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“I'm telling you, bro, this year is gonna be so easy. We're seniors, bro!” Chad said, “fucking sorority bitches will do anything to get invited to our parties; we're gonna be knee-deep in pussy!” 
He held his hands up to receive high fives from his buddies. 
“We're heading out, dude,” Trey told him as the three of them finished their beers, “you comin’?” 
“Negative,” Chad said, “I'm gonna hang out here and hunt,” he winked, “I'll catch up with you tomorrow.” 
His friends laughed and left. 
“You da man, C!” Scott shouted before the door to the bar had swung shut. 
Chad had already spotted his prey before the guys left. She had walked in about five minutes ago and was sitting at the bar with a drink in one hand and her head in the other. She looked like she needed to relax. ‘Perfect - she wants an excuse to fuck,’ he thought, as he stood and approached her. 
Alison was tired, she'd been working since 5am trying to finish off her latest project. She finished her vodka more quickly than she'd realised and ordered another as she saw Chad come up to the side of her. 
“Same again, bro," Chad called to the bartender pointing at her empty glass, “with a beer and two shots." He leaned over the bar, smiling at her broadly. Alison rolled her eyes and sighed mutedly. 
“Thank you,” she said, “but I've already ordered a drink.” Her voice was calm and cool, making it clear that she had no interest in talking to Chad. She had soft olive skin, dark eyes and touseled brown hair. She was wearing a fitted white shirt and a long black skirt. Even though she was a little older than him, Chad rated her at least an 8 or a 9 - he hadn't ever rated anyone a 10, so she should be proud of his generous mark, he thought. 
“That's cool,” Chad said, barely registering. “Haven't seen you around here before - you're looking good,” he complimented. 
“I'm here plenty,” she said flatly. Turning what little attention she had given Chad back to her phone. 
“Guess I wasn't looking in the right places before,” Chad said. 
The bartender brought over the drinks and Chad paid before Alison could tell him to put her drink on her tab. Chad pushed the vodka and a shot of God knows what toward her. 
“I'm Chad. Why don't you tell me about yourself?” He said, downing the shot and chasing it with his beer. 
“I'm Alison and I'm not looking for company right now,” she answered, “but it was nice to meet you.” 
She ignored the shot and took a sip of her vodka. 
Again, Chad was unperturbed. “Totally,” he said, “you look like you've had a stressful day. You need to unwind." 
“That's exactly what I was doing” Alison said, patience starting to wear thin. 
“Then I'm glad I could help,” Chad smiled smugly, either not understanding or not caring what she was telling him. 
Chad appeared to trail off from his next train of thought as a young blond girl walked into the bar and past them. He made an exaggerated show of watching her ass as she moved. Alison shook her head. She felt sorry for the girl when she managed to shake Chad; she’d probably be his next target. 
“What do you think?” Chad asked, “would I have more chance getting a conversation out of her? Damn. She's definitely a solid 8,” he told Alison. He turned back to her, still smiling and took a drink - looking expectantly to Alison. 
“Maybe you would,” Alison murmured, “but I wouldn't count on it.” 
“You're probably right,” Chad said only hearing the first part of her reply, “but I'm willing to give this another shot.” 
Alison sighed heavily, picked up the shooter in front of her and drained it, then her vodka. 
“Sorry,” she said, “it's been a tough day, you know?” She said—her voice an octave higher. “I've just been stressed out,” she explained. Chad nodded and smiled as he listened. 
“Plus I've had a couple drinks more than I should have, so I probably need to go,” she said, gathering up her bag. 
"I'll walk you," Chad said confidently. He could see that Alison's reaction was immediately negative, so he continued, "come on, it won't take long and maybe I can get some conversation out of you on the way." He made it clear that he wasn’t going to give up that easily. 
This was all part of the game for Chad, the thrill of the hunt; chasing the startled deer down. He had to convince her that her instincts were wrong. She wanted to fuck him, but she wasn't supposed to want it. He knew that, so it was only a matter of overcoming her resistance until she could accept her true nature. 
Alison thought for a few seconds “you know," she started, “I don't live far from here. How about you come round for a drink and I can make up for the rudeness earlier.” 
“Yeah, sure thing,” Chad said, smiling smugly. He finished his beer and waited while Alison gathered her bag and coat, leading the way out of the bar. 
“I live just down the street,” she told Chad, heading in the direction toward her building. 
“No problem,” Chad said, “so what do you like to do to ‘relax’,” he asked, his meaning clear. He stepped toward her, but Alison quickened her pace to avoid his closeness. Chad kept stride and followed a step behind. 
“Wouldn't you like to know?” She flirted back. 
“You know it,” Chad said, perpetually grinning, “guess I’ll have to find out.” 
“Guess you will,” Alison mused, “just here.” 
They stepped inside the building and Alison led the way to the elevator. The ride to the top floor was silent. Inside the apartment, she dropped her bag to the floor and rounded on Chad, lunging toward him before the door had closed and pushing him up against it, slamming it closed. 
She tugged at his belt as he pulled off his shirt and roughly slid his jeans and shorts down to his ankles, revealing his above-average, hardening cock. He was well built and muscular, with thick blond hair on his chest and pubic area. 
“Damn, baby—I like a girl who knows what she needs,” he sneered, reaching out to feel Alison’s full breasts. Alison stepped back, out of reach. 
“Let me throw on something more comfortable,” she said, “wait here.” 
She walked across the room and out of the door, leaving Chad to awkwardly take his boots and jeans off. He walked naked through the apartment and tried the door he’d seen Alison leave through, but it was locked. Frustrated, he sat on the couch. 
When Alison returned to the room, she was carrying a shoe box and wearing a black corset, black lacy panties, and knee high black boots. The corset emphasised her firm, large breasts, and the heels her long, slender legs. Chad gaped at her despite himself. 
“Yeah,” he said loudly, “that’ll work - you like to get freaky, huh?” He asked. 
Alison laughed earnestly, “oh you have no idea,” she said, “but like you said; you're going to find out…” 
Alison walked slowly over to him, swinging her hips as her stiletto heels clicked on the wooden floor. She placed the box on the coffee-colored floor and sunk to her knees in front of him. Chad looked down at her, leering, slowly stroking his cock. 
“Why don't you show me how well you suck cock, you kinky little slut,” he said, pointing his fully hard dick toward her face. 
Alison chuckled to herself and raised up, pushing him back against the couch and pulling his hands above his head. 
“Close your eyes,” she told him. Chad grinned widely and shut his eyes tight. A second later he heard the rattle of metal and felt the cold steel of a set of handcuffs snap shut around one wrist and then the other. 
“Not exactly what I had in mind,” he said, still grinning, “but I'll play along.” 
“You already are,” Alison replied, her tone mocking. “How many girls have you been with?” She asked, stroking his cock almost imperceptibly slowly. 
Chad opened his eyes, looking puzzled, “I don't know - maybe twenty,” he shrugged, “why does that matter?” 
It was Alison’s turn to shrug. “I was just wondering how many women you’d demeaned in your pathetic little life,” she said, squeezing his cock hard, causing Chad to curse. 
“What the fuck!?” He shouted, pulling against the handcuffs, trying to break them. This wasn't his first rodeo and he knew better than to stick around when a bitch turned out to be psycho. The cuffs held strong. He fumbled looking for the release catch, but there wasn't one. 
“You're a stain,” Alison told him, “you try to make vulnerable girls feel lower than your worthless ass so you can take advantage,” she said, standing, “but the tables are going to turn tonight. You're handsome enough, I suppose,” she said, “and I was thinking about getting a new pet. I guess you’ve got the job; once I house break you.” 
Chad had had enough. He rose to his feet sharply. “Unlock these fucking things!” He said sternly. 
Alison put her finger to her lips and looked like she was considering. “No,” she said. 
“Fuck this,” Chad said, attempting to shove past her. In a fluid motion, Alison raised her knee, striking him squarely in the groin. Chad coughed the air out of his lungs and doubled over. Alison gripped his cuffed wrist and twisted it toward her stomach, making Chad cry out in pain as she threw him to the floor. 
Chad groaned as he lay naked on the ground. His chest pinning his arms in front of him as Alison dug a heel into his shoulder, grinding it into the muscle as he cried out, unable to push himself up against the pain. 
“The more you struggle the more it’s going to hurt,” she said, bored, “listen to yourself! You're a disgrace. You will learn to behave, and you will learn quickly. But make no mistake, boy, tonight will hurt… How much is entirely up to you.” 
Chad was not a fast learner. He writhed on the floor, screaming curses at Alison. Every time it seemed like he was succeeding in getting up, she would twist her heel sending pain shooting through the muscle and causing him to collapse back to the floor. She was careful not to leave the sharp heels in the same spot for too long, making sure he couldn't get used to the pain. 
"Okay!" Chad finally shouted, “what the fuck do you want?!” 
“For you to shut your mouth, for starters,” Alison said calmly, “all you're achieving by yelling is testing my patience, which – believe me – you don't want to do,” she said, underlining her point by digging her heel further into his shoulder, “for the main course you’ll do exactly as you're told and I will turn you into my obedient little pet. And for dessert, well, let's leave that a surprise,” she chuckled. 
“You're fucking crazy,” Chad muttered. Alison gave him some time to follow up. To call her a bitch or try to stand again. He didn't. Part of her was disappointed. 
“Good,” she said, “we’re getting somewhere.” 
She stepped off of him, leaving a gouge in his shoulder where her heel had been, a faint trace of broken skin but no immediately noticeable blood. Chad stayed where he was, suspicious. 
“Stand up,” she commanded. 
Chad stumbled to his feet. He glanced to the door but thought better of it. So far she had been one step ahead of him, so he decided to play along, for now. Alison pointed to the wall to his side and he walked over to it . It was bare but for a hook near the ceiling. When she produced a heavy looking chain from the bag she’d brought out with her, it set Chad’s alarm bells ringing. 
“Down on one knee,” she instructed, dangling the chain by her side. 
“What are you going to do with…” Chad started, but he was stopped short when she slapped him across the face so hard that he nearly lost his balance. 
“Kneel!” she demanded again. Chad carefully took a knee. Alison stepped up onto his raised leg, using it as a boost to reach the hook. ‘I could shove her now and make a run for the door,’ he thought as she hung the chain from the hook. But he didn't. 


“Good boy, you're learning,” Alison said as she climbed down, “stand.” 
Chad did as he was told, backing up against the wall. 
“Hands above your head,” she commanded. Again he complied. She reached up and clipped the chain to the handcuffs with a karabiner. 
She stepped back to admire her work, Chad subtly tried to test the strength of the hook, but it didn't shift as he pulled against it. He was trapped, chained and cuffed to the wall, completely naked, his cheek burning from the slap. 
“How do you feel?” Alison asked, staring at him with her hands on her hips. 
‘Ridiculous? Angry? Scared?’ Chad thought. He wasn't certain. He said nothing.
“Vulnerable?” she tried. She was right. He felt at her mercy, mercy which so far had not been shown. 
“I know men like you,” she said, “you prey on women - shine a light on their insecurities, try to make them feel inadequate, like you are being gracious by trying to sleep with them. You don't listen when they tell you they're not interested - try to make them feel vulnerable,” she said, walking away from him, back over to the bag. 
“Well, I tried to tell you to leave me alone, but a little thing like someone not wanting your company wouldn't stop you would it, Chad? ‘Persistence overcomes resistance’, it's all part of the game,” she said bitterly. "Just look at you now." 
She smiled wickedly over her shoulder at him, and turned to reveal the riding crop in her hands. 
Chad panicked. Alison approached him, bending the crop in her hands as she stalked. 
"Okay!” He said, “I get it! I’ll admit it, I have treated girls like crap, but I don't make anyone do anything they don't want, I swear!” 
“I'm not interested in what you think,” Alison said, examining her nails, bored, “I'm only interested in re-educating you. Teaching you that your only purpose in life is to serve strong women.” 
“I will!” He cried, “just let me go. I promise I’ll never forget this; I've learned my lesson,” he pleaded. 
“Why am I doing this?” Alison asked. 
‘Because you’re a crazy bitch!’ Chad thought. “Because I’ve taken advantage of women,” he answered. 
Alison shook her head. 
“Persistence overcomes resistance,” she said. She rolled her shoulders, loosening them. “I'm going overcome your resistance, Chad. You might think you can take it. You’ll offer platitudes, tell me I've accomplished my task. It won't hurt, not at first; the adrenaline will numb the pain. But that will wear off and then? Then it will hurt - and before long, you won't resist. You will beg to do whatever I desire. You will yearn to please me, you want the punishment, to remind you of your place,” she said coolly. 
 She raised her arm and struck the cane across Chad’s side. He cried out, but realised she was right. It didn't hurt, not really. He was expecting the pain, bracing against it. She slashed the crop across him again, and again. 
Chad's side glowed red from the impact, but he gritted his teeth, determined to bear through the increasing pain, as the fifth and sixth swipe of the crop lashed across the same area, each time amplifying the pain. 
"Can you feel it now?” Alison asked, mockingly. Chad shut his eyes tight and braced himself for the next slash of the crop, bit it didn’t come. Instead Alison swiftly raised her booted foot, striking him squarely in the groin. Chad spluttered a scream, dropping to his knees as far as the chain would allow, as Alison laughed fitfully. 
“Did that surprise you?” she asked, feigning concern, then roughly squeezing his aching balls, pulling them up and causing Chad to howl in agony. He struggled through the blinding pain to get back to his feet, shakily; but Alison didn’t relinquish her grip. 
“I’m sorry,” Chad started to sob gently, “please - no more, I’m begging, just like you said,” he cried, the octaves of his voice fluctuating as Alison wrenched his swollen testicles. 
 His plea was earnest, but Alison doubted his understanding. She stepped back again, lashing the crop across his chest, one way and then the other. This time, Chad responded, sharply inhaling with each swipe. 
“I knew you were weak,” Alison said, dropping the crop to the floor. “Why am I doing this?” She asked again. 
“Because I needed to understand,” Chad said quietly. His head was bowed, his stomach contorted as the pain washed over his body from all directions. 
“Understand what?” Alison demanded. 
"I don't know," he admitted, sobbing. 
“Good,” she said, taking a step closer to him. 
Chad flinched, but didn’t try to attack her, didn’t try to escape. He kept his head low and his eyes on the floor, not daring to look up. 
“You need to understand your place,” she said, “you need to understand that men like you--or rather, like you used to be; you’re no longer a man, you’re a pet--have no worth and exist only to serve superior women.” 
She reached out and traced her fingers across his chest, stopping to twist his nipples, making him sigh sharply. 
“You used to think that you were God’s gift to women,” she whispered into his ear, “that you just had to overcome their barriers and it didn't matter what they thought they wanted, because you knew better,” she said, moving her hands lower, stroking the inside of his thighs, “well, from now on, you will give women what they want. Exactly what we want, without question. But it's not because you're special, it's because you're nothing more than a toy to be played with. Would you like that?” 
She grasped his cock with both hands, felt the faint hardness of it. Chad moaned slightly at her touch. 
“I’ll do whatever you want,” he said, still telling himself that he was winning, that he would play along until she let him go and then get the fuck out. But he was less resolute, he was starting to waver. 
Most surprising however, was his now rapidly hardening cock. 
“See?” Alison said, almost viciously, “you know deep down that it's true. Look at you—getting hard from the thought of being a toy to be used and discarded,” she gripped his throat tightly, choking him as she roughly rubbed his erection. 
“You're lucky,” she said, “that I lose interest in toys and throw them in the trash. I prefer to have pets.” She broke away from him completely as Chad gasped for air, he felt the blood rush to his head as the circulation returned. He felt weak, ashamed and aroused. ‘What the fuck is happening?’ He thought. 
Alison left the room, leaving Chad to struggle with his thoughts. He tried to make sense of what was happening. He realised that the pain had mostly subsided, he could probably try and unhook the chain if he jumped, get ready for her to come back and tackle the psychotic bitch, get to his phone and call for help - but what would he say? At the same time, a growing urge in the back of his mind was clinging to the faint traces of pain that still remained, savoring them, tingling with anticipation at what might come next. His cock was now stood at attention, what did that mean? ‘It’s just Stockholme Syndrome’, he told himself. ‘Right?’ 
She returned carrying a small appliance with a wire and a box. She knelt and plugged the appliance into an outlet and flicked a switch before turning back to him. Chad had made no attempt to escape, and he cursed himself. 
“Obviously we have a lot of work to do,” she told him, “some of it cosmetic. Starting with this,” she said grabbing a handful of his chest hair. Chad screamed as she tugged at it and Alison laughed. “It needs to go,” she said, blowing on her fingers as stray hairs she’s pulled from his skin fell to the floor. Chad realised what the appliance was. 
Alison noticed his realisation and smirked, “I guess I don't need to explain what happens next,” she said, “it’ll just be a minute.” 
Chad wanted to speak, to tell her to leave him the fuck alone, or that he would shave, or just anything. But he stayed silent, waiting as Alison checked on the wax heater and unpacked strips of paper. 
When the machine dinged, she opened the lid and took out a bowl. She carried it over him and held it out near his face. Chad could feel his heart beating. Alison carefully tipped the bowl, dribbling the hot wax over his chest. Chad gasped, it didn't burn as much as he had thought, but the pain was still there. 
She quickly smoothed the wax down his chest and pressed the paper in to it, covering his chest with strips. Chad’s breathing deepened, anticipating the pain. Alison smiled knowingly at him and then without a flicker of emotion tore the first strip in a single pass. Fleeting pain seared through Chad as the hairs were ripped from his body, he cried out in shock and agony. 
Chad’s cries made Alison giggle gleefully and she reached out, tearing two further strips off at once. Chad howled as the strip were torn away, taking his hair with them. Without pause, she ripped the remainder of the strips away, as Chad screamed. 
Alison traced her had across his now sensitive chest. Her touch was like a red hot poker against his raw skin. She replaced the bowl in the heater and looked over at him, surveying her work, satisfied. 
"Much better," she said. Chad felt strangely proud that she approved, like he was on his way to being better. But Alison wasn't done, "just a little left," she smiled wickedly. Chad instantly realized what she meant and felt his heart rate rise again. The burning wasn't so bad on his chest, but the tearing of strips sure was. He could only imagine how bad it was going to feel... Elsewhere. 
The wax heater dinged again. Alison quickly took the bowl out and dropped to her knees. Chad closed his eyes tightly, grimacing--but not protesting--as he awaited it. 
"Ready?" Alison asked, but without waiting for a response, she poured the hot wax over his groin. Again, it wasn't as bad as he had expected, an initial shock as the hot wax connected with his exposed skin, subsiding quickly as the wax started to cool. Alison pressed the strips into the wax, the pressure forced excess wax to run down his cock. Chad had to cry out when it reached the sensitive head, searing as it cooled. 
Alison giggled, clearly expecting this reaction. The speed and confidence with which she was applying the wax made it seem to Chad that this wasn't the first time she had done this. Of course it wasn't. She had supplies for God's sake. 
"Turn around," Alison commanded, still knelt, "90 degrees." Chad was still in no position to be arguing, but he found himself not even considering an argument, complying without thinking up some insult to shout at her, to imagine how he could knock her out and escape. Instead he only nervously thought, 'why?' As he did as he was told. 
He didn't have to wait to find out. The now familiar feeling of hot wax dribbling down his body told him exactly what Alison had planned, as he felt the wax trickle down between his ass cheeks, burning as it welled in his asshole and onto the back of his balls. 
Chad couldn't see Alison, but he expected she was thoroughly enjoying his trepidation as she pressed the strip of paper between his cheeks. Chad could feel the wax drying, sealing the hairs on his body to the paper. He gritted his teeth, bracing himself. 
Alison studied Chad’s face. She could see him steeling himself against the pain he knew was coming, she smiled to herself as she saw him wincing. He was accepting that she was going to do whatever she wanted; no longer trying to bargain with her. She was patient, she knew he was breaking. She restrained herself. 
She knew that he was learning, but he was still trying to make her ownership of him on his terms, only willing to accept the pain when he was ready, trying to pre-empt what she wanted, not in order to better serve her, but to limit the effect of the punishment he deserved. But she was patient. 
Chad was confused. Alison hadn't torn away the strips like he had expected. Did she have something else planned? Something worse? He hadn't heard her move away, but had been so focused on getting ready for the waxing that he could have missed something. What else did she have in that bag of hers? She could have reached that without leaving the room. 
Curiosity, or caution, got the better of him and he opened his eyes to look for Alison. The second he did, he felt in. The strip wedged between his ass was ripped away roughly, dragging with it hairs he didn't even know he had. He started in shock, which turned to agony as Alison deftly tore away the strips covering his pubic region and balls. Each tear was over in a fraction of a second, but the real pain came seconds later, as the follicles burned and stung. 
Alison giggled, openly- mockingly. Chad swore to himself. She knew he was ready and was waiting for him to drop his guard. A wave of helplessness washed over Chad. He was coming to realize that he was entirely in this woman's hands. Everywhere he turned she was ready to trip him up. 
She stood, pleased with her work. 
"That wasn't so bad, was it?" She asked, "now you're nice and smooth. I think you're ready for the next part of our games," she said ominously. 
Chad was nervous, but at the same time excited. He found himself not only captive, but captivated by Alison. He was certain it was just Stockholm syndrome, but somehow it didn't matter. He was thrilled by the unknown, by the idea of being a plaything for this beautiful, powerful woman. Of course she was stunning, Chad wouldn't have even approached her if she wasn't; not unless it was 4am and there was literally no-one better in the bar. But she was alluring in a way Chad had never experienced. 
He had gone from hating her with every fibre of his being, to yearning to please her; not just to make the abuse he was receiving stop, but to gratify her and satisfy her desires. Like a dog wagging its tail, waiting for its owner to pat its head and tell him he's a good boy. 
He didn't struggle when she raised onto her tip toes to unlock the handcuffs. Once free, he didn't try and grab her, throw her to the floor and run. He didn't even rub his red, sore wrists. He simply stood upright, waiting to be told what to do next. 
"Good boy," Alison said. Chad's mental tail began to wag, and his cock throbbed. "I think you're well on your way to earning a treat. Lie down, on the couch," she instructed. Chad obeyed, his legs aching, his wrists bruised, his skin raw and his pride dashed. 
It was a three second walk from the wall to the couch. During this time, Chad struggled with his thoughts, a battle of three sides between his fury at the situation, his shame at being stripped, even of his body hair--something he had never even thought about before, and worse the shame he felt at the third side, the thrill he felt; the devotion he was starting to feel, not only to the submission he was forced into, but to Alison. The enjoyment was winning over, consuming the fury and catalysing the shame; which served only to enhance his enjoyment. 
Chad lay on the couch, craning his neck to watch Alison as she walked past him and over to his jeans. She fished around in the pocket and pulled out his phone. 
"I bet you love Facebook," she said, realizing the phone was locked, "let's have a look, shall we?" 


She held the locked phone screen out to Chad. He hesitated only for a second and then applied his fingerprint to open the phone. 
"Thank you," Alison said courteously. She danced her fingers across the screen and tutted loudly. 
"My, my - you have upset some young ladies, haven't you?" She said, scrolling through his messages. Chad had stopped replying to those bitches ages ago. If they attributed too much to what was just a bit of fun, that wasn't his fault. But it may come to bite him in the ass if Alison didn't like what she was reading. 
She shook her head and tossed the phone back onto his jeans. 
"Don't worry," she said, "I have a plan for you to start making amends." This was possibly the most concerning thing she had said so far to Chad. But he daren't press her for what she meant by it. 
Alison sauntered over to him, crawling over the couch to where he was lay. Chad's cock stiffened at her closeness. She draped herself across him, the leather of her corset stinging his still sensitive skin. She stroked his chest with her left hand gently and Chad could feel his cock straining. 
"I think you need me to fuck you," she said. Chad couldn't believe what he had heard, the switch in her. But he also wasn't about to say 'no'. His left hand was pinned under her knee and so he raised his right to caress her, but she pushed it aside, holding it against the couch above his head. 
Maybe this was just her way of doing things, Chad wondered. So she felt in control, but could still fuck a guy she met at a bar. It was all starting to make sense. But Alison's laugh chilled him. It was soft, but menacing. 
Her left hand moved from holding is arm in place to his cheek. She held it there for a second, then wrapped her fingers around his throat at the same time as she pushed his thigh up with her knee. Panic struck Chad, not for the first time. 
Alison smiled widely as chad felt her fumbling in the bag by the side of the couch with her right arm. He hadn't noticed at first, when he thought she was going to fuck him. Her grip around his throat was tight; constricting the airway but not shutting it off completely. He tried to turn his head to see what she was doing, but stopped him, wrenching his head to look at her. 
Then he felt it; a cold, slippery feeling against his raw, waxed asshole. Chad's eye's widened and Alison smiled knowingly. Chad tried to struggle, but this only seemed to encourage her. She tightened her grip on his throat and forced the implement against his asshole, slowly stretching it out. 
Chad felt the head of the dildo in Alison's hand pass into his rectum. She held it there, staring unblinking at Chad. He struggled for air as she choked him and eventually bucked, trying to escape. That was what she had wanted. She released his throat as she impaled him with the dildo. 
Chad screamed in pain as the rubber cock split him open. Alison laughed at his cries, spurred on by his agony. She grabbed his leg with her free hand, pushing it up, giving her better access to his ass and drove the dildo in further, then pulling partially out and roughly hammering it into his ass. 
Chad could feel it tearing his asshole and making his stomach tie itself in knots. But he didn't protest, he tried to adjust as much as possible to the pain, to think about something else; being somewhere else. Mostly he hoped he was doing well; that Alison was pleased with him. 
"Do you want more?" She asked him, with an amused tinge to her voice. 
"I want more," Chad answered without thinking. Alison was happy to oblige. She rapidly pistoned to dildo in and out of Chad's burning asshole, forcing his knees as close to his head as they would stretch with the other hand. She could feel his tight hole loosening, becoming more accustomed to the invasion of her training dildo. It was time to move up a grade. 
She stepped down off the couch and reached into her bag, leaving the dildo firmly lodged in his asshole. She'd decided at the bar what kind of fun she was going to have with Chad, and had brought what she needed into the living room. She was aware of him watching her and slowly, teasingly removed the leather harness, attached to which was thick, long, red rubber cock. 
Alison revelled in how Chad's eye's widened in terror at the sight of her favourite strap-on. If he screamed at the small one, he was going to howl when she slammed this one into him, she thought as she fastened the buckles. 
Chad had made no attempts to escape, no efforts to remove the dildo filling his ass up. He only watched Alison, fearful of the dildo she was attaching to herself, and awaiting her instructions. He strongly suspected that he was about to feel very uncomfortable. He hoped he didn't disappoint. 
Alison stood, hands on her hips, smiling smugly as she surveyed Chad. He couldn't help but think that the huge bright red cock jutting forth made her look somehow more feminine. Alison stroked the strap on mockingly. She raised her leg, resting her foot against the back of the couch, and grabbed Chad's hair roughly, pulling him up toward the cock. Chad hissed as she wrenched his hair and eyed the dildo warily. 
"Open your mouth," Alison commanded. Chad opened his mouth only slightly. Alison had other plans; she yanked his head forward and thrust out her hips, forcing the strap on into his mouth, splitting his top lip against his teeth as she pushed inside. Chad winced as he felt the cut, tasted the blood mixed with rubber. 
He only had a second to adjust before Alison was thrusting, forcing the rubber cock further into his mouth and throat, making him gag strongly. But she knew just when to stop before he vomited against his gag reflex. 
"You had better make my cock nice and wet, pet," she warned, "for your sake." 
Chad understood her meaning and tried his best to take as much of the dildo into his throat as he could, but he was struggling. Alison leaned back, leaving him to do the work. Chad opened his mouth as wide as he could, barely able to fit much of it into his mouth. He bobbed his head up and down, sucking the bright red cock, trying to generate as much saliva as possible, to lubricate it as much as he could. 
Alison grabbed the dildo in his ass. Somehow he had almost forgotten about it, but when she pushed it deeper into his aching asshole, he was quickly reminded, and worried about what turmoil the larger dildo he was now sucking would unleash on his ass and insides. 
"Yeah," Alison encouraged, "that's right, pet; suck my big cock. Prove to me that you're not entirely worthless, that I should pity you and keep you as a pet—show me that you're able to please me, like you should." 
Chad's jaw ached as his asshole was on fire, as Alison relentlessly probed him with the dildo and thrust her hips against his attempts at sucking the synthetic cock. Some of the pain from his ass, he noticed, was starting to subside - he doubted it would stay that way for long. 
"That's enough," Alison said, finally; yanking Chad's hair roughly, pulling his mouth from the strap on. She stepped away and moved behind him, pushing his knees up to his chest. Chad froze, waiting for the inevitable. He knew that she was about to force that monster dildo inside of him; he couldn't do anything about it if he wanted to - but he didn't want to. 
He may not have wanted to admit it to himself, and he would never, ever tell anyone he knew about tonight… 
Alison pulled the dildo from Chad's ass and lined the strap on up with his now stretched hole. She grabbed his thighs tightly, digging her nails into the muscle, then thrust her hips, driving the dildo deeply into Chad's asshole. Chad yelled out in pain; the training dildo had not prepared him for the girth of Alison's favourite. 
She would normally allow her subs more of a transition from plug to dildos, building up to the larger ones… But Chad needed some extra punishment. 
Chad's breathing became strained and rapid, as Alison forced the dildo further into him, until eventually it was buried to the hilt. He cried out and roared through gritted teeth all the while, but not once complained or asked her to stop. He hadn't even called her a bitch. Alison was pleased with the progress he was making. 
She rewarded his behaviour with exactly ten seconds of reprieve before she began hammering the strap on into him, pounding in and out amid Chad's chorus of agony. 
"You're going to take the whole fucking thing," Alison told him, "and you will be grateful I went down a size." 
Chad nodded his head through gritted teeth as Alison's merciless fucking continued. She pulled all the way out, giving Chad a couple of seconds, he gasped as the head popped out of his gaping asshole, catching his breath until Alison drove the dildo right back in, in one rough motion. 
The pain was almost unbearable and it was all Chad could do to keep from crying. His temples throbbed and his eyes watered as he faced the degradation and agony. 
"Open your mouth!" Alison demanded, still fucking him with a regular rhythm. Chad opened wide this time and Alison slid the discarded dildo into his mouth, making Chad wretch. He could taste the sharp chemical taste of the lubricant, mixed with the residue of his own ass. Alison forced it down his throat as far as she could get it without him choking on his own vomit and then grabbed his face roughly, making him look at her. 
"Your only use is as a fucking prop," she told him, "you exist only to serve women for their amusement and pleasure..." she said, "and you love it. Because you know deep down that you're pathetic without us." 
Chad could only nod his head in agreement as Alison pounded his tight--although admittedly less so now than this morning--ass hole. He could no longer lie to himself, he was craving every second of the treatment. She took the dildo from his mouth; she wanted to hear him. 
Alison pulled out of him again, making Chad whimper slightly at the loss, a sound that made Alison burst out laughing. She coaxed him to lift his hips, doubling him over so that his feet were almost next to his head. Then she stood and replaced the bright red cock back into his ass. 
As Alison resumed her thrusting, Chad began to groan, still wincing every stroke, but now, having accepted that he loved being a slave to Alison, also finding the pleasure in her relentless ploughing of his asshole. 
She held his ass firmly with one hand and with the other began rapidly jerking his mostly soft cock. Chad shut his eyes tightly, no longer able to see the line between pleasure and pain, a line which only came clearly into view at a particularly aggressive thrust, or when Alison slapped his swollen balls. That was the worst. 
After what could have been a few moments, an instant, or an eternity, Chad felt his suffering balls tighten and he knew he was going to come soon. Alison felt his muscles contracting. 
"Ahh," she said, "are you going to come?" 
Chad breathed, "yes," trying to speak was difficult in the circumstances. He nodded again for good measure. 
Alison pumped his cock with both hands now, edging him closer to his orgasm. 
"You love being fucked in your tight little asshole," she told him, "and you're about to prove it to me." She said, gleefully. 
She paid close attention to when he was pushed over the edge, just as he was about to come, she squeezed his cock tightly and pushed her rubber cock as deeply as she could into Chad's asshole. She could feel his cock pulsing, ruining his orgasm as the cum couldn't leave his constricted cock. Chad moaned in desperation as Alison squeezed ever tighter. 
"Open up," she told him, pointing his cock at his face. Chad closed his eyes tightly and opened his mouth wide, he knew she wanted. Alison released her grip on his cock and the built up cum trickled down onto his face and into his mouth. She pumped his limp cock a few times, trying to get every last drop, flicking stray droplets across his face. "Swallow it," she said, sternly. 
Chad felt nauseous. He could feel the warm, slimy cum – his own cum, splashing onto his face and into his mouth. He tried his best to keep his tongue away from the liquid, but it was impossible, globs of the salty, thick cum landed on his tongue and in his mouth. When he could no longer feel the drops of cum landing on his face, he swallowed hard. The cum slid down his throat and very nearly came right back up as Chad fought to overcome the urge to vomit. 
Alison pulled the strap on from his ass and stepped off the couch. She pushed the smaller dildo back into his gaping asshole. This time there was no difficulty sliding it right in. She reached into the bag and produced a digital camera, with which she quickly took photos of Chad: spent, naked, his face covered in his own cum and a dildo shoved in his ass. 
"An insurance policy," she giggled. Walking away and settling the camera down on the side, and removing the strap on. Chad hadn't moved, he was still trying to regain some measure of composure. Trying to make sense of what had happened. 
"You know," she continued, "all those pictures on your profile of you wearing tank tops and pouting at the camera? I think this one would be a big improvement, if a little bit surprising to everyone you know," she said thoughtfully. 
"I know you'll be a good pet, because I will train you well and punish you if you misbehave," she said, "but if you do act out too much, make no mistake, these pictures will come out. And then you will surely have some explaining to do." 
Chad didn't doubt for a moment that she was bluffing. Not after tonight, posting pictures of him in this state would pale in comparison. But at least this was private - for now. He was going to do everything he could to keep it that way. 
"Get dressed," Alison said, "you've taken enough of my time for tonight." 
Chad sat up carefully, noting the various pains shooting through his body; his ass was throbbing. He looked around, spying his clothes where he left them by the door. He gingerly slid the dildo from his ass and placed it to one side, eyeing it cautiously. 
"Take that with you," Alison said, looking at her phone uninterested. "I'm hosting a party on Saturday and you will be here for 9pm. You will need that to make sure you're ready. Some of my friends will be bringing their own pets and you may just get to feel the real thing, if we're in the mood," she said. 
Chad had a thousand questions, but he sensed that now wasn't the time for them. Instead he dressed in silence and awkwardly slipped the dildo into his jeans pocket; turning bright red at the thought that someone might see him and notice. He looked around for some paper towels, something to clean his face. 
Alison saw him searching and walked over to the door, opening it widely. "You're fine as you are," she said, smiling - knowing that she was sending him out into the street covered in his own cum. 
"I've already sent your number to myself. Don't bother checking the messages, you won't find mine. I'll be in contact if I need to be, but otherwise I will see you at 9pm sharp on Saturday," she said, "understood?" 
Chad in a daze. "Understood," he confirmed, dumbfounded, "and, err... thanks?" He said uncertainly, stepping out into the hall. 
Alison laughed earnestly and kissed him on the forehead. 
"Maybe you could end up being my favorite pet of all," she said warmly, closing the door on Chad.
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