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Chapter 1

Five years was a long time, and yet, it could seem like no time at all, too, sometimes. Especially when you realize that what you had, what you lost, is what you will do anything to have again, to have forever. Forever, as a marriage is supposed to be. If you didn’t screw it up the first time, that is.

Yeah, Peter had fucked up, alright. Fucked up big-time. He’d been young and dumb and full of cum. Still was full of cum, all right, and maybe, just maybe that was part of his problem. He couldn’t remember the last time he’d gotten laid. 

Well, yes, it was three months ago, slut from the bar. Buy her a couple of drinks and she’s willing to get on her back. Please. But, you can’t live like that forever. Sometimes a man wanted, needed, a real woman. A good woman. Someone worth it. Someone who made life and everything in it worthwhile. 

Someone like, Annie, his ex. Now she was one classy babe. He couldn’t recall just when and why things had started to go south in his marriage to Annie. They just had. Both of the newlyweds had been working hard, long hours, and probably not playing enough like they used to do. He wasn’t sure. He wasn’t one of those touchy-feely sort of guys. He was just a guy. A man. 

Annie often said that men were dogs, and about that, she was probably spot on. He’d certainly acted like one in the past. Not on purpose, of course, it just happened. Sometimes things had a way of just happening and seeming a lot more thought out than they really were, when really he just hadn’t given the whole thing enough thought. 

That was a problem for him sometimes. Sometimes he just acted, went, did, suggested…things without thinking, things better left undid, unsuggested. 

Like the day he’d thought maybe they ought to try something new to spice up their sex life. Big mistake. But, one that anyone could have made, right? He thought so, anyway. At least he did back then. Back then when he’d been partying too much, listening to his buddies, been influenced errantly by such sources as internet smut and Playboy magazine articles.

“Why don’t we try a threesome…” he’d said, and, to this day, he can’t quite remember exactly how the conversation came up, only that it had, unfortunately. He’d probably been drinking one too many beers or one too many Jack and Coke’s, that was probably what. 

He sighed, remembering. Even worse, were his next words. 

“You can even pick the chick…” 

How could he have been expected to know how Anne would take it? He was, after all, and as she’d told him enough times…just a stupid man. But, was he really that stupid? 

It had to have been the beer talking. It could not have been him. He wasn’t that much of an imbecile. Of course, at the time it had seemed like a reasonable enough suggestion. And, he remembered thinking how he was doing her a favor letting her pick the woman that would join them. Ha. 

And, of course, he remembered most the dead silence that followed. That, and the couch he was sent to that night, and many nights after. It was lumpy, and worse, Anne wasn’t there with him to hold him. He’d fucked up, all right, and bad. 

But, that was the past, and this, now, was the present, the future. What the hell was he going to do about it all? What could he do? He got up, stretched his long legs and made his way to the fridge for another beer. 

He knew beer wasn’t the answer, and had even screwed him up most certainly in the past, but he had an idea… suddenly… and a beer was just the thing to help him bump his courage up enough to do what he needed to do. 

He popped the top, not even waiting till he flopped back down on his comfortable sofa before tipping his head back, drinking deeply of the amber fluid. He needed courage now. He reached for the phone, wanted it ready, but, he’d wait just a little longer, until he was sure he was ready. 


Chapter 2

The phone rang just as Anne was getting out of the shower. She wrapped a towel around her naked wetness and grabbed it. She should have checked the caller ID, she almost always did. But, she was in a hurry, and just grabbed it, without thinking, 

She held the phone to her ear, hearing nothing for a moment except dead silence. And then, she thought she heard soft breathing. A creeper. Surely. Who the hell else would call someone, especially a woman on her own, and do such a thing?

Annie’s cheeks flushed and she felt her blood begin to boil. She was angry, by god, not scared or annoyed. She was flat out pissed off. She was not one of those silly little girls to put up with some asshole man’s idea of a joke or a prank or even some jackass thinking he would stalk her, if this were indeed such a thing. 

“Who is this?” Anne demanded, sharply, having no sympathy for whatever spineless creature there might be on the other end of the line. He, or she, had, disturbed her shower, after all. 

Anne was just about to hang up when she heard…him. It had to be him. She knew it was him before he even said his name. 

“A…Anne?” It was the stupid, annoyingly meek, utterly annoying voice of her completely useless ex husband, Peter. She should have known. And to think, she’d about given the guy the benefit of the doubt and assumed he’d perhaps finally grew a real pair and gotten on with his life, maybe even made something of himself, after their breakup. 

She’d changed, made something of herself, was happy and satisfied with absolutely every detail of her life down to the most minute detail. And she certainly wasn’t going to let this loser muck it up again. Even if, as she realized sadly, that she might still harbor some kind of feelings for him deep down which were probably more nostalgic than realistic in origin. 

The man had done no good for her, really. The only thing he’d done for her was love her, and he’d done a piss poor job of that. He certainly hadn’t provided for her, not in the style she has since come to expect, solely providing such a lifestyle for herself, on her own. Things were better sometimes if you just cut the deadwood away and let the tree have room to grow. 

She’d put down roots here, roots which she did not want to even consider taking up again, just because she suddenly felt like running away. She hated that. She did not want to confront old business, old love, rehash the inevitable dissolution of anything they could ever even attempt to have.

Peter was not a bad man, he was not a good man either. He was more like an animal than anything, Anne thought, wryly. 

Living life one day, one moment at a time, floating around in a little dream world, in a bubble, doing your own thing, minding your own business, thinking of nothing but your next meal or your next fuck. Both provided equal pleasure, but so would have just about anything else, any frivolous little thing at all. A new video game…or a new car. What was the difference when you weren’t the one bringing in the money to pay for your toys. 

Then, all of a sudden, she remembered…his toys… her blood did reach the boiling point, then. He had spent his money on his stupid toys and never thought to do anything out of his way to please his woman. Did he think his once a week half assed romp in their bed (her bed!) was enough for her? Was that enough for anyone? No one in their right mind, she thought. 

If nothing else, if you were only in such a dogged relationship for the sex and absolutely nothing more, than the sex ought to be a hell of a lot better than that. Why, he often didn’t even bother trying to make sure she came. He got his rocks off and Fuck You Anne… was what it was, not that the loser would even have had the guts to say that to her face. 

No, it was implied, but well understood. You can get yourself off yourself later… that’s what he was basically saying, because, did he think women didn’t need release just as much as men? He couldn’t be that much of a lame brain, no one could. 

“What the fuck do you want?” she said, hotly, pressing the speaker button on the phone so she could continue to dress while she waited for his stupid ass reply. 

She should have simply hung up. She didn’t know why it even mattered what his excuse for calling might be. Whatever it was he said, it would still be just that, an excuse. And, knowing him, it was sure to be the lamest one ever. 

At least this way she wouldn’t be wasting time on him, on listening to him. She could still dress and be ready for dinner on schedule. She liked to eat her dinner promptly at six o’clock and the lasagna that was baking in the oven would be done and ready for her enjoyment right on schedule. 

If only men were as uncomplicated and sure to please as lasagnas. And as easy to fix.


Chapter 3

Peter could almost hear Annie’s frown over the phone. After his initial hesitation, some might call it fear, at hearing the sharp tone, harshness in her voice, the extreme displeasure there, some might be dissuaded, and he did almost hang up then and there. 

Fortunately, or unfortunately, depending on how you looked at it, he also felt and equal if not greater rush of pleasure tingling down his spine, causing his face to flush, causing his nipples to stiffen, and causing other places to stiffen even more. 

He flushed bright red, then, even though no one could see him, not even Annie, especially not Annie. She would laugh at him, or worse. The tone of her voice said she might even smack him, although she had never done so in the past, in all their years together, or even threatened to do so. 

No, the old Annie would never have done such a thing. Of course, the old Annie would never have snapped at him the way this new Annie just had. What was he to think about that? Well, he didn’t like it, but, secretly, he knew it turned his body on. His mind, however, was in revolt. 

He should just hang up on the bitch right now. What right did she have to speak to him like she just had. Why, even if he’d been one of those awful telemarketers hell bent on selling you whatever the fuck it was they were selling that you most certainly did not need, he deserved a better reception than that. 

Was it too much to expect someone, anyone, to treat another human being with at least a little respect and congeniality? We all had to live here on this planet together, so why treat other people like shit, make them feel inferior? Like they have less of a right to be here than you do? Stuff like that pissed Peter off. He’d never known his sweet little Annie to be like that, and now that he was starting to get a sense of what she was really like or of what she was like now, he wasn’t sure what to make of it, only that, he wasn’t going to tolerate her being that way, at least not with him. 

He was her husband, for God’s sake, her ex-husband, anyway, and that damn well ought to mean at least a little something. What exactly he did not know, perhaps, that at least at some point in the past she’d loved him, unless she was lying all along. Who knew about women? It was like they were a different species altogether sometimes, at least it seemed that way to him. 

Damn, he should have taken Psychology in college instead of Sociology. Maybe then he’d have had at least a snowballs chance in hell of understanding his wife, of understanding what she wanted and maybe then he’d have a chance to figure out just how in the hell to give it to her, to please her. Fuck. 

Stupid school counselors that couldn’t have suggested a more useful course of study. What did the get paid for anyway? Any idiot can fill out their own course schedule, blind and totally in the dark as to what it is he really ought to be studying. 

But no, even then Peter hadn’t had anyone there to guide him. No one that knew more than he did about diddly squat. His father had left when he was three. Went to get ice cream. “Bring me a scoop of chocolate, daddy,” he’d called out the door, not realizing at the time that the asshole wasn’t coming back and he sure as hell wasn’t going to get ice cream. At least if he had, he hadn’t brought Peter his scoop of chocolate. 

And, when his mother treated her depression with alcohol because it was cheap and men at the bar would buy it for her for free, little Peter ended up raising himself for the most part. He knew now that it could have been worse, lots worse, and he thought he did a pretty decent job of it. He wasn’t perfect, but he had a job, had finished his business degree and had landed himself a hot ass wife, at least for a while. 

“Baby, I just wanted to…talk… to maybe see you. You know I never have gotten you out of my system…not even after all these years…”

He hoped she was feeling the same way…even a little would be a good start, wouldn’t it? 

Peter held his breath, held the phone glued to his ear, heard her breathe in, out, and then he heard a long sigh, maybe a moment of hesitation…or maybe that was just his imagination, or wishful thinking…

And then the line went dead. The bitch had hung up on him. She had some nerve. Peter couldn’t believe when or how his Anne had turned into such a cruel and heartless bitch. He knew she’d been in some kind of kinky relationship with an older professor, of what, who the fuck knew, but Peter had been sure it was all a ploy for her to try to get over him…

And, he’d heard, through the grapevine, that she’d been treated badly by this man, used and tossed away, and that he’d psychologically abused her as well. But, that was just hearsay, or maybe it wasn’t. He didn’t know, and maybe it didn’t matter. All that mattered was now, right? And he had no clue what she was like now…

He shook his head. He was just as clueless as ever. 

Maybe he’d enroll in that Psychology class after all.


Chapter 4

Fuck the Psychology course. What Peter needed right now was to see Anne, make her talk, make her explain what was going on in that pretty little head. Make her see how much he still loved her, how much he always would. That was the one thing in all of his life that Peter was absolutely certain of. His life had gone straight down the toilet since his Annie walked out on him. He needed her back. That was all there was to it. With her back, he’d have his life back, or so it seemed. 

Naturally, since he was pretty sure Annie wouldn’t even answer his call if he tried calling her again, the only thing to do was to go see her. He could do that. He knew exactly where she lived. He’d driven by a time or two, over the years, but never worked up the nerve to stop. He hadn’t wanted to seem like a stalker or something. She’d left. He had no choice but to let her alone, let her live her own life from then on…at least that’s what he thought back then, and that’s what he’d done. 

Now he knew he couldn’t stand life alone, without her, and he should have fought for her with every ounce of energy and life in him. But, hindsight is just that, looking back. What he had to do now was look forward, and look to what he wanted, which was Annie…and find a way to get there. He’d get her back in his arms, in his life in no time, he decided. 

Just as soon as she saw him her heart would melt, her bright smile would appear, her pussy would dampen, and she’d be compelled to fuck him right then and there. He hoped they were at least in a semi private place, but, as his cock got hard just thinking about her, thinking about doing it with her, he decided he didn’t care if they did it on the Whitehouse front lawn in front of God and everybody, just as long as they were doing it. And not just in his dreams…like he’d been dreaming all these long and lonely years. Real life doing it. 

Sure, Peter had gone on a slut screwing binge after his divorce, who didn’t? Why, if Annie wouldn’t screw him and he couldn’t have her or his ménage a trois then he would get what he wanted one way or another, at least that’s what he thought then. 

And he did get it. Funny thing was, once he had it, had his cock buried deep in one bar fly’s hole and his face buried nose deep in another’s wet pussy listening to them both moaning and screaming out his name like he was some porn stud or something, at least until slut number one got to bouncing up and down too hard on his cock and lost her lunch, all over his ménage. 

He’d have to tell Annie that little anecdote. Maybe she’d laugh with him, only he wasn’t laughing, and it was the last time he ever tried to make his Ménage fantasy a reality. It wasn’t even a fantasy for him. Not really. He seriously had thought maybe Annie would like it, would be interested. 

She sure hadn’t shown much interest in him or his cock for a long time before that, so it was a way to get her thinking about it again at least. But, of course it was the wrong way. Never believe advice you read in a girly magazine. That shit only counts for mythical slut ho’s like the big breasted nymphos in the magazine centerfolds that always want to do it and would give their left leg if only they could screw you…yeah, in your dreams little boy. 

Peter sighed. He had to find a way to make it up to Annie, for being such a dumbass all those years ago, for letting her get away, for not coming groveling back sooner, because he had to have her back, he just had to. The thought of even one more night alone in his cold, hard, little twin bed made him nauseous. He’d let Annie have the California King bed they’d shared, along with pretty much everything else, but the little bed was supposed to be for their kid, when and if they had one some day. 

It had been given to them by Peter’s sister, when her oldest moved out, got married. “Make mom happy, Peter. Fill that damn thing and give her some more grandkids.” 

Grown grandkids were ok, nice, even, but nothing was as much fun as little grandbabies, grand children you could take to the park and to the zoo and fly kites with and play cars with. Peter had simply assumed that someday Anne and he would have those. Little did he know, those dreams were dead in the air. Shot down by Anne’s rejection. And why? Well, he didn’t exactly know, but he was about to find out. This time he was not going to let anything stop him from finding out, and from solving the problem. He’d fill the dumb little bed with a grandkid for mom yet, if he could. He sure didn’t want to keep sleeping in it by himself forever. 

But, without Annie there had never been a reason for him to buy himself another bed, a big bed. Who wanted a big bed, just to remind you that you were never going to have anyone to share it with again?

Peter thought of his sweet Annie, from the past, and of how loving and sweet she’d been when they’d first met. She’d been in his English class, and had been a straight A student though you couldn’t tell it by looking at her. She wasn’t one of those geeky types. She had brains and looks. And, at least then, she’d been a sweet, happy-go-lucky teenager, a puppy dog of a girl who hung on his every word and who loved him unconditionally no matter how he treated her. 

Not that he treated her bad, no, he never treated her bad. But, sometimes, he’d been just a little bit selfish…putting his own needs before hers. What could he say, he was a guy, after all, not a saint. So what if he’d sometimes stay up late playing his latest favorite video game, whatever it was, and then forget he’d promised to take her to lunch the next day and still be snoozing when she’d show up at his door, ready to go. She’d even tried to hide the disappointment, at least at first. 

Later, she didn’t bother, although Peter wondered if she was disappointed in him later because she kind of quit nagging him, just let him go, run wild like a stray dog no one cared enough about to claim or one of those unruly children that the parents let run wild on the streets. Let him go and be stupid, and, he supposed, when she’d finally had enough she’d left his ass high and dry. Anyone in their right mind would, wouldn’t they? Hell, he would have left himself a long time ago. Just the fact that she’d stayed on for as long as she had was a good thing, wasn’t it? Didn’t that say she cared? She wasn’t a stupid woman, after all, and she wasn’t just using him… he didn’t have much to use… and so, therefore, she must have loved him. 

And, what you love once you can never really unlove, right? Well, Peter wasn’t entirely sure about that one, but it was true for him. He loved Annie just as much today as on the day they married, on the day he’d proposed and she’d said “yes!” jumping up and wrapping her arms around his neck and her legs around his waist. Hugging him for dear life it seemed like then. And to think, he’d let her down, and so badly over the years. 

Yes, Peter Riley had a lot of regrets…and an equal amount of undying love in his heart, and, he had a newly found surge of determination, possibly due to his upcoming birthday. He’d be turning the big Three- Oh in a few more weeks, and he supposed times like this were always good times to look back at your life, your accomplishments and your mistakes…and even more importantly, to map out your course for the next leg of this adventure we call life. 

Peter walked to the wardrobe, selected a very nice outfit that he knew Annie would have picked for him herself had she been there, a dove grey suit coat and matching pants, and a pale pink tie. She’d always had a thing for pastels and right now, Peter could use any advantage he could get in his favor. He wanted his wife back, and he was determined to get her back no matter what the cost. Hell he’d wear a pink suit if he had to, but, unfortunately he didn’t own one and so he had to do with what he had. He hoped it would be good enough, that he would be good enough…

…for another chance. 

He wished he had one of those magic zappers like on Men in Black, and could just make Annie forget all the things he’d done wrong…but, no such luck. Peter knew the only way to get her back now wasn’t going to be that easy. The only way to get her back now was to prove himself. He knew it wouldn’t be a piece of cake, but he thought he just might have a chance, if she still had a heart. He held onto hope in his heart that she did. 

Peter checked his hair in the mirror, dampened a comb and combed a stray strand into submission. Annie liked him to look smart and so he was going to try his best to do just that. Maybe then she’d at least listen to him. 

Fuck that. He had no intention of going through all the hell it would be to try to convince her to take him back… just so she’d listen to him. He was a man, after all.  He wanted her fucking him. Oh, yeah, her hot pussy wrapped around his hot rod like there was no tomorrow, clenching and milking him dry. He was doing it for the pussy, yeah, but not just the pussy, and that was the important thing. He was doing it for love and the pussy, not just for the pussy. He could have hit the bar if all he’d wanted was to get laid. 

But, damn, he sure hoped his cold ass wife would at least warm up enough to fuck him again. If she did that, he knew he’d have her wrapped around his little finger, and his cock, again, just like old times. 


Chapter 5

Peter showed up at the door, unannounced, as he knew he shouldn’t do, but he just couldn’t help himself. He was horny, and he was in love. He just hoped Annie was home and that she didn’t have anyone there with her. He didn’t think she’d gotten a boyfriend, not since Eric, the abuser she’d been with. Well, psychologically, at least, he supposed. BDSM was his thing, and he’d made Annie, his sweet Annie his love slave, his toy. Peter just couldn’t imagine such a thing. His sweet little wife, treated that way? No way. And, even more of a stretch was imagining the cold, hard, callous sounding woman on the phone being used and abused. Peter couldn’t imagine that either. If anything, he could imagine her being the abuser a lot easier. 

He laughed at that. No one was abusing anyone or anything at all like that, not anymore. Besides, it wasn’t like Annie hadn’t known what she was getting herself into. She’d known, all right. And she’d done it anyway, and so, didn’t that mean she’d wanted it, too, at least to some extent? 

Peter didn’t understand that at all, but he didn’t care. He was here to give Annie what she wanted, whatever it was. Maybe she’d wanted him to abuse her all along, he thought suddenly. He was so shocked, he almost pulled the car over  to the side of the road, he was that shook up. But, he managed to focus, stay on the road, get himself there, to her, quicker. 

Why, if that was what she’d wanted, all those years ago, if that is what she wants from a man, well, Peter supposed he could give it to her. He needed her, more than anything else and if that was what it would take to make her happy, well, he supposed he could learn it. 

He didn’t like the idea, not one single little bit, though. It seemed dirty. It seemed unnatural, and it seemed unloving, and he couldn’t imagine how he’d ever manage to do it to his Annie, only that if it was what she needed he would find a way. 

Determined, he pulled in to Annie’s driveway, coasted to a stop in front of her pretty white house that was so big he wondered how she afforded it all, why she needed all that space all by herself there. He threw the car into park, killed the engine and boldly got out, taking deep breaths and thinking positive thoughts as he forced his feet into long casual looking strides, when he really felt like his knees were knocking together or would be at any moment he was so freaking nervous. God, she had never made him this nervous before, not even when he asked her to marry him. Then again, back then, he’d been sure she’d say yes.

Peter reached out to knock on the door knocker, not seeing a bell, and almost fell inside when the door opened just before he made contact with the big brass ring. 


Chapter 6

Feeling bold now, thanks to the shot of Jack Daniels Peter had snuck on the way out the door, he felt a warming in his belly, and a warm flush rush to his face at seeing Annie’s startled face as he almost fell into her arms. 

He would have fallen into her arms, except in her shock she’d jumped back, started to slam the door shut, and succeeded in almost knocking him out with it. 

“Shit!” Peter howled, rubbing his forehead where he could already feel a goose egg starting to rise. 

“You trying to kill me now or what?” 

Annie didn’t skip a beat in replying. “If I were going to kill you I’d surely have done it a long time ago, Peter.” 

Her lips turned up at the corners in a evil little grin. “Believe me.” 

Then she seemed to take pity on him, opened her arms. “Come here…” 

He obeyed, closing the distance between them.

“Let me see that,” Annie said, but, Peter, mesmerized by the pain and by her proximity, couldn’t be bothered to hear or pay attention to anything right now except the crazy feelings she was bringing up in him… God, after all these years, he wanted her just as much as he ever had, maybe more? Was that even possible? 

He shook his head, he didn’t care. He just went with it. In one swift move he glided the rest of the distance and right into her arms, planting a big, loud, wet smack of a kiss right on her perfectly painted red lips. 

…and saw stars for the second time of the evening. 

“Holy mother!” Peter screeched, rubbing his cheek where Annie had smacked him, hard. 

The crack of the lash still reverberated in the air, and Peter moved his tongue, glad he hadn’t bit it off or something. 

He could almost swear he felt a wiggly tooth on the side where she’d smacked him, but, she was just a girl, girls didn’t hit hard. So it had to be his imagination. It was his ego that would be bruised tomorrow, not his body. He felt swelling on his cheek, too, though, and decided that maybe it would be both body and ego that would end up bruised. 

“I was just going to kiss you…” he said, softly, meeting Annie’s eyes, which had gotten over their initial shock and now registered amusement. 

Shit, was she going to beat him up and then laugh at him? Peter thought not…then he thought better of it. He had surprised her, after all, and she did what any woman would have done in the same circumstance, right? She defended herself…from a kiss? His kiss… 

“I didn’t know it was you…” Annie said softly, in explanation. She wrung her hands. “Sorry.” 

He nodded. “It’s ok. I surprised you, I guess.” 

“Surprised me is right…” Annie giggled, sounding almost like her old schoolgirl self for a second. 

Then, she was peering at his face, becoming businesslike again. “That’s going to be nasty,” she muttered. “Want me grab you a bag of peas?” 

“I…uh…thought you might like to go out to dinner…” Peter said, wondering why she would think he was hungry…

“Frozen peas to use as an ice pack, silly,” Annie laughed, always a sucker for his humor. Peter smiled to see her smile. It was a good start, a lot better than their initial one. Maybe he had a chance after all. If he liked pain, that was. After all, he’d only been in Annie’s presence for five minutes and he’d already been injured twice. 

Oh well, he thought, if that’s what it takes to be with her, I guess I can manage it. 

Annie returned with a cold pea compress and applied it to his forehead  and handed him a bag of corn for his cheek. 

She gave him a stern look as she stepped in to help him to the sofa. “Come sit,” she said, “But, please, don’t try to kiss me again.” 

“Do I kiss that bad?” Peter frowned. 

“It’s not that…” Annie said, “it’s just that…no one kisses me…not unless I want them to…” 

“Don’t you want me to?” Peter asked, wheedling. 

“Not especially…” Annie said, with a sigh. 

“It’s complicated. And things with us…were over…years ago.” 

“Not for me, they aren’t.” 

Annie’s eyes turned cold. “Then, you should have been a better man.” 

“A better man? How?” 

“I’m sorry. I shouldn’t even be wasting my time here with you, with this. If you don’t even know what you did wrong, how you failed, you don’t have a chance of doing it right this time. And I don’t need a guy who doesn’t do it right. Life is too short for the bullshit. Didn’t we waste enough years together already? “ 

Peter stood stunned, staring at Annie, not believing, not wanting to believe, not understanding, not at all. After all, he was just a dumb man. 

Annie shook her head. She stood staring at him in silence for a moment and then turned away. “Why don’t you just take the vegetables and go. I don’t need them or you back, capiche?” 

She turned made for the door, tugged Peter by the arm as he refused to budge on his own. 

He dug in his heels. 

“I came here …you hurt me… and you won’t even listen to me, listen to what I have to say?” 

He knew he sounded like a whiny little bitch, but he couldn’t help it. It wasn’t fair. She wasn’t being fair at all, and, dammit, he knew damn well she still cared about him, still maybe even loved him deep down somewhere inside of her. And, he wasn’t going to let her get away without even talking to him… not this time! 

“Oh, does the little whiny boy want me to listen to him talk his line of bullshit, now?” 

Peter wasn’t sure if he was more shocked to hear Annie use such coarse language or if it was simply her apparent lack of empathy. What the hell? This wasn’t the Annie he knew before. The Annie he knew, the one he married, would have been pawing all over him and apologizing all over herself, and would have probably already had him in bed, giving him what could, at the very least, be considered a mercy fuck, a fuck for old time’s sake, some shit like that. A rose by any other name is a rose, and a fuck by any other name is a fuck. 

But, it would have been just that. He could tell this hard headed strong minded and even stronger mouthed woman wouldn’t ever give anyone a mercy fuck. Hell no, this Annie apparently didn’t do a damn thing she didn’t want to do. And that was an unbelievable turn-on. Peter didn’t know why it was you always wanted something you couldn’t have even more, but he knew it was true. He wanted this woman because she wasn’t going to roll over and just fuck him because he’d gotten some wild hair up his butt and showed up on her doorstep after all these years. He kind of respected that, even though he didn’t like it, not one bit. He would have fucked her, if their situations had been reversed. What the hell? 

But, then, he was just a man, after all, and men were dogs, weren’t they? Annie had told him that often enough, and he was starting to believe it himself, considering his actions after Annie left him, and his actions now. 

Woof! He thought, with a grin. Call me a dog, I don’t care. Just let me sleep on the bed, pretty lady! Ha. If only she knew his thoughts now, Peter knew Annie would be glaring hard at him, might even smack him again, this time on purpose. 

But, instead, she was opening the door, motioning him in. 

“Sit, “ she said. 

“Talk.” 


Chapter 7

And she listened. Listened to Peter whine on about how much he loved her, how much he missed her, how his life hadn’t been complete since she’d left, and, oddly enough, Peter found himself believing she really believed him. Not that it wasn’t the honest to God truth, every bit of what he’d said was as true as if he’d sworn it on a stack of bibles, but his shock was simply that she’d believed him, and so easily. 

When Peter had talked himself out, he sat back, just watching her, waiting for Annie’s judgment. 

She was quiet for a very long time, thinking, and Peter started to believe that what he’d initially thought was a good sign from her, was turning bad quickly, when finally she spoke…

She leaned forward, crossed one leg over the other, tapping her foot saucily with her sexy high heel dangling half off of it, driving him crazy and knowing exactly what she was doing. She knew better than anyone else exactly what turned Peter on, and she knew he was a foot and leg man. 

She caught his mesmerized stare and snapped her fingers in front of his face, snapping him rudely out of his daydream where he was happily kissing his way across those tosies, up her instep, all the way up her leg… kissing her sweet little kitty cat… he knew she’d be shaved and ready for him, too, figured she would be… in his daydream anyway… 

“Yes?” he said, somewhat pouty about being shaken out of his fantasy, especially since it seamed like that was likely to be the only pussy he was getting today…

“You are such an animal,” Annie said, sounding tired, sounding totally exasperated. 

“And?” 

“Oh, God,” she said, throwing her hands up in the air. 

“You haven’t changed at all, Peter. You’re still just a dog.” 

“You don’t care about me at all. All you care about is you, and getting what you want. You don’t give a shit one about me and what I need, what I want. You’re just an animal and to you I’m just a piece of meat, aren’t I?” 

Peter shook his head, “no, baby, it’s not like that at all…” 

“Don’t you baby me, you animal.” Annie yelled, retreating to the furthest position from him on the little couch, which, from her body language wasn’t nearly far enough away. Tibet might not have been far enough away for her. 

What the hell did I do? He couldn’t figure it out. Maybe she was right. Maybe he really was just a dumb animal. Either way, whatever he was, it was obviously dumb because he could not figure out what she meant at all. 

“I think you should just leave…now,” Annie said, standing and folding her arms tight against her chest, hiding those perfect boobies from his vision. 

Damn! “Why?” 

“Because you are never going to be able to give me what I want, Peter. You don’t even know what I want. You don’t even know what any woman wants. You are a disgrace. An animal. A dog.” 

I laughed, taking a huge risk and scooting closer to the obviously pissed off woman. 

“We could at least do it…doggy style…” I winked. 

Annie folded her arms in front of her in disgust. 

“But, I’m your dog…” I joked, trying to make her come around. 

“No, you’re not,” Annie fumed. 

As if on cue, Annie’s little Chihuahua, Molly, sauntered in, stretching, and took her place by her mistress. She looked like she’d just woken up from a long nap. It was a surprise to see her, as when she hadn’t barked when I came to the door, or since then, I guess I’d just figured Annie didn’t have the little dog anymore. Maybe it died or something.  You never knew about dogs. 

Annie smiled at it, dropping a hand to pat the furry little creature that was barely bigger than a large rat. 

“Now here’s my dog,” she smiled.

“You…you’re your own dog. You’re nobody’s dog, a mongrel, a mutt. A dog no one wants…because even a dog knows it’s got to please its owner. You… you please no one…not even yourself!” 

Oh, shit. That one kind of hurt, but, oddly, I could see her point… and it hurt more because she was right. Damn woman, I hate it when they’re right and I’m wrong. That is the suckiest thing ever. That and not getting any. 

I decided then and there that my woman is smart, and she was right, and damn it I wanted her and wanted to get some. And so, I determined to make myself hers, do whatever she said, whatever she wanted that would make her happy. 

“Please let me be your dog?” I kidded.

Molly let out a low rumble from her throat. Was she growling at me? That bag of fur and bones? 

I turned to say something about it, but remembering how much Annie loved her precious little pooch, decided to hold my tongue for once.  I wanted to at least growl back at Molly, but I didn’t dare. 

“Your other dog,” I said, docily. 

“Oh, so now you want to be a dog?” Annie laughed, but her laugh was shrill. Unyielding. 

“Yes,” I said, getting to my feet, standing, staring her straight in the eyes. 

“If that’s what it takes…to be yours…” 

“Maybe it does, “Annie said, thoughtful after a moment’s hesitation. 

“Just maybe it does…” 

She sank to the couch, as if exhausted from the exertion of our arguing. I felt bad, but I felt good, too, she was listening to me, really listening to me… for the first time…since things went south in our relationship. That’s got to be a good thing, right? 

“Dog,” Annie called.

I knew she was talking to me, no one ordered Chihuahuas around. What would be the point? 

“Be a good dog and fetch me another glass of wine… on the counter…from dinner… “ 

I did as I was told, not grabbing myself a glass, as I hadn’t seen another glass, but of course she hadn’t been expecting company, either, now had she? 

She smiled, and patted my head and stroked my hair as I brought the glass of wine to her, watching patiently while she took a long drink of it, nearly draining the glass in one swallow then offering me the dregs. Dog that I was, I lapped up whatever was offered me, thankfully, hungrily. Beggers can’t be choosers, right? Besides, the wine left in the glass had swirled against her lips, her tongue, and maybe that was as close to there as I was getting tonight, maybe, and so I savored it, imagining I could taste her on the wine… imagining it was her juices I was lapping…

Oh ,yeah, as if. 

I went to sit down, and Annie shook her pretty little head, no. 

“What?” 

She pointed to the floor to the right of her feet. I looked, thinking maybe she’d dropped something, wanted me to pick it up for her. Maybe the set out of her ring, except that I saw on closer inspection she didn’t wear a ring. That made me feel better, knowing that although she wasn’t wearing my ring, she wasn’t wearing any other guy’s ring yet either. That meant I still had a chance. 

Still, I couldn’t figure out what she meant. And then she did it, she laughed at me. 

I should have been more embarrassed, should have been mad even. What right did she have to laugh at me? She hadn’t explained herself. I don’t read frigging minds. Sheesh. 

“Down boy,” she said, in explanation. 

“In this house dogs don’t get to sit on the furniture.” 

“I’m not a dog.” 

“Yes, you are, baby. You really are.” She didn’t laugh this time, and her look was totally one hundred and ten percent serious. 

“What do you want me to do, then?” I asked, partly out of exasperation, partly out of desperation. 

“I want you back,” I continued. 

“And I’ll do anything I have to in order to get you back.” 

Annie’s lips twisted in a smile that held just a hint of cruelness, but, of course, at the time, I just thought she was joshing me, yet again. We’d both always kidded each other mercilessly, and so when one or the other is actually serious about something, well, sometimes it could take a moment to catch on, to get it. 

She stared, tapping her finger, drumming a beat on my thigh, making my inner thigh quiver at her touch, just that lightest, most casual of touches, through my clothes, even. Damn, I was whipped, all right. But, odd thing was, right now I didn’t care one bit. I was whipped, but I was…happy. 

I met her gaze. “So, what do you want me to do?” I demanded.

She smiled. “Well, since you act like an animal so much, I think I will let you be mine after all, like you wanted…I’ll let you be my…dog.” 

I laughed. Was she out of her mind? I was an animal, all right, figuratively, not literally.

But, what the hell, if she wanted to treat me like a dog, I didn’t care. I said I would do anything, and I sure wasn’t backing out  now that I had her right here, right where I wanted here…close enough to kiss or try to kiss again…but I didn’t dare. I wasn’t a bad dog. Only a bad dog would try to kiss her without permission, I figure. 

Maybe, if I were a good dog, she’d let me kiss her. Maybe if I were a really good dog she’d let me do other things, too.. .I could hope. And, really, how bad could being a dog really be? Eat, sleep, poop. That was about it, right? I figured my life wouldn’t really change that much by being a dog, although I was still undecided on if I ought to feel more regret over that little fact or not. 

What the hell, life is to short to have regrets, right? I decided to embrace my dogdom. I sank to the ground by Annie’s feet and stuck my tongue out and panted which made Annie smile. She stroked my hair again like she’d done earlier, and somehow, it felt even better this time, as I felt a current of sexual energy run down my spine at her stroke. I’d pleased her, and that pleased me… oh my.

And how it did. My doggie dick was hardening up just fine and I was glad I was a man and not a dog and had mine covered right about now, because how embarrassing would that be to have her know just how much this playing thing was turning me on. 

Hell, then I’d be stuck being her dog forever. Like that would be a bad thing? My mind recoiled from the idea but my body wanted it… fought for it… 

“You should go home, little doggie, and get some sleep. If you still want to be my dog tomorrow, come by after five when I get home from work. Be waiting for me, like Molly.” 

She stroked me again, and I licked her hand, which made her giggle. I suppose it tickles, but for me, it just felt really good, weird, but good.” 

Annie looked at me sternly then. “I should warn you, though, good dogs must be trained.” 

I nodded. 

“I mean it. I won’t have a dog that isn’t perfectly trained.” 

I could hear the truth in her voice. I didn’t blame her. How many people had dogs that ran around tearing shit up, peeing on stuff they shouldn’t pee on, eating stray socks, that kind of thing. Who would want one of those awful creatures? Not I. And I could see, certainly not Annie. 

“I’ll be the best dog you could ever dream about having,” I said, and found that I actually meant it. 

I meant every word. Go figure. I finally get the balls to commit wholeheartedly to something, anything, and what is it? Being a dog. Fuck. Wouldn’t all my buddies get a laugh out of that one? Wouldn’t anyone get a laugh out of that one? But I wasn’t laughing and neither was Annie. Best of all, she looked pleased, really pleased with me. I hadn’t seen her look at me that way in a very long time. I’d almost forgotten that look…almost. 

I planned, then and there, to be seeing a lot more of it! 

“And… if you can be a good dog for me…then maybe…just maybe, someday, you can learn to be a good man. “ 

Annie stroked me underneath my chin which sent shivers down my spine and caused heat to rise in my loins. Damn. Don’t stop touching me, woman, I wanted to plead, but I figured now wouldn’t be the time to start begging for favors. 

As if she knew what I was thinking, Annie met my eyes. “Everything you get you are going to have to earn. Everything.” 

She smiled. I felt worried, and bet I probably was starting to look just a little bit worried, too. 

“Don’t worry, it will be fun,” Annie said, her smile wide, her voice teasing. 

Great.  Now I really was worried. Ha. Oh, well, how bad could it really be? Besides, I can do anything, right?  I’m a dog, after all. Not just any dog, though, I’m, apparently to be Annie’s dog. 

Her other one. 


Chapter 8

I hurried home, anxious to get to bed, get a good night’s rest, which, of course did not come forthright. My nerves were way too high strung by now. I probably shouldn’t have even wasted time trying to sleep. I caught up on some laundry instead, and watched late night television until I was so bored with it all that I finally fell asleep on the couch with the remote in my hand. 

Hearing the clunk of it falling, hitting the floor, had woken me up as I’d accidentally knocked the darn thing on the floor tossing and turning. It was a good thing, though, because I hadn’t even set my alarm. It wouldn’t do to be late to work. Not any day, but especially not today. I had to get in, get shit done, and get out early so I could meet Annie at her place, be waiting. 

For I wasn’t about to disappoint her now, not when I finally had a real shot at getting her back. I thought of what she might possibly expect of me, wondered, couldn’t imagine, really, and so I finally gave up. I hoped she hadn’t gotten too much kinky shit from the guy she’d dated, if that was the word for what they’d done together… 

I was pretty much a regular guy, I wasn’t into too much crazy stuff, sexually, or otherwise. I went as far as letting a woman suck my dick, of course, anytime, anywhere, or just about… but that was about the limits of my kink. I don’t think that’s all that extreme, either, but it never bothered me before and I’d never even known if it bothered Annie, still didn’t know, but I supposed I was about to learn. 

I sleepwalked through my boring ass work day. Luckily I can do my job half asleep. I finally woke up around 11:30 just in time for lunch break. Hoo-ah! I wolfed down take out from Simon’s Subs which was absolutely awesome. If I could marry Simon I would, just to have him to make my lunch every day. 

Annie never had done that, she’d always expected that I’d make it myself or get something at work, take out, carry-in, whatever. I ate whatever, because I was way too uncoordinated in the mornings to even think about what I wanted for lunch, let alone make it. 

I was out the door and in the car on the way to Annie’s on time, ahead of schedule, actually. My heart rate sped up as the car accelerated and I shot across town to beat her there. I smiled as I pulled in, seeing I’d made it. Her little car wasn’t parked in her driveway yet. I was safe. Whew. I certainly didn’t want to tick her off already. Ever, if I could help it. I wanted her back in my arms, and in my bed and I knew I had to make her happy, do what she said, what she wanted, in order to make that little dream come true for me. 

I sat in my car, fiddling with my phone, watching stupid videos on you-tube. They actually weren’t stupid, but Annie would no doubt say they were. I, personally, thought they were funny as hell and they helped me pass the time waiting. 

After a few minutes, I glanced at my watch and at the driveway again, craning my neck to check the traffic on the street. I couldn’t see her on the way yet, either. What he hell? Annie was the prompt one. For me it was a moment to moment struggle to get anywhere on time. And, go figure, the one time I actually make it, she’s no where to be seen. She’s not even around to witness the miracle. Women! 

I checked the time on my phone, rechecked the time on my watch, and verified both with the time on the car’s dash. It was…time… and Annie was late! I was never going to let her live this one down, I thought smugly. 

Then I heard a noise, saw movement ahead and looked up, saw the door to Annie’s lovely huge old house open wide. But, where was she? And how did she get in there so quick? I hadn’t even saw her… I got out of the car, walked up to the house, and saw how she got there. To the right, there was a little path leading around the side of the house and I could just see a big white garage. She must have come in the back, parked in the garage. And I hadn’t even noticed. Damn you, You-Tube. 

I rushed to the door, mindful of the time now, now that I was two minutes late… 

“Annie?” I said, stopping at the entrance, peering inside, nervous at not seeing her there. Did she have a maid or a butler or something like that? I wouldn’t put it past her, and I know she could afford it. 

“Come in…Peter… and close the door behind you, please.” 

I smiled, hearing her voice. Even more pleased that she didn’t sound upset with me. Maybe I’d get lucky after all. 

I went in with that delicious thought on my mind, and about fell over when I saw her. 


Chapter 9

Annie walked up to me, caught my arm to steady me. I felt heat rush from her touch, her fingertips, all down through my arm, radiating out through my entire body, finding my center and coiling there, ready to spring into action. 

“Down boy,” Annie said, and then pressed her lips together tightly into a thin line. 

My cock felt it, too. I couldn’t help it. It was already starting to spring into action…well, not action, as I noted the stern look on her face, and as my brain registered her words. It definitely sprang into readiness, though. But, my stomach fluttered a moment and then sunk as I realized I wasn’t going to be springing into any kind of action any time soon, at least not the kind I’d hoped for. 

She looked super hot, and wore only a pair of those ruffled rhumba pants, virgin white and a skimpy little bit of a matching bra that had open cups that didn’t even cover her luscious boobies, just sort of held them up, supporting them like the framework under a bridge supports the bridge. I ogled them, couldn’t help myself. Damn, she was right. I am a dog.

But, damn, her pretty perky pink nipples just poked out there at me, begging to be nibbled, licked, sucked… and there wasn’t a damn thing I could do about it except want… because it was as clear as day that she did not want… for some reason… and I still didn’t understand why she was dressed like that if she didn’t want me to lick her all over…

What the hell? I had a rush of inspiration. Maybe she did want, she must, right? So, maybe she was just fucking with me or something, but she really wanted me on her now… I hoped that was correct, at least, and I was feeling burdened by my massive erection currently being held uncomfortably hostage in my work pants. 

I guess the pants must have cut off circulation to my cock and perhaps to my brain as well, because my next move was about as brainless as they come unless you count thinking with that other head, the one that wanted nothing more right now that being buried balls deep in her hot slick slit. 

I smiled, ignored her warning look, and advanced on my nearly naked Annie as I knew she must certainly have bee yearning for, dreaming for, perhaps for all these years… just like I’d been wanting that exact same thing.

She smiled, too, and I had another moment to smile back, before I saw her slide sideways, deft as a dancer, and sidestep me, my advance, and just as I was about to grab for her… she stuck her foot out, too, tripping me and forcing me to fall onto the couch instead of into her arms as I’d hoped.

I lay there stunned for a moment, then I put my best pouty face on, sticking my bottom lip out. 

“Why’d you do that, baby?” 

“Don’t baby me, dog,” Annie said, shaking her head sadly. 

“You’ll call me Mistress, or not speak,” she said.

“Do you hear me, dog?” 

“Yes, Mistress,” I smiled, “I hear you loud and clear.” 

I gave her my best puppy dog eyes which she promptly ignored. 

“I should have known you hadn’t changed,” she told me, advancing forward until she was standing right in front of me, standing over me on the couch with her fine ass legs spread apart wide and her hands on her hips in a no nonsense pose that was still sexy as fuck. 

“What did you expect me to do?” I whined, I couldn’t help it. Hell, if she wanted me to be a dog, I might as well act like one, right? 

“That,” she said, with a laugh. 

“That was exactly what I expected you to do…because you need to be trained.” 

She dropped her head, looking down at her chest for a moment. My eyes strayed there, too. I couldn’t help that, either, not when she was dressed so enticingly. Hell, I’d have probably been staring at her chest no matter what she was wearing even if it was one of my ratty old painting shirts. Hell, anything looked good on her and that rack would look super under absolutely anything…especially me! 

Oh, damn, down boy, I told myself. Before you get yourself into trouble…again. 

“I’m glad to see you here, and on time for once…” 

Annie smiled, stroking a nail under my chin. 

I smiled. “I…didn’t know you were already here… or I’d have come up before…” 

“I know… “ she said, batting one long mascaraed lash at me in a sexy wink. 

“I wanted to surprise you. “ 

I smiled at her, pleased. “You certainly did that…” 

Her look turned from warm to neutral again.

“While I am pleased at your promptness, I am not pleased at your unwanted advances.” 

“Unwanted?” I tilted my head in disbelief. 

She nodded. “If you want me back, if you want to prove yourself than you have to be trained so well that you don’t have a thought in your empty little head on your own. If I don’t tell you to do it, you don’t do it. If I tell you to pleasure me, then you do it, and if I don’t you don’t ever try that shit again. “ 

She swatted my ass, which only proved to make my budging erection harden even more, which, at that point, I had not actually thought possible. See, I’m already learning new things, I thought, but damn if I was very happy about it. It didn’t look like she was about to let me do anything about my little problem right now. 

“Yes, Mistress,“ I said. 

“I’m sorry, Mistress.” 

“That’s better,” she smiled, and patted my head…just like a dog. 

She shoved me back then, forcing me flat onto my back on the couch and hiked her leg, and, for a brief nanosecond I had the impression that maybe she was going to piss on me, that she was hiking her leg and was about to pee on me, just like a dog, 

Maybe she’d planned to show her dominance, that way… but, that would be silly, wouldn’t it? Why, even if she were to act like a dog, too, she was a female dog, not a male, and, as far as I knew female dogs did not behave that way. They barely acted like dogs at all, I mused. 

And then she was crouched on top of me, shoving her ruffle covered pussy and ass right in my face. 

“See this? This pussy is covered, just like female dogs wear panties when we don’t want males to get all randy with them. They keep it covered. Just because you’re a dog, or a male, doesn’t mean you can just go humping whatever you want, whenever you want.” 

She paused, and I inhaled deeply of her scent, waited patiently for her to change her mind, please, oh please change it…let me lick that pussy now…

But, of course, she did no such thing. 

Bitch. 

Women could be dogs, too. 


Chapter 10

Then, Annie relented, backed off of me, which made me feel just a little better, not being forced to see so closely what I wasn’t getting. 

She settled on the furthest end of the couch and parted her legs, pointed to the ruffled panty covering her twat. 

“When this come off it means I want fucked…but, only if I command you to…” 

Fuck, could women really be any more confusing? No wonder men didn’t have a snowball’s chance in hell of ever really understanding them. 

She saw my confusion, and smiled, and then she gave a small shrug.

“Well, there are always times you have to be naked and don’t necessarily want to be manhandled… “ 

I couldn’t think of any… 

“Like when you’re taking a bath… or changing clothes…” she caught my smug look. I’m pretty sure my look made it more than obvious that I certainly wouldn’t mind being fucked at any or all of those times. 

She fixed me with a stare that stopped my thoughts cold.

“Or, when you need to train an animal.” 

She crossed her legs then laying one fine specimen over the other and my eyes followed her every movement. She seemed pleased with that. I didn’t say anything. I think maybe she seemed pleased with that, too, because after a moment she smiled and crooked her finger at me and gave me a come hither look that could have melted lead. 

She patted her lap. “Come…” she said, and I was already scooting close as I could right up next to her heavenly scented soft skin… about to drop a hand onto her lap, paw at her pussy, maybe, who knows what I might have done…

But, she stopped me, hand in midair, taking the hand, and putting it on my own cock, instead. 

“Mmmm,” she said, “nice, dog, very nice.” 

“Feel that?” 

I nodded, of course. How could I not? 

“I like that…” she murmured. 

She met my eyes. “Do you know what that means?” 

I shook my head. I mean I did…but probably not what she wanted me to know about it…

“It means someone likes being my little doggie…my good little doggie, don’t you?” 

“Yes, Mistress…” And, oddly, I found that I did kind of like the idea. I knew I liked being with her, being near her, touching her, seeing her, smelling her… and most of all, making her happy. Seeing her smile made all the previous embarrassment worthwhile.  

I’d do anything to keep that… 

She pulled me into her lap, stroked my head. Made me want…more than she was willing to give now…but…she gave me hope… 

“So, Peter,” she smiled. “This is really going to be fun, isn’t it?” 

“Oh, yeah, it’s going to be a blast, I can tell.” 

She laughed, giving me a little space, a little room to breathe, to act somewhat normal. It was a blessed relief after everything else so far today. 

“I think I will be fun, actually,” I said, emboldened with her obvious pleasure and her hand still stroking me thoughtfully. 

Annie turned and met my eyes. “Oh, really?” 

She rubbed me behind my left ear, making chills go down my spine. If I had a tail it would have been wagging, for sure. 

Hell, yeah. I can be her doggie. Nothing to it. 

“Really,” I said, believing myself completely. 

She looked somewhat taken aback at the enthusiasm behind my words. 

“So… what exactly do you think dogs do?”

I shrugged. I didn’t know…dog stuff? 

“Eat…sleep…and… ” I was about to say “shit,” but, that sounded too coarse a term for the situation. Crap? No. Damn. 

“…poop,” I said, finally. 

Annie laughed. “Poop? You mean, shit?” 

Since when did she talk like that, I didn’t know. I nodded, though. 

Annie swatted my butt again, and I found I was starting to like that… 

“Bad dog,” she said. I didn’t know what I’d done…

“I can’t hear your head rattle, dog.” 

“Yes…shit…” I said, finally getting it. 

She shook her head. “Yes, shit, Mistress…” she told me. 

“So, when did you last do that?” 

“Do what?” 

“Shit?” 

I was shocked. What the hell? Did she really ask me that? That was something you didn’t just ask people. It was…private. 

Annie either didn’t see his shock or chose to ignore it, probably the latter. She just stared at me, waiting. 

“That’s not really any of your business now, is it?” I said, sounding a little haughtier than I felt, but, hell, she’d shocked me. What was I to say? I was more than a little embarrassed, too, and that probably had a lot to do with my…disobedience, too. 

“If you are going to be mine, be my dog than everything is my business.” Her voice was cold. 

“You do want to do this?” 

What, be her dog? Well, that I didn’t really give two flying fucks about, but, being hers, having her, and even belonging to her as she kept mentioning…sounded so good I almost drooled a puddle there on her lap. 

“Yes, Mistress. I do.” 

She smiled and patted my ass. I liked that even more than the smacks. She could do that all damn day if she wanted… 

“Good, then it’s settled. No more, if you, will you, do you want to’s.” 

I nodded. 

“You want to, and you will. That would please your Mistress very much. If you can be a good boy.” 

Oh, yeah, I can. I can eat, sleep and shit. No problem. And maybe get lucky and get some humping in, and some doggy style. Oh, yeah. 

Anne poked me. “So, what was your answer?” 

I just stared, dumbfounded. 

“To my question. When did you last shit?” 

I shrugged. What the hell difference did it make if she knew? Hell, at the hospital you had to tell the nurses, even have them help you to the bathroom sometimes, like they’d had to when he’d been a boy and broken his leg and couldn’t get up by himself without falling. 

“This morning, right after breakfast.”  She smiled, as if pleased by my shit. 

“That’s a good boy,” she said, stroking my chest. 

“A very good boy, for obeying.” 

Oh, so it wasn’t the shit, she was so happy about, it was that I’d finally done something right. Go me. 

“But, you forgot one thing” 

What now? 

“What’s my name?” 

“Annie,” I said. “Of course. I should know, I wrote it when I filled out our marriage application.” 

She shook her head and paused, as if waiting for me to figure out my own stupidity. I didn’t know, hell if I did, I wouldn’t have made the mistake in the first place. It wasn’t like I’d set out to piss her off today or anything. I signed and looked at her unhappily. I had no other answer.

“Not anymore. Not to you. To you, my name is Mistress.”  

She rolled her eyes at me. “Won’t you ever learn?” 

“I’m trying… just tell me what to do…please, Mistress.” 

There, that was better; I knew it the moment the words were out of my little doggie mouth. Annie’s lips turned up in a genuine smile. 

“Now you’re getting it.” 

She pulled me close, laid my head in her lap which was entirely too tempting…if she wanted me to continue being a good little doggie…

“The next time you forget my name, you can expect to be punished, my little doggie.” 

I slunk lower into her lap, tried to force myself to never forget again.

“Everything you do now is my business, dog. From when you shit, to what you eat, when, where and how you sleep, every little detail of your life belongs to me now, just like you do.” 

She trailed her finger upward from my chest, traced a lazy circle around my neck. 

“Monday we will fit you with a collar and begin your training. “ 


Chapter 11

She stood, stretched, and tugged me up off the couch, forcing me to follow. 

“And I’m sure you haven’t eaten… so you need your dinner…and so do I.” 

Annie pulled me into the kitchen, let go of me, and, trying to be a good dog, I just stood there waiting while she went off to the oven, yanked out a casserole pan filled with roasted meat and vegetables that looked like heaven and smelled even better. Why hadn’t I noticed before? I guess I was too focused on Annie to think of anything else, even food. 

She sat the pan down, and grabbed up a plate and served up a big portion and set it on the table where one place setting had been set. 

I looked around, no, no setting for me anywhere. Should I look for another plate? Get my own. I surely didn’t expect her to wait on me. That wasn’t why I was here. 

I just stood there, not knowing what else to do. 

Annie daintily cut the meat and put the first bite into her mouth, obviously relishing it greatly. 

“Oh, this is so good…” she said, between mouthfuls. 

Then, all of a sudden, she looked up, saw me standing there. 

The look on her face was of mild surprise, like perhaps she’d forgotten about me. Go figure. 

She chewed, swallowed. Then spoke.

“You…sit…wait.” 

I looked around, started to move towards the nearest chair, but I stopped mid-step when I saw Annie’s features change, grow stern. 

She pointed to me. “Right where you are at. Down boy. Now.” 

“…unless you want a spanking…” she threatened.

Since I figured it probably wasn’t going to be the fun kind of spanking I was hoping for, I chose to obey and sat right down where I was, right in the middle of the floor and watched her eat her dinner. 

She cut daintily, chewed and savored the food like it was the best meal in the entire world, prepared by angels themselves, come down from heaven solely to prepare this one perfect meal just for her. I was beyond jealous and starving now, to boot, after all that lip smacking and delicious aromas all around me. 

My tummy rumbled, and I hoped she didn’t hear it. I suppose the ticking of the wall clock wasn’t going to cover up such a rumble and so, despite my wishes, I was fairly certain she knew just how much I wanted a bite. 

After she’d finished almost every bite of the meal, Annie stood up. 

She came over, as if noticing me for the first time.

“Oh, you poor hungry little dog. You’ve been so good, waiting for me to eat. You want your dinner, too, don’t you?” 

She grinned wickedly, and made her way to the…pantry…where she pulled out a big bowl, the kind you’d put cereal in, when you were a kid and wanted to get at least half a box of cereal in it and enough milk to cover it all and make a mushy mess of sugar to eat mindlessly while your eyes were glued to Saturday morning cartoons. 

She put the bowl on the floor and reached back into the pantry, and grabbed out..a scoop, dipping it into a big plastic covered canister on the floor and scooping Molly’s food into it… 

Molly came running, as dogs do when it’s dinner time. 

Annie stared at the dog, then looked at me. “I’m sorry, I guess she thought that was for her.” 

She laughed and got another bowl and filled it, sliding it across the floor with her foot, towards me. 

“Eat,” she said, smiling sweetly. 

“You have got to be kidding…” 

I just stared, dumbfounded. She didn’t really mean for me to eat…that stuff, did she? 

“I can’t eat…dog food,” I began, trying to be reasonable. 

“Of course you can, you’re a dog, silly. Besides, that’s the finest dog food money can buy, all natural organic. I wouldn’t buy anything less for my Molly…and any dog I own…” She looked at me pointedly, than shoved the bowl closer to me with her foot.

“Like you.”

“Go on,” she said, tapping her foot impatiently.

I looked at her, saw by her face and her frown that she was not kidding, not one little bit, and dipped my head, sticking my face in the bowl, catching a few kibbles in my mouth. How bad could it be? I chewed noisily

Crunchy, not too much flavor, but maybe that was a blessing. Probably was… and then I looked up at her, expectantly, expecting a stroke or a smile or a word of kindness…just like a dog does… 

…and was rewarded with all of the above. Hallelujah! I have got this dog thing beat, now, I thought, perhaps prematurely. But, hey, if all it takes is eating some dog chow I can totally do this with my hands tied behind my back. 

Why, even Annie knew what a lousy cook I was, and so, was it really a shock that I wouldn’t mind eating the Alpo? Hell it was better than my own cooking, for the most part. And, by a long shot. 

And then, I was in heaven when Annie, my angel came over, bringing her plate, that still had meat and veggies on it, she hadn’t been able to finish all that good food herself. She set it down on the floor in front of me.

I looked up, and she nodded. 

“Go ahead,” she said, and I didn’t need a fancy invitation in writing. I dipped my head and ate hungrily every scrap Annie left for me, licking the plate clean. It all tasted so good. I’d forgotten how fantastic of a cook she was, when she felt like cooking. I was a lucky, lucky man tonight, well, a lucky dog, rather. 

After dinner, she swatted my butt, playfully and kissed my nose. Hey, it was a start… I was happy. Maybe she was about ready to let me do her doggy now…

But, no such luck. After I’d finished eating, Annie got up, walked to the coat rack and grabbed my jacket and it to me. Then she walked me to the door. 

“Sweet dreams, dog,” she said, but she said it with a pleased smile on her face, which was good enough for me.

What’s in a name, anyway? Dog? Man. Whatever. Whatever I was, I was lucky, and that was all that mattered. I had a good dinner,  and, finally, after all these years I seemed to have learned how to make my wife, ex-wife, rather, happy. So what if it was a little…eccentric?

Who said life always had to be dull and boring. Hell, around here I probably wouldn’t even need cable because so far there hadn’t been a dull moment yet. 

Chapter 12

Annie had already texted me by the time I got home, which made me extremely happy. 

Get your affairs in order and be ready to move in on Sunday. Take a couple weeks off work…for your training. See you soon.

I gaped at the phone and I’m sure my mouth hung open. 

She wanted me to move in, already? And, she’d given me only three days to be ready, to do it. Well, it was a good thing I had my mind made up, before I’d even left her. A good thing she’d had my mind made up. 

I sighed. Was this whole thing crazy? I wondered. Was it crazy to want my ex back, to go through all this, jump through hoops, maybe even literally, for the chance? And then I thought of Annie, her sweet milky breasts that fit so perfectly in my hands, her long lovely legs wrapped around me and our bodies that fit together so very perfectly.

Yes, this had to be right, there was no way being with Annie could be wrong. We would make it work this time. I would make it work this time. Because, deep down in my heart, I knew I had to have been mostly at fault before. I’d failed her, somehow, and I swore now that I wouldn’t do it again. 

She seemed more than willing to guide me this time, though, something she hadn’t done before. 

That was a good thing, I thought. Because I certainly didn’t have a clue what I was doing at being a man or being a dog, 

I took comfort knowing that if I just let her, she’d guide me, shape me into what she wanted me to be. It could be just that easy, couldn’t it? If I let it happen. She seemed to know exactly what she wanted and have no qualms about asking, no demanding that I give it. And, I was more than willing to give whatever she asked of me. 

I fell into my bed, exhausted from the day, and from not sleeping well the night before, and dreamt of Annie. She was on a big chair, in front of a roaring fire, and she had a book in her hand, reading, as always, and her pretty feet were up on the table, after a long day at work, shoes kicked off, warming her toes by the fire, and I, I was laying curled up beneath her feet, on the plush rug, sleeping…content at my Mistress’s feet. 

I woke up refreshed, content, as if my dream had been real. I felt…refreshed…and even more so, I felt excited. I had a move to arrange, packing to do, arrangements to make with the house, the utilities, changing my address on important documents, boring details like that, but they were not boring at all now. For, now, each task accomplished brought me one step closer to being reunited with Annie. 

I was excited, and I was ready a full day early, but I forced myself to wait, to be patient, to be a good and patient dog. I wasn’t about to piss my Mistress off now. Not when things were just starting to look up for me. 

I got home from work on the third day to find Annie at my door, waiting for me. This was a surprise, a pleasant one. 

“Hello,” she said. And I found I was pleased she hadn’t called me dog in front of my place. Any of my neighbors might have been going by, and, well, they really didn’t need to know that much about me…

“Hi,” I said, smiling brightly and sliding the key into the lock, all the while wishing I was sliding something else into this smoking hot woman on my doorstep… something big and hot and ready for use… 

I sighed. I really hoped I was going to get laid sometime soon, because it had been so long I was really needing it, but even thinking about masturbating just didn’t do it for me. Annie hadn’t told me specifically that I couldn’t, not yet, but I felt uncomfortable thinking about doing it. It seemed like something that she wouldn’t want me to do, or at least something that she would want to know about, like when she’d asked when I had last taken a dump, and I knew there was no way I was telling her that I jacked off thinking about being her dog and fucking her. No way. 

But, I couldn’t lie to her, either, ever, and so it was better just not to do it. And, of course, the desire just wasn’t really there anymore anyway. All my desire was for her. I had little left for my hand when it came down to it. I’d much rather just roll over and go to sleep, get a bright and early start getting ready for her…and for my new life…and that’s exactly what I’d done. 

“Come in?” I invited, knowing she’d follow me in, but feeling like I ought to, anyway. 

Annie smiled when she stepped in and saw all my worldly possessions packed up and ready to move in the morning. 

“You’re ready even earlier than expected…” she grinned, sliding close, rubbing her hard body against mine, making me hard instantly. I know she could tell, too, because she rubbed there longer, grinding into me with her hips. 

“And you’re ready for me…there…too… “ she murmured. 

“Always…Mistress.” I told her, proud that I remembered. 

Annie took both my hands in hers… “Take me…” she said.

I just stood there, like a dumbass, now that my dreams were coming true, and all of a sudden! 

“Take me,” she demanded, in a voice as clear as her desires…

Still, I stared, dumbfounded. 

“You’ve pleased me, so much…Peter. You’ve done so much, and in so short a time. I know how much you want to please me…and how much you still love me…” 

I nodded, and sunk against her, holding her to my body. 

She held me a moment, stroking up and down my back, caressing my buttocks on the down stroke which felt absolutely wonderful. 

“Now, behave…and do as I say… take me, now. You won’t get another chance to do it until you’ve earned it. And, it won’t be easy…” 

Her eyes narrowed and she studied my face as if wondering if I thought it was going to be easy, doing what she wanted… no, I knew it wasn’t, I just knew that I was going to do it. 

She stamped her foot in anger and her cheeks flushed. 

“Now, or, so help me God,  I shall make you wish you did…” 


Chapter13 

I already wished I did… and I didn’t need the implied threat of punishment to make me do what I’d been waiting to do all these years. 

 I stopped wishing right then and started doing. I put my hands on her, stroking, caressing, trying not to grope madly, but it wasn’t easy. I leaned close, kissed her neck, her throat, the tops of her breasts that shown full above the low cut of the dress she wore. 

I scooped her up in my arms and carried her to my bed, laid her down and peeled the clingy emerald dress off tossing it to the floor in an unceremonious gesture. I didn’t care if she ever wore clothing again. She could stay in bed, be my woman, and make love to me twenty four seven, for all I cared…if she only would… 

Excited, my pants were nearly impossible to rip off as my swollen cock inside took up the extra space in them where I’d lost weight since the divorce. 

I filled out my pants now, just fine, with a little inspiration from my Mistress. 

I would probably regret it later, but right now I did what I wanted to do, I threw Annie back on my bed, crawled up on top, buried my face in her mound, yanking the lace covering it away with my teeth.  Then my hands were busy trying to free myself, and, Annie, seeing my predicament, helped me out, sliding my pants down off my hips, and taking my erection into her soft and gentle hands. 

I let her stroke me once, twice, and already I felt near to bursting. It had been so long…and this felt so good… 

I couldn’t come there in her hands, though, no not like that. I quickly took possession of my hard cock, rubbing it with my thumb, circling the head, and spreading her legs wider with my other hand, rubbing her already wet and glistening slit with my other hand, then with my cock…

With a twist of my hips, I was sliding in home free, shooting deep into her pink folds all the way till my balls slapped her ass, hard. Take that, I thought, feeling righteous. I started to move, in, out. She was so damn tight, she must not have had any cock in a long, long time either. Maybe as long as I’d been waiting for…this. 

Ohhh, shiiit…. I tried to back out, to stop myself, but it was too late, way too late. My traitorous cock was already shooting off it’s load deep inside her, and I was sure that while she’d surely felt good, just as good as I’d felt, I knew she hadn’t come yet, she hadn’t hardly even had time to get her panties off, not really. 

“I’m…I’m so sorry, Mistress,” I apologized. 

She smiled, not looking too pissed, maybe just a little…disappointed, maybe? 

I sighed, and vowed inwardly never to let that happen again. How could I have come so fast? It wasn’t like I was a school boy any more. 

“Don’t worry, dog… you tried, anyway. “ 

She kissed me then, on the nose, not on the lips and I figured my time as a man was about over… 

“It’s ok… we’ll get you trained. Don’t you worry.” 

I wasn’t sure I liked her tone, it was stern again and I wondered how in the hell she was going to train me, to fix my little problem? 

I hoped she knew, because I was clueless. My only idea would have been for her to let me fuck her anytime I wanted, as much as I wanted, until I got kind of used to it again. That way, maybe I could build up some sort of resistance again, some way to control the rage of hormones that washed over me every time I saw her, threatening to wash me away with them. 

Unfortunately, for me, she did know. Very well. Why had I ever wished such a thing upon myself? 

I guess it was just part of being a dumb dog. 


Chapter 14

The day I moved in Annie pulled me to her, sat me down on the couch and we had a little talk. 

“So, Peter, we never did get to talk about what dogs do…” 

“Sure we did,” I said. Not wanting to go through the whole embarrassing deal about shit again, I simply shortened my version of what dogs do. 

“They sleep and stuff.” 

Annie stared at me with an amused look on her face. 

“Is that it?” 

“Pretty much…”  I said, knowing I was failing this test miserably… 

Think Peter, think. What else did dogs do? 

I wracked my brain. I imagined myself on Family Feud, with the timer ticking and “Things Dogs Do” for the category, but my mind was a blank. Even in my mind I heard the buzzer, no points for Peter. What a loser. What a dog. 

Molly came along just then, and settled at Annie’s feet, leaning her furry body against the woman. 

Eureka. Saved by the dog. Inspiration when I’d least expected a save. 

I turned to Annie, a big grin on my face. 

“They sleep on the bed… they lick their Mistresses’, they play with toys…” I was thinking of all the fun things dogs did, things that could be fun for me…with my Mistress…  And, the toys I was thinking of certainly weren’t dog toys… 

I was a bad dog, even in my mind. So very, very naughty. And so dirty. My Mistress ought to perhaps give me a bath, I thought, smiling to myself, but when I saw Annie’s face and saw that she was not smiling, I didn’t mention that one… not now. Perhaps there would be a better time to bring that little one up. 

Annie frowned. “Peter, dogs do all those things, too, but that’s not their main job.” 

She paused, letting her words sink into my somewhat thick and obviously addled doggie brain. 

“Dogs make their owners happy,” she said. “They do a lot of things, really.”

She stroked her chin, thinking. It seemed like she had to do some thinking about this question, too, and that made me feel just a little better…until so many things dogs did started spilling out of her mouth that I realized she’d been simply trying to narrow the list down, hit the main duties and obligations of dogs and not overwhelm me with everything right away. 

I sighed, glad she was thinking of me, though, but shocked at all that it sounded like I was going to have to learn. 

“Dogs protect their homes, and their owners. They guard the house when their owner has to be away. All very important duties. 

Did she really want all that? From him? He wasn’t a big, buff bouncer type, and he sure as hell wasn’t a pit-bull either. What did she think he was? 

“I know your teeth aren’t sharp, so you won’t be expected to bite an attacker or a burglar, of course.

She stroked his back then leaned close. “You’re kind of a worthless dog, at least in that regard.” She giggled, but he sure didn’t see the humor in the situation! 

“Don’t worry,“  Annie continued. 

“You’ll be a good protector. You’ll learn other ways to protect since you suck at biting. “ 

She laughed. It did sound kind of funny… but then she’d gotten him started thinking about sucking… and that was all he could think about… 

“You’ll learn martial arts. Tae Kwan do, Ju-Jitsu, whatever it takes to make you just as good as any average dog at protecting me… “ 

Oh, hooray, he would be busting his butt and getting his butt kicked, too, over and over until he learned, or until she took pity on him and let him give up… she could always get a real dog, or maybe a hand gun. 

“Dogs run, and jump… “Annie said. “And you could do that. It would be good for you.” 

I stared at her as if she were speaking a foreign language. She should know how much of a couch potato I am, after all our years together. 

But, if she did, she pretended not to remember or not to know. I patted my budding beer belly and caught her before she went off on another spiel. 

“I…I’m not exactly a runner here,” I began. “As you can probably tell…” 

Annie looked at me, then burst out laughing. 

“Yeah,“  she said. “I guess I can. And, that will be taken care of, dog. Don’t you worry. You’ll be running and jumping and playing with your friends in no time.” 

She looked thoughtful. “I might even teach you to jump and catch a Frisbee. That would be fun.  Would you like that?” 

As coordinated as Peter was, he knew that was akin to growing wings and flying, but, if that was what his woman wanted, hell he’d try, for her sake. 

“Yes, Mistress,” he said, and he almost meant it. 

Damn if this dog business wasn’t going to be a lot more work than he’d thought. 

Molly pranced away and he watched her wistfully. He bet that little bitch didn’t have to do all this stuff. She was a natural dog, and, to the best of Peter’s notice didn’t really do anything. 

Lucky bitch! 

Oh, but look who was going to be sleeping in the Mistresses bed, now, would you? It would be him and not that little mongrel, and Peter would do whatever it took to make that happen. If he was going to be a dog, he was damn well going to be the Alpha dog, not that little scruff of fur and bones.

Oh, god, he was jealous of Molly. How did this happen, and why? Why couldn’t he just get his woman back easily? Tell her Hey baby, want to try it again? Have her falling into his arms, into his bed, again… 

Hell no, life just couldn’t be that easy. Even for a dog. 

Especially for a dog! 


Chapter 15

Talk time over, Annie had made her plans known to him, and Peter was a little worried, but not as much as he thought he’d be. After all, he was already committed to this. There was no backing out now. 

He’d just moved the last load of stuff from his house, brought the first box of his clothes in. 

“Where shall I put these, Mistress?” 

Annie looked up from the newspaper. “Where should you put what?” 

“My clothes…” 

“Oh, you can put those in…the garage… or burn them. I don’t care what you do with them. “ 

She met his surprised look with her own evil one. “You won’t be wearing them anyway.” 

He liked the sound of that, maybe. But, considering her look, he wondered if that was a mistake. Still, he moved all the cartons into the garage, as she’d directed. 

“That everything?” 

“Yes, Mistress,” he said, flushed and hot from all the hard work. 

“Wonderful.” 

She tugged his belt…patted his butt inside his jeans. “Now you can take these off and put them with the rest.” 

“What?” 

“Naked, now, dog, you have two minutes to mind. And, I’m being generous…don’t take advantage like a greedy dog. “ 

He complied, like a good dog, and felt naked going to the garage with the clothes, because he was naked… and was thankful as hell the garage was attached and the windows were covered. She wouldn’t have made him do it otherwise, would she? Well, he didn’t know. And, he decided he really didn’t want to find out. 

He crept back in and watched her in the kitchen getting a pitcher of lemonade out of the fridge, pouring a tall icy glass. 

“Thirsty?” she asked, not even acknowledging my nakedness. Fine. I nodded, and watched as Annie pointed to a bowl on the ground. It was new, hadn’t been there the other day. It had water in it and he supposed he was to drink from it… 

I was surprised though, to see it was a real dog dish, and that she’d had his name “Peter…” emblazoned around the edge. A personalized dog dish… how exciting was that? 

“Don’t just stare at it, get down on your knees…and drink… you’ve worked hard. I don’t need my dog ending up dehydrated and going to the vet because he’s too dumb to drink when I give him water… 

She tapped her foot, waiting, rather impatiently, until I’d lapped at least half of the bowl of water away which took an amazingly long time with my human tongue, my human mouth which was not used to drinking this way. Water dribbled down my chin and down his chest. 

He stopped, and was about to look up, see if she was pleased, when he felt a sharp smack across his bare backside, one that startled him more than anything else. It hadn’t really hurt at all. He turned sharply and saw Annie tapping the rolled up newspaper against her palm. 

“All of it… or do you need another swat?” 

He didn’t…and he bent down… drank heartily. 

“Good dog… it won’t hurt you to build up those lapping muscles, either,” she said, dropping him a wink. 

He hoped that she meant what he hoped she meant by that… but he was not bold enough to ask. Dogs didn’t speak, usually, and so he figured it was probably a good idea for him not to unless he was spoken to. 

But, he felt his manhood grow hard thinking about what he could be licking, what he could be tasting…if he were lucky…if he pleased his Mistress and if his Mistress allowed…

Then, even more embarrassed, he looked over and saw that she saw, too, couldn’t really help but see, not when he was stuck there all naked and exposed… and so very hard. 

He wanted to stroke himself, get off, or have her get him off, even better. But , she looked  at him again, briefly, with a grin, and then strode off, like oh yeah, you’ve got a hard on, lookie, there, but she certainly wasn’t planning on doing anything about it. 

Well, what did he expect? He’d known he’d have to prove himself, somehow, and he really hadn’t done all that much yet. 

He sighed, then his eyes grew wide as he saw Annie reenter the room. 


Chapter 16

In her hand she held a big black butt plug. Peter knew what those were from their extremely rare excursions to the adult novelty store that had occurred early on in their marriage. They hadn’t bought anything like that, of course. 

Annie had simply bought a board game for lovers, one of those where you spin the dial and tell a fantasy if the spinner lands on that or kiss your lovers feet for two minutes if the spinner lands on that… it had been fun, and had brought back the spark at the time… 

Peter hadn’t picked anything out, was content with just looking, filing memories away, kinky ones, for later use…

But, Annie didn’t look like she had any intentions of putting the monster of a thing in her hand to later use… she looked like she was ready and willing to put it to immediate use. Well, he didn’t care. He just hoped she’d let him watch, at least. 

After all, he was just a dog here minding his own business, being good, so what if his Mistress pleasures herself a little… just another day in the life of a dog, right? 

Maybe he would like this being a dog thing, after all. That’s what he thought, right up until Annie walked around behind him as he knelt on his knees, starting to get sore, and he felt something cold and hard and slippery bump up against his bum hole. 

Oh, hell no. He was not going there. 

He jumped up and backed away from his crazy Mistress who really did look crazy now that her eyes were flashing her displeasure at his flagrant disobedience. 

“Bad dog,” she shouted. 

“Dogs don’t do that…” 

Peter decided then and there that he was done with this shit. He was done being a dog, he could not do this, not even for the one person he loved more than anything else in the world. 

“Some do… “ Annie reminded him. “Girl dogs do…” 

“I’m not a girl…” he lifted his cock, which was being contrary again and filling up with blood, getting hard from a nudge on his ass. 

God, he was turning into a girl or a dog, one or the other, maybe a girl dog. Wouldn’t that just be the shit? 

“Get back on your knees, dog, unless you’ve changed your mind about pleasing me? “

Peter hesitated, uncertain of what he wanted. 

His cock gave him away, though, massive and totally engorged, full, ready for her, or something. He needed to get off somehow. 

Annie gave his butt a light smack with a flyswatter, where had she gotten that and when, he wondered. She must have had it ready just in case he misbehaved. 

He’d never intended to misbehave, but…

Oh, hell, he was turned on by every blasted thing she was doing to him, and maybe, the other thing…wouldn’t be so bad. 

He dropped to his knees again, making his Mistress smile. 

“After all, you were the one who wanted to do it doggy style…” She laughed, and picked up the toy again. 

This hadn’t been what he’d been talking about, but, damn if it didn’t feel good, pushing on his asshole, her insistence not allowing him a moment of reprieve, stretching him more and more until his brow was damp with perspiration and he was afraid he’d shoot his load then and there as she finally slid it all the way home.. filling him completely. A new experience, for Peter, the dog. And, he reared back, ass in the air, grinding on it, wanting more. Doggie liked his new toy.


Chapter 17

“Since you were so good, would you like to sleep in my room tonight, dog?” 

“Oh, yes, Mistress,” I jumped up, and was shoved back down by her, immediately. 

“Dogs don’t jump up on people in this house. “ She gave my ass a swat with the swatter. 

“I’m sorry, Mistress… I thought you meant…” 

She cut my words off with her own sharp ones. “You don’t need to think. That’s what you have me for. “ 

I nodded and fell back onto the couch. 

She yanked me back up, spun me around, laid another smack on my ass, on the same cheek, which I was sure had to already be red. It hurt! But, it was making my manhood perk up. What was it with that? I felt tingly, and warm inside, like I wanted her to do more of that…but, I wouldn’t piss her off more just for it. I could only imagine it would start to sting good and proper after enough swats, plus I didn’t know what else she might have lying around. 

Mom had favored a hairbrush for paddling, while dad used a switch just like his dad used on him. I came from a spank happy family so that’s my only excuse for maybe liking this so much. It wasn’t like I was a pervert or anything. No, it was just…my upbringing. 

Whatever it was, I was glad for it, because it was making this dog thing a lot more enjoyable than it might have been if I hadn’t enjoyed a little smack across the bum. 

“They don’t jump up on the furniture, either, uninvited,” she scolded, plopping her cute little tushy down on the dog forbidden couch.  

“Heel,” she told me, pointing to the place on the floor at her feet right where she wanted me. 

I moved there immediately, standing at the ready, on all fours. She looked down, smiled and leaned back, kicking her heels off and propping both of her stocking covered feet on me. 

I liked the feel of her stocking feet on my bare back. It made me think of what it felt like when those pretty legs were wrapped around me…in bed…and the ruffled rhumba panties had managed to disappear, her pussy was bared, shaved and naked, tantalizing, making me want to lick there, making it hard to concentrate on anything else.

Annie snorted in disgust. 

“What?” I asked.

“You dogs are always horny, aren’t you?” 

“I’m…sorry?” 

She shrugged. “No need to be sorry…it happens…”

It sure did, especially when I was around her…and even more so now it seemed…

She pulled me close, stroked my head, my neck, my upper back. It felt good, really good. 

“But, listen up, dog. You and me, we need to get a few things straight. “ 

I gave her my undivided doggy attention.

“If I choose to let you…use that…” she took one stocking foot off my back, brought it under me, teasing my erect cock with it, making it bob up and down. 

“It will be to give me pleasure only. If you happen to get pleasure, too, then so be it. I won’t deny you your pleasure…as long as you behave.” 

“It will be when I want it, and if I want it. It will be how and where and what I want. You are a dog and have no say in…anything. Capiche?” 

She smiled, running a finger under my chin, stroking the delicate underside of my throat with one long perfectly manicured nail. 

I nodded, and had to break a grin. I couldn’t help it. I’d finally found my place in life, here, at her feet, and it felt wonderful. I knew she’d let me fuck her, now, eventually, even if it was only for her, I was going to enjoy the hell out of it…and, I realized I was going to enjoy the hell out of pleasing her, too. 

I struggled to think if I had ever really thought of doing that before. I was ashamed to recall I’d been more of a get my rocks off and then roll over and play dead kind of guy, preferring snoozing to snuggling… preferring to have my cock sucked… rather than care if she had more than one orgasm per sex session. I always asked if she had at least one… and now I recalled some times when her answer was just a little too long coming, I realized that maybe she’d lied… I wanted to ask, but couldn’t. I already knew the answer, didn’t I? 


Chapter 18

Annie patted the couch beside her. “Come,” she told me, and I didn’t hesitate. She spread her legs wide, shoving my face into her steamy pussy. I buried my face there, happily, licking and lapping like the dog that I was, happily drinking her juices, teasing her swollen little clit until she moaned in pleasure. Oh, yes, I liked pleasing my Mistress. 

“Enough,” she said, pushing me away, and I almost whined, but, I held it back somehow. It’s all about her now, I thought, remembering. 

I sat back on my heels, kneeling between her legs, waiting for her command, waiting for her to tell me what she wanted, what she needed now. 

She snaked a hand forward, stroking my cock which already glistened with precum. I wanted it in her right now, right here. It was so hard, and then when she wrapped her hand around it I moaned. 

“Ooooh, Mistress… that feels so good…” 

She smiled. “Want to put that thing to some use?” 

I nodded enthusiastically. “Hell yeah, “ I said, winking at her. 

“Bedroom, now. “she commanded and I stood up immediately, scooping her up off the couch and into my arms. 

“Which way?” 

She laughed and pointed to the left, her other arm wrapping around my neck. 

I carried her in, threw her down on the pillow top bed and waited for her command. 

“Take me…” she said. And I did. I took her doggy style, and every which way, taking my fill of her, for now, at least until I had to stop, panting, after I was sure she’d come at least three times, feeling her river of wetness flooding over my cock as she squirted when she came… feeling her hot cunt clamp down tight on my rod, at last letting go, letting her pussy milk me of every drop of cum in me. 

Oh, God, it was good to be a dog. 

Annie’s dog. 

After, she snuggled up, her head on my chest, her hair tickling right nipple, and her fingers tracing lazy circles around the other one. 

She looked content, and that meant I did a good job…I think. 

“That was wonderful , Peter. “  She smiled. 

“Maybe you’re not as much of a dog as I thought you were. Maybe you could learn to be a man?” 

She kissed the nipple she’d been toying with, ran a warm wet tongue around it, nibbled it, sending shivers throughout my entire body… 

“Would you like to learn to be a man?” 

“Yes, Mistress. I’d like that very much.” 

She gave me a stern look, questioned me with her eyes…

“My man?” 

“Only yours,” I grinned, pulling her to me, kissing her lips, then pulling her onto me, onto my cock that was more than ready for her again…

… just like a man would do. 

“Ummm…” she moaned into my mouth… then pulled away briefly…

“That’s a good start, Peter. A really good start…” 

“I always knew you had it in you…” 

I smiled and covered her mouth, silencing her, and she let me…

And then the only sound in the room was our lovemaking.
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