
 
    "Good puppy!" She said. 
 
    Before she masked me, Melissa stroked my cheeks and those spots behind my ears. It felt so good. 
 
    I closed my eyes and relaxed. 
 
    Because it was easier than facing the truth of what was about to happen, I didn't look up as she placed the mask over my face. Then I could feel the leather straps as she started to tighten them. 
 
    The aroma of leather filled my nostrils. At the same time, there was extra weight. Everything seemed different. Even as I opened my eyes, my field of vision had been limited. 
 
    "Such a good little puppy," she said. She stroked the back of my neck again. Then she rubbed my back, grazing me with light scratches from her nails. It felt so good! 
 
    "I'm very proud of you. Now, I'm going to let you hump my leg. Come on, puppy," she said, leaning back against the couch. 
 
    Exhaling slowly, I could feel the warmth of my breaths against the inside of the dog mask. For just a second, I shook my head, but I didn't want to convey anything close to "no. Instead, I did it to get a sense of the mask and the restraints that held it on. Could I get this thing off? 
 
    No. That would be pretty much impossible. 
 
    So I crawled over to my master, and I brought myself up against her leg. She was seated on the floor, her back pressed into the couch. 
 
    She stretched her leg out, and I positioned myself above her. 
 
    Damn. That felt so good. Just then, it occurred to me that I wasn't going to be able to masturbate with my arms in the sleeves. 
 
    "I'm going to let you have an orgasm. You get to hump my leg for as long as you want, puppy. Doesn't that sound nice? Aren't you a lucky boy?" Melissa asked me. 
 
    Yes. 
 
    The answer reverberated behind my eyes. I started to move my hips up and down as I rubbed my cock on her leg. Damn. That felt so good! I loved the fact that I have this freedom. 
 
    Only then, Melissa reached into her pocket, and she took out her phone. I could hardly believe it. Was she answering text messages? Was she surfing around online? 
 
    I knew that I could try to speak to her, but if I did, I would certainly lose this privilege. 
 
    So instead, I didn't think about what my master was doing. Instead, I lost myself to the pleasure. I followed my pet instincts. I worked my hips forward and back. I rubbed my cock along her thigh. It felt wonderful. Pleasure coursed through my body; I was so grateful! 
 
    She placed one hand on the back of my head. She was petting me. 
 
    This didn't mean anything to her. 
 
    After all, I was the dumb animal. I was the one that had to succumb to his instincts. She was in absolute control, and she loved it. 
 
    Closer and closer, I came to my orgasm. Finally, I exhaled through my teeth. Not only that, I started to bark. "Wruff-wruff-wruuuuuuf!" I called out those sounds, and I didn't even think of human words. My cock pulsated, blasting my load along her leg. 
 
    "Oh, it looks like my puppy made a mess," she said just as I finished. I rolled off and landed on the carpet, my chest heaving as I tried to get enough air into my lungs. 
 
    Melissa got up, and she went into the kitchen. She dampened a paper towel and cleaned herself off. 
 
    When she came back, I climbed onto my elbows and knees once again. I whimpered, hoping that she was going to take this stuff off of me. 
 
    Instead, Melissa got down on her knees, and she looked into my eyes. 
 
    "Puppy, I think you're going to stay in that gear for a couple of hours. I'm not ready to let you be my boyfriend again, not yet. Okay?" That's when she reached down and tapped the tip of my nose. 
 
      
 
    Obviously, I could have tried to argue with her. I mean, she wasn't going to keep me in the stuff against my will, was she? No. No way, I told myself. And yet, there was something so exhilarating and intoxicating about not knowing for sure. 
 
    Maybe I was going to beg and she would just laugh at me. Or perhaps she would make me come again, only to grab me by the back of my neck and thrust my face down into my come. Those thoughts spun through my head. I thought of a bunch of different punishments for a dog. 
 
    But I didn't say anything. I didn't ask her to release me from the gear that kept me as her canine companion. Instead, I nuzzled her, and Melissa decided that she wanted to watch TV. I curled up on her lap, I closed my eyes, and I surrendered to the drained satisfaction that came immediately after my orgasm. 
 
    My Master petted me, and I relaxed. 
 
      
 
    Eventually, Melissa did let me out. But every time I went into that gear, I had to worry about what was going to happen. 
 
    I suppose it's a lot like a roller coaster. You feel the restraint harness come down on you, and it's good because you know that you are supposed to be safe, but you are also restrained. Security and fear war against one another as you get ready to be zipped along some roller coaster track. 
 
    Every time she puts me in that gear, I know that I become helpless, that I become completely dependent on her. At those moments, she really does feel like my master, my owner. I become her dog. 
 
    When I'm in that headspace, I love it. I mean, I can just surrender. More importantly, I have this way that I can make her happy. 
 
    Melissa, with her perfect body and shining hair and bright smile and perfect features, is a girl that I shouldn't be able to get. I shouldn't be able to date her or be with her. Every time we have sex, I should think of it as this incredible gift. I mean, if she decides she wants to break up with me, it'll take about five minutes to find someone new. 
 
    In college, one of my teachers said something about how good relationships are built on gratitude. If you want to be happy with your partner, you need to be grateful for him or her. That's the key. 
 
    Okay, so I've mastered that part. 
 
    But I always wondered what would happen if Melissa decided she didn't want this to be a game. After all, there were always those times when we would be at home, and she would call me "puppy." But we wouldn't be playing. For her, it started to seem natural. She wasn't just my girlfriend; more and more, she was becoming my owner. 
 
    Or she would come up behind me while I was doing the dishes, and she would stroke the back of my neck or pet me the same way she might pet a dog. 
 
    And of course, there were those little hints she dropped. 
 
    Sometimes, she would "tease" me. She would say something about how she would love to keep me as her puppy all the time. 
 
    "But I have a job," I would say. 
 
    "Puppies don't have jobs," Melissa would respond. Or maybe she would say something like "does it really matter? I could support a puppy. I don't know if you know this, but I'm pretty well-off." Then she would wink at me. 
 
     On some level, I must have known that she was preparing me. Maybe she knew what she was doing; maybe she didn't. Either way, there was this foundation, and she was building it quickly. Jokes, whispers, and hints help me figure out something. 
 
    And then, she sat me down over dinner one night, and she leaned forward. 
 
    "Can we talk?" 
 
    That sounded ominous. My first thought was that she might be getting ready to break up with me. 
 
    "Sure," I said. I did my best to keep my voice neutral and detached. 
 
    "Would you ever be interested in becoming my puppy, full time?" 
 
    I nearly choked on my piece of steak. "Full-time?" 
 
    "I've loved these last few months," she said to me. "I've loved having you as my pet. I don't think anything could be better than keeping you as a dog all the time." 
 
    I opened my mouth to respond, but she reached across the table. Her fingers glided along my knuckles. She placed her hand above mine. "Just stop and think about it. Before you have some knee-jerk reaction, just remember what it feels like for you." 
 
    "I'm not entirely sure I could do it." 
 
    "You know how I tease you about how you don't have to work? I meant it. You could just be my puppy boy here." 
 
    "And will you get bored?" 
 
    "No. I really don't think so. I mean, I get to see you as my dog, and everything becomes perfect and clear. I love having you under my power, knowing that I'm responsible for you. Whenever you're in that position and in your gear, everything seems to make sense. The world is perfect." 
 
    I stared across the table, looking at her beautiful face. 
 
    When I first saw her, I thought about how she was so far out of my league. Even so, I wanted to try. I mean, just asking her out wouldn't be a mistake, would it? 
 
    "I don't know," I said truthfully. 
 
    "You love being petted. You love being disciplined. I know you do." As those words left her lips, she took another bite, but she was also smiling in my direction. 
 
    Perhaps she knew something I didn't. 
 
    After that, Melissa let it drop, and I assumed that the question had mostly been resolved. If I said I didn't know, than that meant she couldn't try to keep me as her pet. Right? 
 
      
 
    I got to her place early. I let myself in with my key, and I looked around. It always felt odd about getting to her house first. We spent most of our time there, probably because my apartment kind of sucked and her house was basically amazing. 
 
    She had lots of space, a huge living room, the secondary den, the couple of unnecessary bedrooms, extra bathrooms, everything. And me? Yeah, I lived in a one bedroom, one bathroom apartment. Oh, and we don't need to talk about the crappy paint colors or the fact that I'm pretty sure there were rats running through the walls. 
 
    So yeah, we spent pretty much all of our time at her place. 
 
    I took a seat on the couch and pulled out my phone. I started playing some game, wondering exactly when Melissa would get home. You see, by that point, she was late. That almost never happened. Melissa has always been an incredibly punctual creature. I sent her a couple of text messages, but she didn't respond. That made sense. She was probably driving home. Maybe it was traffic. It could have been something else as well. 
 
    Knowing I couldn't really control what was going to happen one way or the other, I relaxed on those squishy cushions. I played my game, guiding the little avatar past different cactuses. Actually, I was on my way to a high score. 
 
    The door opened and slammed shut. 
 
    BOOM. 
 
    That sound shot through the room, explosive, violent. 
 
    Melissa doesn't get angry often, but when she does, she knows how to scare me. I knew I didn't do anything wrong, but she kicked off her shoes and stomped into the room. "I just had a really, really bad day." She had her hands on her hips. 
 
    "What can I do for you?" I asked. 
 
    I put my phone away, and I stood up next to her. I reached out tentatively. 
 
    My girlfriend pressed herself up against my chest, and I slid my arms around her. I squeezed her tight, making sure that she knew she was safe, making sure that she knew she was loved. I could feel the straps of her bra underneath her blouse. Her breasts pressed into me. Damn. This felt good. I loved knowing that I could be there for her. 
 
    "It was just a really, really bad day," she said, pressing her cheek against me. Then she placed her hands against my shoulders and shoved me back. 
 
    "You want to talk about it?" 
 
    Melissa shook her head from side to side. "No. I don't think I want to talk about it." She exhaled slowly. The memories of the day were still fresh, raw. 
 
    "What can I do for you?" 
 
    "Come with me," she said. She grabbed my wrist and pulled. 
 
    In spite of myself, two things happened. First, I figured out exactly what she would want. There was one thing that could always make Melissa feel better. For other girls, it would be maybe chocolate, or a massage. 
 
    Melissa had other tastes. 
 
    Even as I realized what she wanted, my cock started to harden. 
 
    She brought me right into the bedroom, and she shoved me. I landed on my back. 
 
    "Do you really want to make me feel better?" Melissa asked. 
 
    I nodded. It was a quick, timid movement. At that moment, I probably really did come off more like a teacup poodle. 
 
    "Good," she said. She reached down to the far side of the bed, and she yanked out the duffel bag where she kept the puppy gear. 
 
    When I saw it, I knew exactly what was going to happen. I could've fought. I could have resisted. I didn't. 
 
    Melissa sat up straight. By this point, she was straddling me. "Here's the thing. I'm going to put the stuff on you, and once it's on, you're going to be my little doggie, whether you like it or not. So this is your chance to tell me to stop. What's it going to be?" 
 
    Because I wanted to help her, I kept quiet. 
 
    "Puppy it is," she said, as though I had made my own decision. Perhaps I had. 
 
    Melissa grabbed the sleeves. She pulled my shirt off of me. She stripped me down until I was completely naked. Then, because she could, she kissed me. I felt the heat of her body. She was aggressive, her mouth firm against mine. 
 
    I felt like she was claiming me, taking me, and there was nothing I could do about it. To be honest, I was lost in that haze of sensation. 
 
    My girlfriend was perfect, grinding against me in all the right ways. 
 
     First, she started with my mouth. I could taste her cherry lip balm. But then, her hands were moving along my body. She caressed my neck. She moved her mouth along my skin as she touched my thighs. Then, one hand went for my cock. 
 
    I was already hard; I couldn't help myself. 
 
    She pulled away and smiled at me even as her fingers continued to toy with my manhood. "Oh, are you nervous? Are you a scared little puppy?" 
 
    I shook my head from side to side, which only made my girlfriend laugh. Then again, at that moment, she didn't look like my girlfriend at all. No, she seemed more like my master. 
 
    "You're going to be such a cute little puppy for me. You're going to do everything I want. You're going to make me so happy," she said. Then she grabbed my wrists and shoved me down once more. 
 
    She kissed my forehead, the ridge of my nose, my mouth. She pushed against me. 
 
    She had on black yoga pants. They were snug against of those glorious contours. She rubbed her pussy against me. 
 
    I was probably getting little streaks of pre-come between her legs, but she didn't care. After all, this was about power. 
 
    Melissa kept going, working me up. The frenzy built. I wanted to pull away, to try to talk to her. Didn't she want to tell me about her day? Didn't she want to explain what happened? 
 
    Nope. 
 
    Melissa wanted to play with her puppy. She wanted to have some fun with her dog. Nothing else would satisfy her. 
 
    Our eyes met for just a second before she started kissing me again, and that's what I saw. Power. Ambition. Desire. 
 
    She kissed me again, harder this time. She took what she wanted. She squeezed my cock. 
 
    I started to growl, groaning with the desperate desire. More. I wanted more. 
 
    But then, just when I felt like I might come, Melissa pulled away again. She withdrew. With a wicked smirk on her mouth, she shook her head. "If you really want an orgasm, you're going to have to beg to be my puppy first. Beg, boy. Beg for your treat. Beg for your new life." 
 
    New life? What was she talking about? 
 
    Somehow, I couldn't bring myself to really worry about it. So, just as she pulled off of me, I sat up on my knees. Naked, my cock tumescent and on display, I spread my legs and lifted up my hands. I tensed up my fingers, making them appear more like puppy paws. Then I started to whimper. I made the sounds she loved her so much. 
 
    The hunger lingered along her beautiful features for a few more seconds. But then Melissa threw her head back and she started laughing. "Perfect!" 
 
    She pounced, shoving into me. She knocked me on my back. 
 
    And then she picked up one of the sleeves. She grabbed my elbow, sliding my limb into that restrictive case. She zipped it up. She did the other arm. Second by second, she restrained me. Soon, my legs were all that remained. 
 
    That didn't last long. 
 
    Within the span of just a few minutes, she had me zipped up and buckled into place. Now, I could move around only by crawling on my elbows and knees. 
 
    "Let's not forget your little puppy mask," she said to me. 
 
    "Is that, is that really necessary?" 
 
    Melissa didn't answer with words. Instead, she smacked my bottom just once. It was firm, loud, painful. After that, she dropped the mask onto the bed. Then she tightened her fingers around the back of my neck as she forced my head down. "See this? This is your puppy mask. When you're my puppy, you wear it. Yes, you wear it because you're just a dog and I'm your master. That means I decide what you do. I decide how you behave. Isn't that right?" 
 
    I opened my mouth, wondering if I should try to speak. Then I stopped myself at the last moment. No, I couldn't talk back to her. She was in charge; she was my owner. Those two facts glowed bright inside of my head. So, like a good boy, I barked for her. That's what she really wanted from me, so I gave it to her. 
 
    "Good boy!" 
 
    My acquiescence meant that I got another petting. She stroked my cock a couple more times, making me close my eyes and growl. I wanted her to touch me just a little bit more! It was going to feel so good. My body yearned for that release; it was going to be a primal itch, one that only my girlfriend could scratch. 
 
    Once I sat up again, my back straight, my weight on my elbows and knees, Melissa pulled the mask up and over my face. She strapped it on. And when she was done, I glanced over at the mirror. 
 
    I didn't look like a man or a boyfriend. I didn't look like anyone who could wield any kind of power or control. Nope. I had become her puppy dog. 
 
    I opened my mouth again, wondering if I could ask her how long this is going to last. A couple of hours? 
 
    "And we’ll just collar you," Melissa announced. She looped a black, leather collar around my neck. She buckled it into place. Then she attached the leash. 
 
    With the easy grace of a ballerina, my girlfriend slipped off of the bed. She tugged on the leash. "Come on, boy." 
 
    I crawled down onto the floor. It took some doing, but I had gotten good at it over the last few months. 
 
    "By the way, I don't want you to try to take off your braces without permission. I mean, it's pretty much impossible for you to do, but even if you try, that will mean you are in a lot of trouble. Understand?" 
 
    Melissa stopped in the middle of the hallway. Because I didn't see any other choice, I nodded my head. Yes, I understood. 
 
    Melissa crouched down in front of me. "Here's the thing. I love you. But I love having you as my puppy even more. You're such a good little dog." 
 
    What was she saying? 
 
    I looked at her through the openings in my puppy mask. 
 
    Melissa held out her hand. Instinctively, I knew exactly what to do. I followed the trained impulse, and I leaned forward, licking her hand with the tip of my tongue. She started giggling. "That's my boy," she said before taking up the leash once again. 
 
    Obediently, I followed her. Much to my surprise, she took me into the kitchen. From there, she opened up one of the cabinets. "I have something I want to show you," she said. 
 
    Getting up on the tips of her toes, she reached up for one of the cabinets. She opened the door, and I wondered what she was going to pull out. Was it a present or something? 
 
    To be honest, I had never spent much time in her kitchen. I didn't cook, so I would occasionally grab a glass for some water, but that was pretty much it. 
 
    Once she had what she wanted, Melissa went over to the sink. She turned on the water. Then she set something down in front of me. A dog bowl. It was red with little white bones painted onto the sides. 
 
    "What you think? Do you like it?" 
 
    I looked up at her, still confused. 
 
    "Oh, and that reminds me. I have another one for you." 
 
    Melissa got up again, and she took out another bowl. From there, she went over to the fridge. Why? The answer occurred to me, but I could hardly admit it or face it. 
 
    Only then, she set the other bowl down in front of me. 
 
    "There we go. Now, I just want to see you eat and drink like a good little doggie." 
 
    Why? Why did she want to see me eat? This wasn't simply about using the bowls or appreciating her gifts. Instead, she wanted something else. 
 
    Timidly, I leaned my head down, and I licked at the surface of the water. I couldn't really sip, not with the mask on. Instead, I had to slide my tongue along the surface of the water, essentially lapping it up like I was an actual puppy. 
 
    "Very good. Now it's time for you to eat." 
 
    Glancing over at the other bowl, I saw cold meat and little bits of bread. It looked like actual dog food, though I was fairly sure it would not make me sick. 
 
    Could I do this? 
 
    I looked up at her. "Melissa, what's going on?" I asked. 
 
    Big mistake. 
 
    My girlfriend grabbed me. "No. You don't get to talk like a boy. You act like a dog." She squeezed her fingernails down, scratching into the sides of my neck as she forced my lips toward the dog food. 
 
    Obediently, I started eating because I didn't have any other choice. Besides, in this position on the floor, I couldn't possibly break her hold over me. 
 
    After a few more seconds, I started to eat. I opened my mouth, and I took some of the cool, damp meat into my mouth. I chewed, and I swallowed. 
 
    "Okay, so you're finally starting to figure it out, puppy. I want to keep you this way. But don't worry. I'm going to be a very generous owner with you. I'm going to make sure that you get lots of exercise and play. I'm going to make you are my puppy dog, and you're not going to have to think or worry about anything else. Doesn’t that sound great?" 
 
    I tried to pull away just then. She wanted to keep me as her permanent pet? No way. I couldn't let her get away with this! I yanked and twisted, only she didn't let go. Each and every time, she shoved my face back down and the dog bowl. 
 
    "Now, now. Don't be a bad puppy. We both know that if you're bad puppy, I'm going to have to crate and train you. You don't want that, do you? Getting locked up in the garage in a crate? You wouldn't like being in a little cage, all trapped and stuck. No. You want to be a happy boy out here with me. Isn't that right. Speak if that's right." 
 
    This was a test. I knew it, and I told myself that I would pass, that I would tell my girlfriend that I wasn't ever going to stay like this. 
 
    I wasn't a dog! 
 
    She squeezed again on my neck. 
 
    "Wruff." 
 
    That's when she loosened her grip. "That's right. And guess what? Good little dogs get other treats." She grabbed me and pushed me down onto the tiled floor. Not only that, she yanked down her yoga pants, revealing her panties. Those didn't stay on much longer either. She took them off, and she showed me her glistening pussy. After that, she mounted me. She climbed on top of me. "There's a good dog. Such a good little doggie. Yes, you are! 
 
    She pushed down onto me. She held my elbows off to the sides, so all I could do was spread my legs and take it. "This is what you are now. This is your life. Speak. Speak if you understand." 
 
    I barked again just as I started panting. It wasn't fair. I was worked up, and this was Melissa. She was beautiful, perfect. Most importantly, she knew how to read me. She saw something in me. That's why she wanted me as her boyfriend in the first place. 
 
    It all made sense. 
 
    It made sense, but I was trapped. 
 
    She worked me up, grinding forward and back, up and down as she rode me. She turned me into her personal sex toy, and there was nothing I could do, no way for me to stop her. 
 
    "Bark. Bark little puppy. Acknowledge my ownership of you. Know that I'm your master. Know that I'm always going to be your master!" 
 
    I should have tried to fight harder, but I couldn't. 
 
    I loved this girl, and she knew it, so she could get away with anything. If she wanted to turn me into her puppy, then fine. I would be her lapdog. 
 
    That's why I barked. 
 
    I called out those sounds, one after another. I didn't even hear myself. 
 
    I just surrendered, giving her everything until that moment when I came so hard. The pleasure raced through my body as my cock pulsated, pumping hard. 
 
    She finished with me. She leaned down, and she kissed the tip of my nose. "Good boy," she said. That's when she picked up the end of my leash and walked off. Of course, I had to follow her toward my new life. 
 
      
 
    The End 
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