

er 

Passion and Power: Taming Her Pet

By Toby Passion

This is a work of fiction. All characters and events are created by the author. Any resemblance to actual people, alive or dead, is purely coincidental. All characters are 18 years of age or older.

© 2020. Toby Passion. No portion of this work may be reproduced in any way without prior written consent from the author, with the exception of fair use excerpts for review and editorial purposes.

This title is for adults only. It contains explicit acts of sexuality, adult themes, and material that may be offensive.

Join my mailing list to receive a free short story:

[image: Feminized by the Professor]

Feminized by the Professor is an erotica short about Austin, a shy student who spends too much time fantasizing about the Professor's Assistant, Jasmine. Jasmine and the Professor decide to allow Austin to take part in an experiment they're running. It doesn't take Austin long to submit to the experiment and embrace his role in pleasing the professor!
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Chapter 1

Kyle drove through the quiet neighborhood to Christa’s house in his inoffensive, practical car, slightly out of place surrounded by the large houses and even larger estates. As he pulled into the long driveway, Kyle realized that, for the first time, he did not need a map to find Christa’s house.

Stepping out of his car, the strong scent of fresh-cut grass put a spring in Kyle’s step. His heart thumped as he approached the door. This may be his third time at her house, but it was the first time since they had spent a passionate evening making out and exploring one another’s body in the darkness of his condo. Shortly after that visit, Christa had suggested that they play a game between one another.

Kyle thought of their game as he got out of his car, carrying a bag full of perverse, kinky items that he planned on using on Christa. Kyle’s confidence at his victory in the game had already muddled his thoughts.

Christa opened her front door as Kyle approached. He looked at her, her off-white sundress flowing across the curves of her body, her bare shoulders drawing his attention, and he thought of the delicious taste of her body. The thumping of his nervous heart quickened with arousal. He watched her every move, the flowing ribbon hanging from her hair as she greeted him with a smile.

“Hey, Kyle,” Christa said as she eyed his body with a subtle glance up and down his powerful frame.

Kyle held a single flower, plucked from the garden of his townhome. He handed it to her, the yellow lily bringing a bright smile to Christa’s joyful greeting.

“I’m glad to see you, Christa,” Kyle said.

Christa found him disarming in a way that almost interfered with her plans. Almost. She observed the bag he was carrying.

“What did you bring?” she asked with feigned innocence.

Kyle laughed, then pictured the items in his bag and blushed. He fantasized about Christa’s body, about spreading her open and taking her in ways that he could barely dream. But when he loaded the bag, filling it with objects of very specific and obvious intent, he conjured the image of Christa as submissive, giving herself to him and pleading for more from him.

Now, she stood before him defiantly, challenging him.

Kyle lowered his eyes. Christa smiled, unseen, her confidence growing.

Christa invited Kyle into the house. He watched her as she led him into the living room, the sway of her hips visible through the hanging dress. Kyle licked his lips with lascivious desire. He imagined how her ass would feel in his hands, reddened by his firm touch.

Kyle’s wish would only come partially true, as he would gain a most intimate feel for Christa’s ass, but it would not be reddened by his firm touch.

Christa, her thorough plan finally coming to fruition, led Kyle to the coffee table. She ran through her mental checklist, knowing that quick and decisive action gave her the best chance of success.

Kyle instinctively followed Christa’s lead. His excitement blinded him to the clever way in which she set the tone of their game. She chose the place and she would choose the time. Kyle thought he would win through brute force, but he would never get the chance.

Christa hesitated as she steeled her will. Kyle thought, briefly on how he would grapple with Christa without hurting her. Yet, at least.

Kyle thought of the game they had decided to play, and the simple rules that he expected would be discussed.

“It has to be a mental contest,” Kyle had said to Christa, expecting her to agree.

Christa scoffed, “I can match you physically. We should keep it simple, instead. Winner take all, as soon as either of us yields then the other shall be the master for 24 hours, period.”

Kyle had laughed in devious, erotic joy.

“Are you sure?” he asked.

“Quite,” Christa answered.

They ended the conversation, and the next day Kyle drove to Christa’s house, led by his raging erection. He longed for her body, to take it and fill it and taste it. To devour her.

Christa, seeing Kyle’s mind wander and knowing that the rules were set, recognized her chance to act.


Chapter 2

“So, do we just...” Kyle began.

Christa moved quickly, and Kyle did not have a chance to finish his thought, much less his question about how they should begin the contest.

With a swift pull, Christa freed her unbuckled belt from her waist. Gripping it by the loose end that was tucked safely into itself, she looped her fingers into the buckle and whipped the free end around Kyle’s neck.

Christa grabbed the swinging end of the belt, connecting the loop around Kyle’s neck, and stepped closer to him.

Kyle reached up for the belt, surprise changing his question into a grunted “oh!”

Christa lowered herself down behind Kyle, driving her knee into the back of his knee. Kyle dropped and Christa pulled her belt tight around his neck.

Kyle reached his arm behind his back, trying to grab Christa.

She expected his grasp. In fact, she counted on it.

Christa held her belt around his neck with her left hand and grabbed Kyle’s arm with her right hand. She pulled his arm up as she looped the belt around her wrist.

Kyle lay face down on the floor, Christa’s belt around his neck. He gritted his teeth in pain as Christa pulled his arm up into the small of his back.

Christa sat on Kyle’s legs and reached under her couch. She produced a pair of black handcuffs and locked Kyle’s pinned wrist before he realized she even had them.

Kyle struggled hard, knowing that his fight would be lost once he was fully handcuffed. It all happened so fast!

“Wait!” he said, a desperate attempt to distract.

Christa tasted victory as she sat on Kyle’s legs, holding his arm. Another inch, and his hands would be cuffed behind his back. She felt him writhe beneath her weight and her body responded with a rush of desire.

“It’s too late, sexy,” she told him as she licked her lips.

Kyle was lost, confused by her strength and her swift dominance. His plans dashed, he lay beneath Christa thinking only of his wrists nearly locked together. His face pressed into the soft fuzz of her carpet. He wanted to tell her to wait, again, but what would that accomplish?

“Maybe we can make a deal,” he said, smiling at his futile attempt to delay the increasingly inevitable click of the handcuffs.

Christa laughed and pulled his arm up into his back.

“Ah!” Kyle said, pain stabbing his shoulder.

“Give me your other hand, pet,” she said.

Kyle put his arms together behind his back and Christa locked the handcuffs into place.

“You have so much to say, don’t you?” she asked.

From her position on Kyle’s legs, Christa reached for and grabbed the bag that he had been carrying.

As Kyle’s dream of opening the bag over a bound and stripped Christa faded into the reality of the situation, he realized that she would be opening the bag and seeing a direct glimpse of what he had planned for her.

Kyle struggled against Christa’s weight, a tiring effort that left him breathless and just as tightly cuffed. Christa, watching his struggle with a patient, victorious smile, held her position on his legs and waited for him to finish.

“Are you done, pet?” she asked.

Kyle growled, low and threatening.

His growl turned to a startled exclamation when Christa reached between his legs and grabbed his balls, clamping her hand against the bulge of his shorts.

She felt his hardness, his swollen cock pressing against her fingers.

Kyle squirmed again, briefly, until Christa tightened her grip.

“Let’s see what presents you brought me,” she said, smiling in delight at his bound strength beneath her.

Christa released her grip on Kyle and unzipped the backpack. She leaned forward and emptied the bag next to his head. Christa purred as an assortment of sexual devices spilled forth.

“You were going to use all of this on me?” she asked.

Kyle pulled at his handcuffs in silent, resistant response.

“Well, that’s enough of your attitude,” Christa said with finality.

She grabbed several lengths of rope that were in the bag Kyle brought, smiling in satisfaction that he had brought so much. She would not need to get her supply of ropes from the closet after all.

Christa climbed off Kyle’s legs and grabbed his elbow.

“Now, I know that it may be difficult for you to concede, especially considering the items you brought,” Christa said with an unseen wink.

Kyle grunted in response as she lifted him to his knees.

“But,” Christa continued, “don’t forget that you made a deal.”

Christa finished her sentence and put her hand on Kyle’s cheeks. He looked up at her, wary and cautious but with a hint of defiance still sparkling in his bright eyes.

She smiled down at him and said, “Do you understand the rules of our game?”

Kneeling beneath her, face gripped in her lithe fingers, Kyle fought against a strong desire to submit to her will. The arousal and the shame made sense. The longing for more did, too. He needed her punishment. But still, Kyle fought against it.

“Yes,” he said, terse.

Christa smiled at him, undaunted, and pulled Kyle towards the coffee table.

In a well-practiced move, Christa pulled Kyle forward over the width of the table, his torso resting on the flat surface. His head hung over one side and his knees rested on the floor on the other side.

In short order, Christa roped Kyle’s elbows to the far ends of the table, pulling his arms wide while keeping his hands cuffed behind his back. She unbuttoned his shorts and pulled them off, leaving his tight, blue underwear in place.

Working quickly, and without comment, Christa bound Kyle’s knees to the far ends of the table, matching the ropes around his elbows. Kyle, once locked in place, pulled against the ropes and testing the bindings. He lay across the table, head hanging over one side and ass bent over the other. His arms and legs were bound to the far ends.

There was no give in the ropes, and no slack with which he could move.

Christa stepped back from her bound pet, eyeing his body the same way that he had looked at her just minutes, but what seemed like hours, ago.

“We’re going to begin today’s lesson with how you properly answer my questions. Do you understand?” Christa asked.

Kyle grunted in response.

Christa’s response, planned before she had even asked the question, was swift and forceful. She pulled down his underwear and exposed his bent-over ass and spanked him with ten hard, rapid strokes.

Kyle first responded with surprise, then indignation. By the fifth spank, he struggled against his bindings to escape the sharp, stinging pain.

On the final stroke, as Christa’s hand lingered on Kyle’s stinging ass, Kyle again felt a wave of submission pulse through his bound and punished body. Christa had shown a side of herself he did not know existed. His response to her dominance was submission and arousal, despite his effort at resisting her indomitable will.

“Do you understand, pet?” Christa asked.

Kyle remained still, his silence speaking volumes.

Christa went to her desk across the room and opened a drawer. She walked back to Kyle swinging the wooden ruler through the air, letting the swish of its broadside whisper its inanimate threat to his reddened ass.

Kyle heard her approach, saw her swinging the ruler out of the corner of his eye.

“Fuck,” he thought, his pride keeping him from obedience.

Christa traced the ruler over his exposed ass, teasing him with the soft wood.

With a sudden smack, she began a series of intense, unrelenting punishments on Kyle’s ass. She spanked him with the ruler, alternating cheeks as she swung repeatedly. Mentally counting the strokes, Christa paced herself as she reached ten, and then twenty.

Kyle struggled hard against his bindings, emotions raging through his bound body. He grew angry with Christa, then defiant again. He pulled away from her as much as he could, giving up on his resolute stillness as he tried to avoid the unending strikes across his stinging ass.

Christa continued spanking him, and Kyle’s breathing grew quick and shallow.

She watched the redness spread across his ass after each stroke, noticed how his skin responded to her punishment. His muscles bulged as he pulled against the ropes and his round ass bounced with each swift strike. She saw him fighting his submission and her pussy flooded with desire. She claimed his body with each flick of her wrist, breaking him and then molding him to her will. She felt her power over him, felt him submitting to her. She saw him writhing in pain that became pleasure.

Christa reached thirty, and then forty strokes.

Kyle sagged in his bindings, his struggling and pulling wearing his beaten body out. His cock bounced with each spank, its hardness betraying his desire for the spanking. He felt the heat radiating from his ass, felt the redness as the ruler connected for the fortieth time.

He arched his back, feeling the pain welling through him as he found himself giving his body to her. His cock’s growth reflected his submissive pleasure and spun his head with hesitant desire for more.

“Okay!” he finally yelled, near what must have been fifty strokes from the ruler.

Christa stopped spanking him but kept the ruler pressed against his hot, stinging skin.

“Okay?” she asked.

“I’m sorry,” he said.

“Go on,” she said, pressing the ruler into his red skin, tracing the edge over the most sensitive skin below his tight hole.

“I’m sorry for not doing what you said, mistress?” he said questioningly.

Christa unleashed a flurry of sharp, stinging slaps with her ruler. Through gritted teeth, she punctuated each strike with a snarled syllable.

“I am not your mistress,” she seethed.

The flaring pain sent Kyle’s body through an uncontrolled response. He pulled against the ropes, struggling for escape as he fought against the pain searing his red ass.

With a sudden, unexpected change, Christa stopped spanking Kyle and began rubbing his stinging ass.

“You can call me master,” she fairly whispered in a soothing, sympathetic tone.

Kyle, grateful for her tender attention, did not hesitate when he replied, “Yes, master.”

Christa smiled, proud of her submissive pet.

“Good pet,” she said as she felt the heat of his beaten ass. Her fingers probed his hot skin, rubbing his exposed body and marveling at her unrestricted access.

Kyle moaned at her touch, felt her fingers brush against his asshole and then wrap about his balls. Christa felt the hardness of his cock and leaned closer to his head.

“You are my good little pet, aren’t you?” she asked as her fingers tightened over the steel of his hard cock.

“Yes,” he said, hesitating, struggling to say ‘master.’

Christa leaned back, releasing his cock and pressing the ruler against Kyle’s ass.

Without a word, she began striking him with the ruler, fast and hard.

Kyle winced and struggled but held as still as he could, determined to take her abuse with stoic resolve.

His stillness only excited Christa, however, and she struck harder and faster, mesmerized by the impact of the ruler on his round ass.

Kyle found the pain exhilarating, at first. Then he became consumed by it, wallowing in it. Struggling against it. Still, Christa struck him, over and over.

“Master!” Kyle said.

Christa pretended not to hear him. Her spanking continued, unabated.

“Yes, Master!” he called out again.

Christa continued. She observed his body and his reaction to her punishment. The scene aroused her more and more with each stroke. The sound of his moans. The sound of his fleshy ass taking her beating. She smelled his body, his cologne’s scent buried by the musk of his sweat and excitement. She watched him writhing against the ropes, his body a tuned instrument responding to her touch.

She continued, more than 50 times she had already spanked him. She was watching closely, trying to focus on her next move and ignoring the desire raging through her.

Kyle pulled at his ropes and resisted, his breath ragged and his brow dripping sweat. He pulled and then, as quickly as the first stinging strike had begun, his stinging ass and his hard cock drove the resistance from his mind.

Kyle sagged against the ropes and embraced his punishment. His Master.

Christa saw him relax his fight and knew she was close. Knew that he was hers. Almost.

She continued spanking him with the ruler, though she tempered the punishment just slightly. She watched his body closely. It felt like she was drawing it out of him, drawing the pleasure and the submission. Christa touched herself, felt her own wetness. She felt a rush of power and domination, of pleasure and control. She knew that she could cum, just like this, spanking his sexy ass while she watched him break beneath her.

And soon, he did.

The stinging pain of her ruler drove deep into Kyle, the heat from his ass and the humiliation of her punishment and her clear, obvious victory stirred deep within his body. She had taken him, much more than he had dared dream of how he would take her. She owned him, from his cuffed hands to his tied elbows to his bound legs. And especially in his punished ass and his hardening cock.

The pain was deserved. It was a reward. It was liberating.

Kyle arched his back, ever so slightly, taking her punishment now with submissive pride.

Christa smiled.

“Good pet,” she said in a low, husky tone.

Kyle raised his head and arched his back, presenting himself to her. Proudly.

“Thank you, Master!” he said with sincere gratitude.

Christa continued spanking him, lighter than before but still with the stinging, wooden impact of the ruler.

“Good pet!” she said with pleasure and even more pride.

Christa stopped spanking him and draped her hand over his hot, stinging, red ass.

“Are you going to earn a reward, my sexy pet?” she asked.

Kyle quivered in anticipation as his body responded immediately. “Please, Master, may I earn a reward?”

“Very good!” Christa said.

She picked up a clear glass butt plug from the stack of toys that Kyle had brought. The bulbous end tapered into a shaft that flared into a wide base. She imagined the plug filling his tight hole and knew that it was exactly what he needed. Especially for planning to use it on her!

She lubed the plug and pressed the tip against his tight, untrained asshole. Kyle gasped as the force of the object told him exactly what it was and exactly where it would go.

The endorphins flooding his body screamed for more, and Kyle responded by arching his back even further.

“Good pet!” Christa said with real excitement. Kyle’s submission had become quite the pleasant surprise for Christa. She had expected some resistance, but she had certainly not expected a bound, sexy, obedient masochist at her fingertips.

Christa pressed the plug against his hole and watched as Kyle writhed against it, embracing her domination with the most intimate submission.

She watched as the plug forced his body open, forced its way into him. He took the plug unflinchingly and she moaned in excitement as his body embraced the plug with a tight, virgin fervor.

“Thank you, Master,” he whispered as the plug seated into him.

She rubbed his ass, impressed by his desire for a reward.

Christa stood and walked in front of Kyle, who still held his head up. She knelt, cradled his head in her hands, and whispered to him.

“You’ve been a very good pet. I saw you watching me, lusting after me. Do you think you deserve me?” she asked.

“Please, Master, please may I be allowed to please you?” he answered with devotion.

She smiled down at him, excited at using his face. Her body screamed for him, dripping anticipation making her heart race.

Christa sat on the floor and pulled her pants and then underwear off. She reached her legs onto the coffee table and put her arms on the floor behind her. Leaning back, she saw Kyle watching her naked pussy as she maneuvered into position.

“Show me how grateful you are,” she said.

Christa pushed her body up with her arms and wrapped her legs over Kyle’s torso. With some effort, she lifted her pussy to his face.

Kyle responded immediately and leaned forward as far as his bondage would allow, burying his face in her glistening wetness. Kyle embraced Christa’s pussy, doing more than just showing his gratitude for it. He tasted her wetness and immersed himself in her body as she filled his sight and his sense of smell with her exquisite sexuality.

Christa wrapped her thighs against Kyle’s head, and he was drowning in her wetness. She felt the fervor of his licking tongue and his passionate kisses on her sensitive clit.

“Good pet, very good,” she said as she forced her muscles to hold her in position against his buried face. Kyle, breathless, licked her like a starved animal, desperate to please and to imbibe her very essence.

He tasted her, smelled her, and was lost in her body.

Christa slowly lowered her legs as Kyle looked at her, breathless, face wet with her desire, eyes lost to desire and submission.

“You did earn you reward, didn’t you?” she asked him.

Kyle moaned and whimpered in need.

Christa knelt and then turned away from Kyle. She moved to her hands and knees as Kyle watched her ass, just inches from his face.

Kyle hungered for Christa with unimaginable need. His stinging of his ass and the stretching of his hole were constant reminders of Christa’s assertive power over him. Her ass, just out of reach, tempted him to such an extent that he could imagine nothing more than giving himself to her, completely.

“I want to hear you ask for it, sexy pet,” Christa said.

Kyle responded immediately, “Please Master, please may I worship your asshole?”

“Good,” Christa said as she leaned back, burying Kyle’s face in her ass.

Kyle pushed into her, his wet face sliding against her smooth skin until his probing tongue circled her tight asshole.

Kyle pushed his tongue into Christa’s asshole. His cock, harder than it had ever been, stabbed against the table as his bound body struggled to dive deeper into Christa. He felt the heat from her body and tasted her asshole as he buried his face in her, again. He licked her, hungrily, delirious with pleasure and lost inside her.

“What do you say, sexy?” Christa asked.

“Thank you for letting me lick your asshole, Master!” Kyle said, pausing his tongue just long enough to speak and then licking her wet skin again.

Licking and kissing her hole, Kyle struggled now for freedom to properly worship his controlling Master.

Christa knew it, could tell by his tongue and his tone and his committed body.

She moved forward and looked back as he stared hungrily after her.

“You’re going to show me what a good pet you can be, aren’t you?” she asked.

“Yes, Master, please may I show you what a good pet I can be?” he replied.

She smiled and moved behind him.

“Lay on your back on this table, and put your hands together underneath,” she said as she unbound his elbows and his legs.

“Yes, Master,” Kyle answered as he knelt next to the table.

Christa unlocked one of the handcuffs and guided Kyle to lay on the table. Kyle lay flat on his back, his hard cock standing upright, desperate for more. His arms hung on each side of the table.

“Lock them together,” she said.

Kyle locked the open cuff to his other wrist, securing his hands beneath the table that he lay upon.

“Sexy, caged pet, aren’t you?” Christa said as she moved one of her legs over the table, straddling Kyle.

His heart thumped and his rapid pulse was visible in his rock-hard, throbbing cock. Christa lowered herself towards his cock, knowing it would slide into her easily. Deep and hard.

Christa paced herself, enjoying the desperate need visible in Kyle’s eyes.

She felt the head of his hard, bulging cock press against her wet opening, the tip sliding into the folds of her sex.

“Please,” he whispered as he looked up at her.

Christa’s desire for Kyle’s hard cock ended her teasing game. She lowered herself onto him, taking him inside her. She felt every inch of his hard dick as he filled her, tight and wet.

Kyle’s mouth opened as he sighed in pleasure. She moved forward, riding him by short, small strokes as she sat atop his prone form.

His dick pressed against her swollen clit, rubbing her as she leaned into a slight angle that pressed his dick into just the right spot.

Christa reached forward and grabbed Kyle’s nipples with her fingernails.

“Ah!” he said as she pinched the sensitive skin of his nipples.

Christa watched Kyle’s face contort in denial of his own ecstasy. With his vulnerable nipples pinched between her fingers, she slid slowly up and down his hard shaft. She felt the swollen head of his cock fill and stretch her tight opening. Christa moaned in pleasure as she felt Kyle’s bound power beneath her.

For his part, Kyle’s mind rocked between excitement, nervousness, pleasure, and pain. He felt Christa’s heat as she rode his hard cock, and his mind reeled from her firm grip on his nipples. But the strangest sensation Kyle felt was the one of deep, grateful submission.

As Christa’s control over his physical form became abundantly clear, Kyle’s mind focused on the pleasure he felt as he lay beneath her. Kyle looked up at Christa, watching her fierce gaze as she held his exposed chest, her mouth slightly open as she breathed in the pleasure.

Christa, slowly rocking on Kyle’s dick, saw his expression change from resistance to submission. She tightened her grip on his cock and his nipples, excitement coursing through her naked, bouncing body. She leaned forward, hands still braced on his chest, until her teeth brushed against Kyle’s neck.

Kyle lay still, giving his body to her. Christa bit his neck, softly, tasting his skin.

“I can taste your submission,” she said, breathing in his frantic exhaled breath his sweat coated her lips.

Kyle moaned and then said, “Thank you, Master.”

Christa moved her arm to Kyle’s face and covered his full, red lips. She laid her hand over his mouth, silencing him, controlling him even further. Kyle breathed through his nose as Christa held him in place beneath her, pinned and ridden.

Holding him with her hands and her teeth, riding him, Christa felt her power over Kyle in every sense. His bound form trapped beneath her, throbbing for her, his wet lips subservient to her hand and his hard dick taken as hers.

Christa pushed her hand over his mouth up, blocking his nose with a slight pressure. She was telling him, with her hand and her body, that he breathed only when she allowed it. Kyle knew, without question, that Christa commanded him not to breathe.

Holding still, breathless and bitten, pinched and ridden, Kyle surrendered his body and his mind to Christa. Kyle’s swollen cock felt like steel inside of Christa. She moved on him, faster, taking him and milking his obedient cock.

Kyle felt his blood pounding in his head as he obeyed Christa’s wordless command, stifling his breath and holding his bound body rigid. Christa took his supplicant worship and marked the body which he gave her. She raked her clawed fingers across his chest as he writhed beneath her, pain bringing pleasure and his breathless body screaming for release.

Christa moved her hand from Kyle’s mouth and watched him breathe desperately, his eyes staring up at her with complete devotion.

“Good pet,” Christa said as she returned her hands to Kyle’s reddened nipples, pulling herself down onto his cock by the taut skin of his chest.

Kyle dared not speak as he lay beneath Christa, transfixed by the obvious power she had over him.

She smiled down at his devotion, proud of her submissive pet.

“You want me to hold your breath, don’t you, shameful little pet?”

Kyle opened his mouth, not to speak but to take her inside of him, to plead for her hand on his face.

Christa covered his mouth and Kyle kissed her fingers, his lips gentle and submissive as he brushed against her controlling hand.

“What a good pet, giving me every opening and submitting so completely,” Christa said as she increased the pace of the deep strokes with which she rode his rigid cock.

“Next time, you’re going to thank me for spanking your bouncing ass, aren’t you?” she asked, her squeezing grip signaling that she did not want an answer.

“And you’re going to beg to use your tongue on my body,” she continued, her mind in a heady, sexual dream-like state as she claimed the man under her.

Kyle, writhing beneath her, breathlessly sucked and kissed her fingers. His cock felt distant. Pleasured, hard, and taken. But distant, removed from his mind. He knew, with a sudden realization, that he could only cum if by Christa’s grace. Only she could give him permission to feel the pleasure in his cock, to erupt in orgasm as she rode him.

Christa, her brow furrowed as she rode the once-wild pet beneath her, felt her orgasm pulsing in electricity through her body.

“Mine,” she half-whispered to herself and to Kyle, sparks of sexual release alighting within her.

Kyle, red-faced, writhed and thrusted as much as his bound arms would allow. He sought only to give her pleasure, he wanted her to be proud of her pet and allow him to draw a breath, full of her and her orgasm.

His cock swelled with his desire to please her, and she felt it, inside of her, desperate and submissive and dominated.

Christa’s orgasm pulsed through her body in waves of power and ownership. She rode him, mounted on the cock that dreamt of her. She growled, an animal sound of fury and victory, releasing her grip on Kyle’s mouth as she felt him bathing in her pleasure.

“Please, Master,” Kyle whispered in a strained, desperate tone.

“Good pet, yes, you may cum. Good boy,” she said, waves of orgasm still coursing through her body as she felt the heat from his pent-up orgasm.

Kyle, drawing in breath and shaking with pleasure, came to a grateful, submissive orgasm. His mind reeled as he gave himself to her, the physical act, and her permission for it, an undeniable contract between them.

Later, when Kyle had been freed from the table but not yet dressed, after they had basked in the pleasure given to each other, Christa watched his body and remembered how she had claimed him. Kyle, naked and submissive, wondered if Christa would use the rest of the toys she had found in his bag. Would she allow him to ask for it? For more? For her body?

“You’re not going to put on any clothes, are you?” Christa asked.

“No, Master, I want you to see that which is yours,” Kyle answered.

Christa smiled, surprised and more than a little proud. She remembered watching Kyle get out of his car, his bag of goodies and his lecherous grin ready for her body. He had come so far, so quickly. But there was so much farther to go!


Thank you for reading. I hope you enjoyed it as much as I enjoyed writing it!

If you did, consider joining my mailing list to receive a free short story:
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Feminized by the Professor is an erotica short about Austin, a shy student who spends too much time fantasizing about the Professor's Assistant, Jasmine. Jasmine and the Professor decide to allow Austin to take part in an experiment they're running. It doesn't take Austin long to submit to the experiment and embrace his role in pleasing the professor!
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