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 Bullied Cuckold



“Are you sure we have to do this?” Dylan asked as they approached the front door. A bouncer stood outside, his black T-shirt clinging to his enormous muscles. Those biceps were as thick as Dylan’s thighs. Then again, Dylan mostly worked as a low-level coder, meaning he spent his time studying computer screens, not working out. 

“You don’t have to do this,” Alyssa told. “I want to have some fun, so I’m going in there!” 

With the brazen confidence of a girl who’d always been gorgeous, Alyssa flipped her blonde hair over her shoulder and strode ahead. Her silver dress shimmered in the light emanating from the club. There were lots of other attractive girls, but they weren’t anything like Alyssa. 

There was something desperate about them. Sure, they had nice enough bodies with small waists, cute asses, and big breasts, but their makeup wasn’t quite as perfect. There features weren’t exactly even. 

That’s why Alyssa had no problem marching up to the bouncer. 

“Hey,” she said, winking at him. She pouted her lips and put her hands on her hips like some sort of model. She obviously had the grace and confidence for a runway. 

“Name?” The bouncer’s voice was rough and professional. 

“Alyssa,” she answered. “But I’m not on the list.” 

The bouncer’s eyes moved up and down her body. 

Just as he was about to speak, Alyssa leaned over and grabbed her nervous boyfriend. “Oh, and Dylan is coming in with me too,” she said. 

The bouncer glanced at Dylan for just a second before snorting. 

“You’re joking, right?” 

“Not at all,” she said with a wave of her hand, making it clear she had grown accustomed to this particular question. “We’ve been dating for three months now. I think he’s in love with me.” 

“Who wouldn’t be?” The bouncer was polite enough to lower his voice, yet Alyssa’s keen ears still picked up on that rhetorical question. 

“Anyway, I think we could have a lot of fun tonight. Can we go in?” 

Alyssa smiled gently. There was something coquettish, promising, adorable, and sexy in that soft curve of her lips. Other girls could try to smile like this, yet something magical seemed to radiate off of Alyssa as she held the

bouncer’s focus. 

Alyssa’s boyfriend squirmed because he knew they’d be ejected at any second. 

But no. The bouncer made up his mind. “Yeah,” he finally said. “You can go in.” 

“And what about my boyfriend?” She reached over and grabbed Dylan by his scrawny arm. 

“Whatever,” said the bouncer with a shrug. 

When they first step through the atrium between the main hall and the front doors, Dylan could completely understand why that bouncer was so surprised. Back in high school, Dylan never really dated. Sure, he had his crushes, but the girls always turned him down. 

It wasn’t like he was freakishly short or unattractive or anything, but he lacked the confidence that the athletes and scholars summoned so easily. 

So instead, Dylan spent most of his time focusing on his computer work. He learned how to code. He built a few apps, not that they went anywhere. 

There was something else he remembered from high school as well. 

Ryan. 

Although he had graduated several years ago, Dylan thought of that name and still felt his insides clench. Ryan had never been especially brutal. 

He never beat Dylan up, but it was easy for Ryan to walk up to him, tower over him, look down on him, and snort something about how he was nothing but a wimp. 

There was one moment where Ryan marched up to Dylan, stared down at him, and just said, “Pathetic.” Then he walked away. 

It had been so easy for Ryan. 

Sputtering, angry and impotent, Dylan had tried to summon up some kind of response or retort. But he didn’t even have the courage to turn his bully into the administration. Sure, the teachers could talk about anti-harassment campaigns all they wanted, but Ryan was tall and handsome, smart and successful. When he flirted with girls, they flocked to him, eager for his attention. Even when he broke the rules, pinching their butts or literally tugging on their pigtails, it was okay because it was Ryan doing it. 

Dylan may have hated the hypocrisy, but he couldn’t do anything about it. 

But all of that was over, he told himself. He’d graduated, gone to college, and now he had a decent job. It wasn’t great, but so many people

were majoring in computer science or had learned how to program. His talents weren’t fantastic, and there was something else lacking. The competition was fierce. 

Dylan didn’t think about what he did next; he found himself walking next to Alyssa. 

Alyssa. 

Yeah, he was a lucky guy. He summoned up his nerve and asked her out one day. They lived in the same building, and he had stuttered through his request, saying something along the lines of, “I really like you, and we’ve been talking a little bit, so I was wondering if maybe I could take you out to a movie or something?” 

She had studied him for several painfully long seconds; then she said yes. 

His eyes widened. Of all the possible responses, yes never entered into his mind as a realistic outcome. 

But that’s exactly what she said, and they went out. 

It was a magical evening, one where he took her to dinner, a movie, they talked, and he learned everything he could about her. That was an advantage of being vivacious and beautiful; people wanted to hear her speak. 

At one point, he couldn’t even help himself. He had to ask, “This is going to sound crazy, but why did you say yes?” 

“Because you’re sweet,” she said. 

He studied her, arching an eyebrow without really understanding. 

“I mean, a lot of guys ask me out, but it’s always something vague, like they aren’t really willing to commit. You asked me on a real date. And that was awesome.” She flashed him a dazzling smile, and he leaned back into his chair, wondering how long his luck could last. 

Tonight, at that club, he’d find out. 



When Alyssa strode out onto the dance floor, Dylan fell behind. 

Within moments, there were people all around her. She just raised her hands, bobbing to the music and savoring the rhythm method pounded through the air. For his part, Dylan didn’t know what to do. 

He looked through the dark, studying the different people. There were so many girls! Then the guys moved with the powerful confidence of men who had accomplished so much despite their youth. They had gotten into fantastic colleges or had amazing jobs. 

Dylan wished he could be back in front of his computer screen, hunting down some glitch in a line of code or playing a game. 

Puffing out his cheeks, he looked over and saw his girlfriend. There were two guys near her now. They were dancing with her, close. It was quite touching, not yet. But those guys were taller than Dylan by a couple of inches at least. 

Then they came closer. They started smiling at her. Their eyes met hers, and she grinned cheerfully as the music continued to beat the darkened atmosphere of that club. 

Around them, people drank and shouted back and forth that one another. They took pictures, showing off just how much fun they were having to the online world. 

Still standing off to the side, Dylan summoned the courage to force his way between those clubgoers. Instead, his head pounded as the music continued to pulsate. But then he glanced over at Alyssa again, and one of those guys reached down, grabbed her ass, and pinched her. Alyssa spun on him, slapping him across the face. Against the background of music, no one could hear what was happening. 

The guys started laughing. 

Dylan had to do something! 

But he hesitated. His cowardice held him back for one, two, three seconds. Given more time, he probably would’ve been able to intervene. 

Instead, someone with dark hair, a short beard, and broad shoulders interceded. He stepped up to those two guys while Dylan watched helplessly from the edge of the room. 

This stranger just bumped his chest up against the first guy, then the second. They looked up at him, almost as though this were some kind of primordial contest. The two dancers backed off, slinking away. A few steps later, they threw their fists into the air and started dancing as though the entire episode had never happened. 

But now, Alyssa had turned her shining eyes on this stranger. 

Dylan studied the man. There was something vaguely familiar about him, and the curves of his cheek or something. But then, so many of these guys at this club looked the same. In her expensive brands, they all seem to have similar. 

Only then this man reached out and put his hands on her hips. Rather than get offended, she smiled at him, her eyes shining. They moved together, 

their bodies bouncing to the music even as they pressed into one another. 

The stranger could feel her breasts. He could feel the soft firmness of her past underneath his hands. They continued to move together, their movements sexy as touched in the darkness. 

Dylan had to interrupt, right? 

But then, didn’t he want to be the sweet boyfriend, the guy who could understand she was just having some fun? Besides, he trusted her. 

Puffing out his cheeks, Dylan didn’t know what to do. Only then, she leaned in and touched her lips and nose to the crook of his shoulder. 

Dylan’s eyes widened, and he strode out into the darkness. He maneuvered between the different people dancing, grabbed Alyssa, and pulled. 

She stood her ground, refusing to budge. 

The stranger stared down at Dylan, their eyes met, and that’s when he felt that surge of terror. Icy claws grabbed at his insides, scratching and freezing his lungs, his heart…

Dylan didn’t know what to do, say, or how to react as he looked up at Ryan, his high school bully. The other man didn’t seem to recognize him for an instant. 

Without any conscious decision on his part, Dylan had to defend his girl. He made a fist, swung, and punched Ryan hard in the face. 

Ryan stumbled back, bumping up against a couple different people without actually falling. Then he strode forward, grabbed Dylan by his arm, and yanked, dragging his former high school classmate behind him. With every step, Dylan tried to break Ryan’s hold, but the other man was just so much stronger! Within moments, Dylan had to face the fact that he couldn’t win this. 

Ryan escorted Dylan outside, back around the side and into the alley. 

Alyssa had followed. 

“What did you think you were doing in there?” Ryan asked, his tone sharp and curt. Controlled anger reverberated through every word of his question. 

“Nothing,” Dylan said, stumbling back a little bit. 

Alyssa placed her hands on her hips and asked “Actually, I want to know what that was too.” 

“He was touching you!” 

“Yeah? So what?” Alyssa asked. “Did you think you’re going to fight

him?” Her eyes locked on him, and then she burst out laughing. “Oh, Dylan, you have to know he’s way bigger and stronger than you!” 

“What? Is this guy your boyfriend?” Ryan asked, his voice dripping with disdain. 

“We’re dating,” Alyssa said. “But I’m not sure we’ll keep dating after tonight.” 

“I’m not going to let you do this,” Dylan said, turning back to Ryan. 

He couldn’t focus on his girlfriend. He worried about what would happen if he said anything else. “If you touch her again, I will destroy you.” 

Ryan arched an eyebrow for just a moment, and then he burst out laughing. Not only that, Alyssa joined in! 

Red-faced, Dylan just stood there, watching as his girlfriend and his bully laughed at him. 

Finally, Ryan stepped up, spread his arms, and motioned for Dylan to approach. “Okay then, wimp. If you really think you can take me, try it.” 

Dylan gulped. He looked over at Alyssa, desperately hoping she would tell him to stop this because it was obviously nonsense. Wasn’t that what girls were supposed to do anyway? They were supposed to be the reasonable ones when the testosterone got out of hand? 

“I’m going to do it,” Dylan announced, his fingers pushing down into the palms of his hands. His knuckles had turned white as he clutched those fists. 

Dylan ran at Ryan, through another punch, only to feel that flash of sensation when Ryan grabbed his wrist and shoved him down onto the pavement. Dylan hit the ground hard, the air knocked from his lungs as he tried to catch his breath. 

“Try again,” Ryan taunted. 

Dylan jumped to his feet. He launched himself forward again, refusing to think about it. He was angry but he still heard the sounds of giggling as Alyssa covered her mouth and tried to hide how funny this had all become. 

Her boyfriend—little Dylan—was going to take on this real man? 

Yeah, right! 

There was Dylan, her boyfriend, trying to fight someone bigger, stronger, and way more confident. 

Lunging forward, Dylan tried again, but Ryan grabbed him, twisted his arms behind his back, and shoved him to his knees. “Oh,” taunted Ryan

without skipping a breath, “It looks like this boy wants to kneel before his superior.” 

“You’re not better than me, Ryan,” he said with a petulant whine in his voice. 

“Stay down if you know what’s good for you.” Ryan released him. 

Dylan wasn’t as smart as he looked. Under any other set of circumstances, Dylan probably would have backed down, instinctively recognizing Ryan’s physical superiority. But with Alyssa right there, he wasn’t thinking clearly. Foolishly, he backed away for just a second, shifting his weight from one foot to the other. 

“You’re going to regret this,” Ryan promised. 

With something like a barbaric roar, Dylan threw himself forward, determined to intimidate his opponent. 

Ryan stepped into the lunge, brought his fist up into an uppercut, and struck his opponent right in the stomach. Pain blossomed throughout Dylan’s body, making it impossible for him to think or breathe. His lungs tried to pump and failed, paralyzed by the storm of agony. He stumbled back, fell to his knees, and collapsed. 

“Wow,” Alyssa said. 

On his side, Dylan stared up at her. Part of him wanted to tell her to run, to get out of there. But as hard as he worked, he couldn’t force any oxygen into his lungs, so he couldn’t do more than rasp. 

“Pathetic,” Ryan said. 

Alyssa tilted her head to the side as she considered Dylan’s bully. 

“You really beat him up. You just beat him up,” she said, marveling at Ryan. 

“I did,” he said. He studied the young woman in front of him. As so many other men had discovered, she was exquisite. Back in the club, she’d been hot, probably the hottest girl there. But now that he could see her under the alley lamplight, Ryan realized she was more than some club girl. 

As his gaze moved along the curves of her body, the shine of her dress, all the way up to the glimmer in her eyes, he leaned in. 

No, this could be happening! Right foot into do this! 

Dylan wouldn’t allow it! 

But then, Dylan tried to get up, Ryan glanced in his direction, he gave a quick shake of his head. Just like that, Dylan fell back down, instinctively obeying his superior. 



In the next couple of seconds, Dylan attempted to stand. He needed to get up and talk to these people. He had to show them that he had been defeated, only then he watched as Alyssa came closer and closer to his bully. 

She smiled flirtatiously, that amusement tugging at the corners of her mouth. 

Dylan tried not to notice, but she ran her teeth along her bottom lip. 

She started to twirl some of her blonde hair around one fingertip. And her eyes never left Ryan’s handsome face. 

“What’re you doing with this wimp?” Ryan finally asked. “Wouldn’t you rather be with someone better?” 

“Maybe I would,” she said. 

The corners of his eyes crinkled with predatory delight as he heard those words. He stepped closer, grabbed her. A little yelp of dismay escaped her lips before she started giggling. Then he had his hands on her face as he started to kiss her. He leaned down. 

Dylan watched, staring on, horrified. He kept waiting for that moment when she would try to shove him away. In fact, her hands did press against his chest, but then she grabbed his shirt, pulling it tight underneath her fingertips. 

Then she started to rub herself against him. As he kissed her passionately and seriously, she molded her body to his, almost as though she loved this. She craved more. 

Then he broke off the kiss, and she leaned in. He started whispering something to her. 

She glanced down at Dylan again. Then she whispered something back to him. 

What was happening? What were they talking about? 

“Okay,” Alyssa finally said. “I’ll get him home.” 

She reached out and held his hand for a moment before stepping back to her boyfriend. That’s when she crouched down and looked at Dylan. With her knees bent, she clucked her tongue and shook her head. “This was not your night,” she said, stating the obvious. 

“Clearly,” he rasped. 

Alyssa helped him back to the car, but she took his keys and drove straight to her apartment. They got out of the car and took the stairs up to the second floor where she lived. Once inside, he fell down onto the couch, relaxing as much as he could even as his stomach throbbed. 

“What did you think you were doing?” Alyssa asked, sitting down

next to him. He thought about asking for an ice pack but changed his mind. 

“Defending you,” he said. 

She smirked, chortling. “Really? Because that wasn’t much of a defense, Dylan. You basically got your ass kicked.” 

He blushed. 

“It’s okay,” she said. “I still really like having you as a boyfriend. 

You’re a really sweet guy, and I like how you buy me things and take care of me. I know that if anything’s wrong, you’ll help fix it.” 

“Thanks?” 

She should have been gushing about how brave he had been. Instead, she was talking about him like he was a servant or something. 

“Maybe you should stop fighting with other guys? It doesn’t seem like your thing.” 

“I could have taken him,” Dylan said. Once the words were out of his mouth, he felt foolish for expressing an idea. 

Worse, she stared at him for several seconds, almost as though she expected this to be a joke. 

Sure enough, she burst out laughing, just as she had done in that alley. 

“Sorry, Dylan. It’s just so obvious that you didn’t stand a chance.” 

“He got lucky,” Dylan insisted. 

“No,” she said with absolute certainty. In fact, contradicting him didn’t seem to take any effort at all. She may as well have been teaching basic math to the kindergartner. “This wasn’t about luck, Dylan. He was bigger and stronger than you. So he kicked your ass.” 

Dylan’s eyes watered. 

“What’re you going to do now?” Alyssa asked. “Are you going to cry? Because it’s kind of gross when guys cry.” 

“I’m not crying,” he said, swiping the backs of his hands along his eyes. 

“You know, I think we need to talk.” 

When he heard those words, he sat up, his back suddenly rigid. Just as Dylan was about to ask what she meant, someone knocked on her door. 

Alyssa jumped up, went right to the handle, and opened it. 

“Let’s do this,” Ryan said. 

“What is he doing here?” Dylan demanded to know as he watched his girlfriend start to kiss another man. It seemed so impossible, but Ryan just casually wrapped his arms around her torso, pulled her close, and squeezed

her like he did before. He took casual ownership over this girl, enjoying the feel of her mouth, the tension of her tight body against his, and her aroma. 

Refusing to be ignored, Dylan tried again, “I’m serious. What’s he doing here?” 

Alyssa finally broke off from that kiss. She turned back to her boyfriend and touched a finger to his mouth. “Quiet,” she said. 

“I’m not going to be quiet,” Dylan insisted. 

Alyssa grinned and said, “If you don’t, Ryan is going to kick your butt again. Is that what you want?” 

Dylan’s insides tensed up again. 

“No way,” he said. 

“Yes,” she replied. “He’s a real man, so he can do  whatever he wants.” 

“Please, just what’s going on,” Dylan said, his voice rising as he pleaded with her. 

“Can I tell him?” Alyssa asked. 

With a shrug, Ryan said, “Go for it.” 

“Well, after you got your butt kicked and you were on the ground back by the club, Ryan and I got to talking. I have to be honest with you, Dylan. Seeing you get handled like that really turned me on. And so, I made a choice.” 

“What sort of choice?” 

She looked guilty, but only for a few seconds. Then she exhaled, puffing out her cheeks for a moment as she told him, “Dylan, not breaking up with you, but I’ve decided I want to be with Ryan.” 

Dylan spluttered, confused. She touched a finger to his mouth, silencing him. “Yes, I know this is confusing,” she said with a mock sympathy of an adult talking down to a child, “You’re a sweet boy, and I love the way you take care of me, but I need a real man. I’m tired of having sex with you. You’re so small and pathetic. I mean, you have that little baby dicklet, so I just need someone better.” 

“You’re dumping me?” 

“No!” Alyssa said, laughing. “I’m still going to let you do things for me and buy me gifts, but we’re not going to have sex anymore.” 

“You want to have sex with him?” 

“Yes,” Alyssa said. 

Dylan took a step back. He glanced from Alyssa’s beautiful face over

to Ryan’s stern veneer. “No,” Dylan finally said. “No. No way. I’m not going to do this.” 

As he made those declarations, Ryan snorted, “I don’t think you understand, wimp. You don’t get a choice.” 

“The hell I don’t,” Dylan snarled, looking back at his bully. But then, Ryan stepped forward, taking one stride after another. And as he did so, he reached into his pocket and he pulled something out. 

Dylan didn’t really understand, not at first. A look of confusion played along his features as he saw that dark blue, canvas band. What was it? 

It dangled from Ryan’s grip. “Get down on your knees, bitch. You belong to her now.” 

Dylan finally put the pieces together. “Is that a dog collar?” 

“It seems fitting for a dog like you,” Ryan said. 

Dylan backed up, all the way against of the wall. “I’m not a dog,” he protested. 

Alyssa grinned from a few feet behind Ryan. “Dylan, just let him put the collar on you. It’s okay. You’re going to be our bitch from now on. 

Didn’t you hear him?” 

No. No freaking way. This couldn’t be happening. But even as those protests and gut reactions burned inside of Dylan, he couldn’t think of a way to make her change her mind. 

Escape. He had to get out of there. That was his only option, so he took a step past Ryan, thinking he could just march right out of the apartment. 

That’s when Ryan grabbed him again. With the same strength and speed from before, Ryan grabbed Dylan, shoved him to his knees, and forced him down onto his stomach. Dylan hit the floor hard. The carpet absorbed some of the force, but not enough. 

“Let me up! Let me up right now!” 

“If you keep whining like a little bitch, your girl might decide to slap you.” 

“That’s right, Dylan. I could give you a spanking right here in front of your bully. Is that what you want?” 

“You’re not going to spank me!” Dylan called out. 

Ryan grabbed the boy, yanked him up onto his feet, and slapped him across the face. That’s stinging blow hurt, but not that badly. Even so, Dylan could feel the itch at the corners of his eyes, like he might burst into tears at

any point. 

“I’m going to let you go, and you’re going to crawl. You’re going to crawl over to your girlfriend and climb up onto her lap like some pathetic child. Then she’s going to pull down your pants and spank you.” 

Dylan struggled to argue with him, but Ryan’s eyes were bright with confidence and of the knowledge he could do whatever he wanted. As a physically superior specimen, he could continue to physically dominate Dylan all he liked. 

True to his word, Ryan released his captive. Rather than stand or try to flee again, Dylan got down onto his hands and knees. Then he started to crawl just like a dog. 

“Oh, don’t forget this,” Ryan said, tossing the dog collar over to his new girl. Alyssa caught it in her left hand, and watched as her boyfriend scurried over to her feet. He sat up, and he tried to say something. He tried to whisper, but then his voice stopped because she had encircled his neck with the dog collar. Click. 

She secured the latch and said, “You’re not going to take this off if you know what’s good for you.” 

“Alyssa?” Dylan asked in that small, shaky voice. 

He studied her face and searched for some sign of sympathy or mercy. 

Because really, she couldn’t possibly do this to him, could she? She couldn’t actually want to be with this other man, could she? 

And yet, her eyes lingered on his for several more seconds. She seemed to study him as she asked herself those same questions. “You’re my boyfriend, Dylan, but I’m just not interested in you anymore. I guess I’m bored.” The corners of her mouth twitched. But that wasn’t an expression of boredom, he realized. Alyssa came to the same conclusion. “Actually, I think I’m just disgusted with you.” 

“Please, I can do better,” Dylan said, protesting. 

“See,” she said, pointing at him. “You’re just pathetic.” 

She shrugged her shoulders as though that settled everything. Then she turned around and strode toward her new lover. Her eyes shined bright with something new: arousal. 

Her cheeks flushed slightly, her pupils probably dilated, and she straightened her back as she got ready to kiss this taller, stronger man. 

When Dylan stood there, he could only watch, powerless and paralyzed until he sensed the tug on his leash. Alyssa was still holding it. 

Now he was dragged closer, within just a few feet as Ryan ignored him. 

The superior male grabbed his new girl, pulling Alyssa tight to his chest before he started kissing her again. They made out there, kissing, touching, fondling and stroking one another. His hands slipped along her legs and over her chest. Her fingers brushed along the back of his neck. 

All the while, Dylan could only watch helplessly. 

“That’s a good start,” Ryan said. “But you know, I think we can find some extra uses for your cuck.” 



Cuck. 

Dylan immediately thought through the derivation. Cuck came from cuckold, meaning his girlfriend was now cheating on him, taking another lover and having real fun with a better man. All the while, Dylan could still feel the dog collar around his neck. When they kissed again, Dylan reached up. 

He only had to push on the small latch to open the band antitank it off. From there, maybe he could run off? 

He would have to be fast. 

But if he did that, he knew he would lose Alyssa forever. 

Simultaneously, a different sphere squeezed him: Ryan would probably stop him. This man was fast enough to grab, forcing to the ground, and punish him. 

In fact, Dylan had already been spanked by his own girlfriend. 

Puffing out his cheeks, Dylan stood there instead. 

Intellectually, he even came up with the best solution. He only needed to close his eyes and pretend he was somewhere else. He had to hide from this situation. He had to pretend he was somewhere else. He could imagine a scenario where his girlfriend still appreciated him. 

No, that wasn’t going to happen. 

They kept kissing, their eyes closed as they rubbed their bodies against one another. Alyssa started to moan. It was a deep, primal, throaty and animalistic sound. Those sexy squeaks bounced off the walls as he growled, just like some wild predator. He had his prey. He had his girl. 

Alyssa guided her new lover toward the bedroom. 

Standing there, Dylan tried to ignore the leash in her hand. She gripped it tight, refusing to let go. She pulled on him, forcing Dylan to follow. 

He was on a leash. A leash! He looked like a stupid animal! But then, that was probably how Alyssa saw him now. He wasn’t a person. He wasn’t a man. He didn’t deserve respect. 

When I got to the bedroom, Ryan grabbed the leash from her. 

Silently, Dylan hoped Ryan would just let him go. Maybe he would say something snide and order him out of the bedroom. Instead it, Ryan looked right at Alyssa. Their eyes locked on one another, and she gave him a quick little nod. This man wasn’t like Dylan; he didn’t get insecure as he worried about what women were thinking. Instead, he had an intuitive sense of what a female might want. And now, Ryan gave it to her. He took the end of that leash, walked over to the bedposts, and quickly tied a knot. 

Just like that, Dylan was tied to the bed, helpless as he stood there. 

“I think my girl wants you to watch,” Ryan said. “You’re going to get to see how a real man has sex.” 

Dylan gulped, kept his head down, and tried to hide. 

Ryan wasn’t about to tolerate that. He walked up, grabbed Dylan by his hair, forced the cuckold’s head up. “You watch this. You watch this, and you learn.” 

Immediately, Dylan felt that urge to snap back with something insulting. Maybe he could have questioned Ryan’s intelligence, education, or wealth. And yet, Dylan remembered how this guy had been an honor student back in high school. 

It wasn’t fair because he was strong and handsome and powerful. At this point, he probably had a great job too. 

So Dylan stood there and nodded his head like some idiot. He stood back, leashed while Ryan returned his attention to his girl. 

They started kissing again. He grabbed her, shoved her down onto the mattress, and she giggled. He was rough with her, grabbing her wrists and pinning them over her head. Alyssa didn’t seem to mind. Judging from the flaming blush of her cheeks, her heart was pounding as she moaned when he positioned himself on top of her. 

This was primal, an instinct she had never experienced with Dylan. 

Here was a real man who was about to take her. She felt secure, trapped, and possessed all at the same time. This triggered something deep within her. He kissed her again. Simultaneously, he started stripping her, peeling away her top. 

When her breasts were exposed, Dylan could feel his own erection. 

The moisture drained away from his mouth, and he wanted to look away. 

And yet, he couldn’t. Dylan had always loved her breasts. He remembered the first time he had touched them, his hands nervously roaming along those curves as Alyssa laughed. “What’s wrong? You’ve never touched a girl’s chest before?” 

At the time, he had stayed quiet, perhaps hoping to hide the truth under a veil of silence. But then she easily figured out the truth. “Oh, wow! 

You’ve never touched a girl’s chest before!” She laughed at him. Those sounds cut to the core of his ego, slicing it open and leaving him bare. 

But Alyssa had been kind, taking him by the wrists and showing him how to massage her. It had been wild, right up until that moment when he climaxed in his pants. His body betrayed him; she overwhelmed him. 

Now, Dylan stood there, ashamed and leashed. Instinctively, he kept his hands at his sides as he watched them. 

Soon, Ryan had that girl down to her panties. He pulled back, tearing off his shirt and throwing it to the floor. As he gazed down at his girl, Dylan realized something. Ryan didn’t even notice that Dylan was still in the room. 

He was less than a dog now. He had become a piece of furniture, if that. 

Instead, Ryan studied the slick, clean lines of Alyssa’s panties. He was about to get access to something so many guys had fantasized about. 

And there was her “boyfriend”, leashed and unable to stop him. 

When Ryan smiled, he revealed his teeth as he leaned down and kissed her again. His hands played with her breasts, fondling those yielding mounds. He teased her, lightly touching her, stroking and then pinching. Her eyes widened as she stared up to the ceiling. Unseeing, she gasped as fresh waves of pleasure washed over her. 

Then he retreated back again, yanking back her panties. He pulled them off, growled, and tossed them toward Dylan. The white underwear hit his shoulder, landing there and hanging off of his arm. 

Dylan picked it up and held the panties. They were warm. 

Still clutching that underwear, he looked on and witnessed what a real man could do. 

Ryan kissed, licked, and teased this girl. He teased her lips as their tongues wrestled against one another. Then he shifted down toward her breasts again, only this time he didn’t use his hands. Ryan grabbed her breasts, held her down, and licked her left nipple. With quick little spirals, he made her gasp and whimper through the ecstasy of his expert touch. 

“Go down on me,” she panted, yet those words sounded more like a plea. 

He came up, grinned, and shook his head. No. 

He was a real man. He didn’t need to do that. 

He kissed her again, and then his hand drifted down toward her sex. 

He touched her lightly, his fingers grazing her opening. 

As he massaged her, she opened her eyes wide all over again. She panted, gasping one breath after another as he brought her closer and closer to an orgasm. 

Ryan knew how to manipulate her body, how to stimulate her to the point of an orgasm. But then he stopped just shy of allowing her the release she craved. 

He pulled down his pants, took out his monster cock, and Dylan could only stare onward, frozen in place. This man wasn’t just taller. He was so much bigger, inches longer than Dylan could ever hope to be, even on his best day. 

“You are mine,” he said. 

And that’s when Alyssa nodded her head frantically eagerly up and down before she quickly briefed out, “Yes, Sir!” 

Sir. 

Ryan didn’t demand of the honorific, but he didn’t need to either. The title came naturally for a man like this. He knew what he wanted, and he could take it. When he gave her an order, she felt as though she had to obey. 

And now, she addressed him as Sir because the title suited him. 

He lowered himself down along her body. Surprisingly gentle, he used one hand to aim his cock as he pushed into her. And once he found that opening, he took his time, giving her the second she needed to adjust to his girth. But once she relaxed, he pushed in and pulled back, only to thrust down again. He pumped his member deep into her, forcing this girl to arch her back. 

As he took her, Alyssa cried out again, only this time her lips formed unconscious words, “Oh, God, oh God, oh God!” She exhaled those pulsed breaths as he pushed down into her again. 

As Dylan watched, he could feel the perfectly demeaning seconds tick by. If he had been with Alyssa, he would have climaxed with the first few seconds. He didn’t have any real control, but Ryan knew what he was doing. 

Ryan knew how to draw Alyssa through those peaks and valleys. He knew

how to bring her to the edge, slow her down, extend the pleasure and keep her desperate. 

Her fingers bunched around the sheet as her toes curled. 

“You’re about to get the best orgasm of your life,” Ryan promised. 

And like that, he pushed to down into her again, speeding. He pumped this girl with power and artistic precision. 

Her lips tried to shape words, only she couldn’t find the breath to make them into anything coherent. Her eyes closed, she arched her back again, her breasts on display as this man claimed her all over again. 

He brought her to the most intense orgasm of her life. She cried out, kicking her feet down. She clapped her hands on the mattress, all while his powerful member pumped into her. 

She squealed, gasping until he finished. With a grunt, he took her, coming hard. And when she was done, he pulled on his pants. He leaned in and whispered something. She nodded quickly. 

That he got up and left. 

Dylan watched him go. He moved with the powerful stride of a man who could have done that four or five more times. 

“Come here,” Alyssa said. 

She held out her arms. 

Ryan was an amazing lover who enjoyed beautiful women, but he didn’t feel like hanging out or cuddling. And since he didn’t want to, Alyssa could settle for her boyfriend. 

“You cheated on me,” Dylan said. 

“I’m not going to let you off of that leash until you come over here and cuddle me,” she said, daring to make those words sound flirtatious. 

Something inside of shriveled because he realized he could be petulant and pouty, but then he wouldn’t get to be close to her. 

That’s why Dylan climbed up onto the bed. He wrapped his arms around her, and she squeezed him back. 

“I know that was difficult,” she said. “But it was also so, so, so amazing.” Pleasure and admiration gushed between every syllable. “I’m sorry, Dylan, but that’s something I can’t give up. He was so good for me.” 

Dylan wanted to ask, “Better than me?” At the last moment, he stopped himself because the answer was obvious…of course Ryan was better than him! 

“Don’t worry, Dylan. I’m still going to need a cuddle buddy.” Cuddle

buddy. He sounded like a neutered dog. “And besides, I don’t think I’m quite satisfied.” 

“So what? You’re going to call him again?” 

Her eyes widened as she considered the prospect, only to burst out laughing, “No. I couldn’t handle that, not again. He was good. Way too good. 

I think I’d have a heart attack.” She grinned and giggled as she joked about his prowess. 

“What then?” 

“You’ve never been very good at sex, Dylan. Sorry, but you’re just too small. When you’re inside me, I can barely feel it. But you have a wicked little tongue.” 

“You can’t be serious,” he said. 

His leash was still attached to the bedpost, so she grabbed it, pulling him closer. She intimidated him easily. Yes, Ryan could beat Dylan up. 

Alyssa probably could as well, not that he wanted to find out. 

“I’m very serious,” she said. “So right now, you’re going to go down on me, Dylan.” 

“I won’t!” 

“If you don’t, I’m going to call Ryan. He’s going to come back here, and he’s going to be very, very upset with your disobedience.” 

“I don’t have to obey you,” he said back to her as he summoned all of his bravery. 

Alyssa easily slipped out from underneath him. Then she straddled him, putting her hands on his shoulders. Some of her hair fell in front of her face like a curtain, and she looked so gorgeous. But then she sneered, “We both know you’re scared of him. He intimidates you, and you can’t stop him because he’s bigger and better and stronger and smarter.” She listed off all of the reasons why Ryan was his superior. 

Dylan couldn’t disagree with any of them. 

As she spoke, his defiance wilted. 

“You’re going to lick me, Dylan. You’re going to go down on me and serve me. You make me feel so good. Because if you don’t, you’re going to be in trouble.” 

“No. Please, don’t make me.” 

She threw herself down onto the mattress beside him. Locking her fingers behind her head, she commanded, “Now.” As all she said. Just one word: “Now”. 

With his defiance melting under her harsh gaze, Dylan crawled on his hands and knees. For a second, he actually hoped the leash wouldn’t allow enough slack. But it did, so he bowed his head down between her legs. He started to laugh at her pussy, his tongue gliding up and down her sex as he worked to please her. 

At first, he only caught the familiar scent and taste of her juices. But then there was something else. He could taste Ryan’s come. At the same time, the loser started thinking about how Ryan had been here, his cock thrusting into Dylan’s girlfriend. 

As he licked, something strange happened. 

He got hard. Despite the shame, his cock pulsed. He couldn’t resist the hot desire because he was still so close—close enough to taste—this perfect girl. He could feel that erection tense underneath him as he kept licking. Soon enough, his cock twitched and he came right there. He went on and on, right until that moment when she started to climax. Alyssa cried out as his tongue darted along her clit. This orgasm wasn’t as intense or powerful, but she enjoyed it nonetheless. It would help her sleep. It was relaxing. 

But after he finished, Alyssa said in a sleepy voice, “I know what you did. Don’t think there won’t be consequences.” And she curled up into a little ball and fell asleep. 

Dylan didn’t know what to do, so he slid under the sheets because he wanted to be close to his girlfriend. 

Pathetic. 



The next morning, Dylan woke up as half-formed memories flashed behind his eyes. He flinched, clenched, and squirmed on her bed as he tried to push those images away. He saw another man have sex with his girlfriend after he got beaten up. 

His eyes flew open, and his arm shot out. He wanted to grab onto Alyssa and ask her to tell him that had all been some vivid nightmare. But she was gone. 

He sat up, pulled back his shirt, and saw the bruise. 

Yes, Dylan had tried to fight his bully. And he got his ass kicked for his efforts. 

He dropped his shirt and was about to get up when he glanced over at the leash, still tied to the bedpost. 

He wanted to pull it off, to untie it or even remove the dog collar. 

Instead, something held him in place: fear. He didn’t think his girlfriend could intimidate him, but then the door opened, and she skipped the room. 

She wore sandals, short shorts, and a skimpy little tank top. She bounced up on to the mattress and dropped a box right in front of him. Her breasts jiggled with playful abandon until she stopped on her knees. 

“Open it!” She pushed the box up to his face. It had been neatly wrapped. 

“What is it?” Dylan asked. 

“A symbol of my commitment to you,” she said. 

His brows crinkled. “You can’t be serious,” Dylan said. “You cheated on me last night!” 

“Except I don’t think it counts as cheating if you’re too pathetic to keep me for yourself,” she said. “Now, we can do this the easy way or the hard way. And trust me, you aren’t going to like the hard way. Ryan is already on his way over.” 

He sputtered, “What?” 

“You heard me,” she said, her eyes sparkling. “Now put on your toy.” 

Put on his toy? He didn’t understand, but he worried about what might happen next, and he needed to talk to her anyway, so he opened the box. He tore through the wrapping, ripped the tape, and saw the chastity cage inside. 

Holding it up, he looked down. “What is this?” 

“It’s a cock lock,” Alyssa announced. “Last night, you had a little bit of trouble controlling yourself. You just got so excited. I don’t like that, so from now on, you’re going to wear this. Don’t worry. Only Ryan and I will have the key.” 

“You and Ryan?” 

“Well, yeah,” she said, making it sound obvious. “There are  two keys.” 

“Then I should have one!” Dylan called out. 

She reached down, stroked his cheek as though he had just said something both silly and entertaining. “No, I’m sorry. That’s not how this works. Now, put it on.” 

At some point, he pulled boxers back on. Now he had to take them off again. 

He looked down at his small shaft and flinched as he remembered

Ryan’s impressive girth. “Don’t worry,” she said. “The chastity cage is definitely going to fit. I got the extra small version just for you.” 

“Please, don’t do this,” he pleaded with her. 

“Why not? Are you saying I don’t deserve a real lover? I tried to tell me you think I should be with a pathetic loser like you?” She smiled. “Oh, I know.  That’s what you want. But I’m sorry. That isn’t how the world works. 

There are real men like Ryan and they get girls like me…and then there are boys like you.” 

He gulped, his mouth suddenly dry. 

“Lay down. I can do it for you,” she said. 

She shoved his chest, pushing him to his back. Then she took out the different pieces, studied them for a few seconds, and began to expertly lock up his cock. 

Dylan knew he had to stop this. There must’ve been something he could say, some way to get this young woman to change her mind. 

Within moments, she finished. There were the audible clicks of several more locks. This time, it wasn’t a collar, and he wouldn’t be able to push in the latches down to free himself either. 

“Go on. Try to take it off.” 

Dylan obeyed. Out of some perverse sense of curiosity, he tugged and pulled on the chastity cage, hoping that maybe he could free himself. He couldn’t. She had locked his genitals in plastic, binding and restricting the one part that declared him to be a man…

Within moments, he dropped his hands away. 

“Please, Alyssa. Please, don’t do this!” 

“Don’t do what? Don’t turn you into my helpless little chastity slave?” Her eyes sparkled. “This is the best of both worlds for me. I get the sweet, obedient boy who’ll do whatever I want. But I also get a powerful man who I can’t control, someone who will be exciting and just a little bit intimidating.” 

That’s when they both heard the front door open. Alyssa quickly untied his leash, tugged on it, and practically dragged Dylan out of the room. 

“Come on,” she commanded. 

He didn’t want to do this, yet it felt as though he had no choice. He followed her, naked except for a dog collar, leash, and chastity cage. 

And there was Ryan, standing there in the living room. He took one look at the Dylan and started laughing. “Wow! You said you wanted to lock

him up, I didn’t think you meant it. Dude. How did you find the cage small enough for him?” 

But that Ryan decided he didn’t care because he walked over to Alyssa, leaned in, and kissed her hard. “That’s amazing,” he murmured. 

They continued to kiss, making out in front of her boyfriend. His cock twitched in the cage, except he soon discovered just how effective the chastity device could be. He couldn’t achieve an erection, not anymore, not without one of the keys. At the same moment, Alyssa giggled, broke out, and said, “Oh, that reminds me. I wanted to give you one of his keys.” She handed it to him. 

“This is the key to that little cage?” 

“Yup!” she chirped. 

“And there are two?” 

“Yes, Sir,” she said, sounding just a little bit confused. 

“Give me the other one,” he demanded, holding out his hand. 

Dylan’s eyes got huge as the color fled from his cheeks. He turned white and cold all at the same time. 

“You want his keys?” Alyssa asked, sounding more intrigued and offended. 

“No,” Dylan’s voice burst out onto the air. 

“No one’s talking to you,” Ryan said. 

Dylan shrank back, still leashed. His fingers trembled. 

“You’re in charge,” Alyssa said, giving him the second key. 

That’s when Ryan turned back to their cuckold slave. “See these? 

They mean you belong to me now,” he declared. His eyes drifted back affectionately to Alyssa. “You both belong to me now.” 

“Yes, Sir!” She sang out the words, grateful for the opportunity to be with the real man. And she looked back at Dylan. 

“Go on. Say it,” she chided. 

Dylan didn’t want to make a sound, not anymore. But he’d draw attention to himself, which was a big stupid mistake. 

“Yes, Sir,” he said, feeling that rush of heat along his face. The cold was instantly replaced by a blaze of shame as he gave his bully exactly what he wanted, all in front of a beautiful girl. 

“You know, I keep thinking you can’t get more pathetic, but you just surprise me again and again,” Ryan said. Then he reached out and took Alyssa by the hand. He pulled, escorting her back to the bedroom. Since his

girlfriend still held the leash, Dylan had no choice but to follow. 

When he got into the bedroom, Dylan saw that Alyssa was whispering something into Ryan’s ear. The bully’s eyes widened for a moment, but then he looked back at Dylan. 

“Yes,” he said. “That’s sounds like a great idea.” 

Dylan needed to ask for an explanation, but something held him back. 

Unfortunately, he could delay the inevitable forever. “Dylan, have you ever had a blow job?” 

“No,” he said. Alyssa tugged on his leash, chastising him. Realizing his mistake, Dylan tried again. “No, Sir.” 

“That’s a shame. They feel really good. You see, I really like kissing your girlfriend here. I also really enjoy blow jobs. Can we think of any kind of solution?” 

Dylan looked back at Alyssa. His heart started pounding and kicking wildly in his chest. Frenetic fear pumped through his veins, telling him he had to run away as fast as possible. And yet, something locked Dylan in place, his feet trapped against the floor. 

That’s when Alyssa’s eyes twinkled, “Make him go down on you,” 

she said. 

“You heard her,” Ryan ordered as he unbuttoned and unzipped his pants. He took out his cock. Unsurprisingly, the man was already hard. 

“Show me what a loser like you can do,” he commanded. 

Dylan didn’t move until he felt his girlfriend’s hands on his head and shoulders. Her fingers locked on his scalp as she shoved him to the floor. He fell immediately, collapsing to his knees. She wasn’t done. She pushed his mouth up against that monster cock. 

“Take him deep,” Alyssa ordered. 

Dylan tried to turn his head away, but then Alyssa leaned down and said, “Unless you want him to let him kick your ass again, you’ll do whatever he wants.” 

Dylan hated himself for succumbing again, but his eyes watered and he couldn’t fight. He leaned in, licked his lips, and wrapped his mouth around his superior’s shaft. Moving his head forward, he took Ryan inch by inch. He had already tasted Ryan’s come before, and now he had to do it again. 

Hot shame burned through his body. He shivered and shook even as he popped his head forward and back. He licked and sucked, moving almost eagerly. And yet, Dylan didn’t even set the pace. Holding onto his hair and

using his scalp like a set of reins, Alyssa shoved his face forward and back, impaling his mouth on Ryan’s cock. 

All the while, she laughed. She giggled cheerfully, “Suck it! Suck his cock like a slut!” She giggled. “I’ve never been this happy to be with Dylan before!” 

“Enough,” Ryan finally said. He didn’t acknowledge anything Dylan had done. Instead, he grabbed his girlfriend, pulling her off of her feet and throwing her on the bed. Alyssa still didn’t let go of Dylan’s leash. 

As Ryan positioned himself on top of his girl, he leaned in and kissed her. His lips played with hers. Soft flatterers of arousal vibrated through her body until he yanked out her shorts and her panties. This was going to be rough. 

But she was ready. Her body was primed. 

Maybe Alyssa couldn’t even explain it, but seeing her old boyfriend get so thoroughly owned by this lover turned her on like nothing else. The arousal pounded through her skin, making her letter than she had ever been before. When he finally pushed down, she felt his current slide along the slick balls of her opening. The friction of their bodies made her spasm and shake. 

He was kissing her again, one hand under her, the other on her breast as he massaged her body. 

Nipples hard, face flushed, Alyssa moaned all over again. Those desperate sounds rang through the air. 

On the floor and still trapped in his chastity cage, Dylan could only look on and wish he could’ve been better for her. 

Ryan pumped his girl, thrusting harder and faster. This was animalistic, two predators working together as they savored rough sex. She tried to push him over, to straddle him. He didn’t allow that. He held her down, gripping her tight. 

Moments later, they cried out together, his growl deep and powerful, her moans of pleasure high-pitched and echoing off the walls. 

But this time, he didn’t just abandon her. Instead, he wrapped her in his arms. “I’m going to enjoy playing with both of you,” he said. 

Kneeling on the floor, Dylan could only dread his future as he wondered exactly what his bully would do to him next. As he looked down at his cage, Dylan could only come to one conclusion: there was no escape. 




The End
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