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It was a typical Tuesday when she first approached me. The cafeteria was buzzing with activity. All the other students on campus were congregating for lunch and I was lucky to find a table in the corner to myself. After a long morning of lectures, it was the only time I was allowing myself to unwind. With all the essays I had been set, I knew I'd be spending my entire afternoon in the library. So I took my time eating and I savoured the final bite of the pizza slice I had bought.

Then she sat in the chair across from me. Out of nowhere, she was there. The sunlight streaming through the window beside us caused her close-to-black hair to shine and her hazel eyes to sparkle. She was incredibly pretty. There was something about her button nose and her gentle smile that was familiar to me, but I couldn't place it. And she just looked at me. She didn't even have any lunch with her, she just rested her forearms on the table. It was odd, but I was enchanted by the peculiarness of it. I looked around to see if anyone else had noticed, or if a group of girls were sniggering at this strange prank. But there wasn't. The rest of the world went on while she and I sat here.

"Um, hi?" I said after what must have been half a minute of silence.

"Hello." Her voice was soft but clear. She leaned back in her chair and crossed her arms. Only then did I notice the t-shirt she was wearing. It was white and tight with black edges to the sleeves and collar. And printed across the impressive swell of her breasts was one word: OBEY.

"Do I know you?" I tried to ignore the ambiguous statement on her top, but the bold word and vague outline of a bra underneath didn't make that easy. The more I studied her, the more I thought I knew her, as if she were a figure from a dream that had mostly been forgotten. Or perhaps she was in one of my classes?

"You might, but that doesn't matter," she answered firmly. "I'm part of a club. I'd like you to join."

I was used to people approaching me with flyers trying to get me to join one of the dozens of societies and clubs on campus, but it was never as direct as this, interrupting my lunch. And yet, I have never had someone as attractive as her come up to me. So while I might have no interest in extracurricular activities, I'd be a fool to turn her down straight away.

"What club is it?" I asked. If she was another cheerleader trying to get me to join I would have laughed. They're always trying to get more guys to join.

"It's small, very exclusive. I can't tell you more details unless you drop by our meeting this evening. Come to the music department at six. Room 7A." She went to stand up.

"I'm not sure I can make it," I stammered out.

"See you later," she said, apparently not hearing me. I watched her walk away, her tight jeans accentuating the seductive sway of her hips as she disappeared into the crowd of people coming and going.

And just like that she was gone. I sat there wondering what had just happened. No one around me seemed to have overheard the strange and abrupt conversation. It was like I could have just fantasised about it. An attractive girl approached me out of the blue and invited me to a secret club. I wanted to text a friend about it but I doubt he would have believed me. And if it was real, I suppose I shouldn't go blabbing about it.

The vividness of that girl in my memory assured me that it was real. Her hair, her eyes, her smile. I only then realised that I didn't know her name. Who was this mystery girl?

As I left to go to the library I replayed our brief encounter over and over. And despite the clarity of her image in my mind, the one thing that I could not stop thinking about was her T-shirt and the word, or rather command, printed on it: OBEY.

*****

I struggled to be productive that afternoon. The girl with the dark hair was at the forefront of my attention for every passing minute. Not only that, she had stirred up something inside me which I couldn't switch off. Her confidence, her lips, the swell of her breasts and the roundness of her ass, they all triggered an arousal which I simply had to endure as I sat in the library and tried my utmost to concentrate on writing an essay. It was tempting to lock myself in one of the toilet cubicles and stroke myself to completion. It certainly wouldn't take long. And at least then I'd be able to concentrate. But no, I couldn't risk being caught. That would be too degrading.

So the minutes passed slowly by. Any doubt about going to the evening meeting had been overthrown by a mix of horniness and curiosity. And then there was that image constantly on my mind: OBEY. It compelled me. And why shouldn't it? If a beautiful woman asked me to go somewhere, why wouldn't I? She seemed eager to invite me too. I didn't want to disappoint her. I didn't want to disobey her. 

Six o'clock couldn't come quickly enough.

When I finally made my way over to the music block, having only written a hundred words for one of my essays, I was early. With ten minutes to go until the hour, I hung around outside. A few students drifted out in small groups, finishing their final classes of the day. One lecturer stopped to ask me if I was alright. I mumbled that I was waiting for someone and fortunately that had them leave me alone.

I checked my phone. It was almost six. For a club meeting I thought it strange that no one had shown up yet. Perhaps there was another entrance to the music block that I didn't know about. It wasn't like I came here often.

Deciding not to risk appearing late, I went in. Most lights were off but I could see signs pointing to rooms 4-9. I knew students were free to book rooms for personal use or rehearsals so it made sense for this club, whatever it was, to use one as a meeting space.

I padded down a dimly lit corridor, clutching my rucksack. Halfway down, I found a door labelled 7A. There was no sound from inside. Had the meeting not started yet? There was only one way to find out. I knocked on the door and went in.

As clear as my memories of her, there she was. She was standing leant against a piano, still wearing the same clothes.

"Close the door," she said. "And lock it."

OBEY. I read her top and did as she requested. 

I wasn't the smallest room in the block, nor was it the largest. There was enough space to have several people rehearse together, maybe an entire band considering the drum kit in one corner. Apart from that, the piano, and a few chairs in a stack, there was nothing else. Most noticeably, there wasn't anyone else from the club. Only her.

The room was also in the middle of the music block. There were no windows. And I noticed the foamy texture and angled shape of the walls. It was fully soundproofed.

Yet with the single yellow fluorescent bar overhead, her hair looked as dazzling as it did in the cafeteria. She gestured for me to put my bag down while she took a seat on the velvet piano stool. Apart from the stack of chairs there was nowhere for me to sit, so I remained standing.

"So when's everyone else arriving?" I asked, having expected at least a few others at the meeting.

She raised her eyebrows. "Oh, I'm afraid you won't be meeting them yet. As I told you earlier, this is an exclusive club. That means you need to pass an initiation first."

I should have expected some sort of hazing, but for a club I knew nothing about I was hesitant. "What does that involve?"

"It's a little taster of what we do in the club. See, the club is run by trainers. Women like me. The other members are the trainees."

"So you're going to be my personal trainer?" I didn't think I needed one, but maybe she'd give me the motivation to get fit.

"In a way," she said, smirking. "All you have to do right now is exactly what I say. Get on your knees."

It was an odd request, but I happily did it. As her shirt said, OBEY.

"Good. Now take your top off."

I didn't argue. If I was going to be exercising, it was better that I didn't sweat into my clothes. I might have been self-conscious about being bare-chested, but her smile reassured me.

"On your hands," she ordered. "Crawl to me."

I crawled to her on my hands and knees and stopped just in front of her feet.

"Excellent. Now bark like a dog."

"Wait, what?" I looked up at her. OBEY. I could have sworn she had a bra on at lunchtime. But now that I was closer, the unmistakable dark circles of her nipples were visible under her white top. OBEY.

"Just do what I say," she commanded. "Bark like a dog. I'll give you a treat if you do."

"Woof," I said half-heartedly.

"You can do better than that."

I almost rolled my eyes, but she was right. And the promise of a treat, whatever that might be, was enough to intrigue me. So I barked properly, feeling the harsh sound echo from my throat. "Rrrouuuufff. Rouff."

"Good boy!" She beamed, looking delighted. "Now for your treat."

Without warning, she pulled up her top, exposing her bare tits. I stared at them, almost salivating. They were perfect, firm and gravity-defying, with cute pink nipples that pointed out erect. Blood rushed to my cock. Even as she lowered her top again, the nipples poking through the thin material, I remained staring. OBEY.

"Good boy," she repeated. "Ready for more training? I promise it'll be worth it if you continue to be this good."

It was obvious now that this wasn't a normal club. Hell, she could have been lying about there being other members. Maybe it was just her having fun. But that didn't matter. What did was the fact that she had picked me. And after just flashing me like that, I wasn't going to turn down the opportunity to find out what else her club involved.

"Yes," I said. "I'm ready."

"Then lick my feet."

She had already taken her shoes off. Her socks promptly followed. If she enjoyed this sort of thing, who was I to judge. Besides, her toes were perfectly pedicured. She rested her feet on the floor and I leaned down and licked. 

"Good boy," she said. I found the phrase reaffirming. It instilled in me a confidence that what I was doing was right, that I was good at it and that I was pleasing her.

My cock was still raging hard in my pants as my tongue caressed her soft feet. I alternated between them, swirling up and down and around. There was something sweet-smelling about them, as if she washed them thoroughly with soap. She flared out her toes and I took the initiative, taking one in and sucking. I repeated this for all ten. She even released an involuntary whimper and the thought that I was turning her on made me desperate to please her even more.

"That's enough, stop," she commanded, making me shuffle back with saliva still drooling from my mouth. Her feet were glistening with it but she didn't seem to mind.

"Do you want another treat?" she asked.

If it was like the first, then definitely. "Yes please."

"I'm sorry, what's that? Bark for me."

"Rouff," I barked, nodding.

"Hmm, maybe. First, crawl to the door."

I got on my hands and knees and crawled as ordered. The carpet burned my palms slightly so I took care not to create too much friction.

"Now back here," she said. I hurried back across the room. "And go again. How about three more of these short laps."

I turned and repeated the route, quickening my pace as much as I could.

"That's it," she commanded. "Good boy. Faster now. Go on. Make the last one the fastest."

My knees were aching as they slammed against the floor with every quick shuffle forward. When I was back at her feet, my hands felt burning hot.

"Amazing work, good boy. Do you want a treat now?"

"Ruff," I barked, looking up at her top and expected her to reveal her breasts again. But, instead, she got on one knee in front of me, her faces inches from mine. Her hand touched the front of my pants. I didn't resist. I felt her fingers creeping inside under my waistband while her eyes remained staring into mine. She undid one button to loosen the opening, allowing her hand to find it's way fully inside. There it found my cock, already hard. 

I almost gasped as she gripped it firmly and began to stroke.

"Do you see how easy it is to train someone?" she said to me. "To make them into a pet? Men like you are especially easy, it just comes down to using sex as a tool, knowing when to withhold it and when to dole out a reward."

My head tilted back. The pleasure was rising inside me and she stroked faster.

"This is what my club does," she explained. "My last pet moved on so I had to find another. I knew you'd be the right choice  And in time you might meet some of the other members. But first I need to make you even more obedient. I need to turn you into a perfect, obedient pet. Do you want that?"

I was silent, enjoying the sensations of the handjob.

"I said do you want that?" She slapped me on the cheek and stopped stroking, bringing me out of the daze. "Because you'll continue getting treats. If you're good, that is."

I nodded and barked: "Ruufff!"

Her hand withdrew and she stood up.

"In that case, do you want to cum?"

There was nothing I wanted more at that moment, and to be kneeling at the feet of my beautiful trainer was only fuelling that desire.

"Ruff!"

"Then why don't you act like the horny animal you are. Hump my leg, pet. You have my permission."

It felt silly to do, but I was too worked up to disobey. She stood side on, allowing me to put a knee on either side of one of her legs. My crotch pushed against her calf. Her handjob had left my cock pointing upward, allowing me to easily grind the underside against her through the layers of my pants and her jeans. 

I was like a dog, humping her leg, but I didn't care. I just wanted to cum. And I would soon.

I wanted to wrap my arms around her waist to steady myself and when I looked up at her I couldn't resist. Surprisingly, she allowed me.

"That's okay, pet. Just cum now. Cum."

I obeyed. I clutched her tight, my cock pressed against her as I humped harder and faster, rubbing up and down. The pressure had built up and I felt the heat in my crotch as it erupted out. I grinded more slowly, enjoying the pleasure flooding out of my cock. As it released I held my trainer tighter. Her unmoving leg provided so much pleasure. I hardly knew how this woman had come into my life just today and made me drop to my knees so willingly, but what I did know was that I enjoyed every moment of it, even as my orgasm came to an end and I released her, feeling the dampness of my load soaking into my underwear.

"Good boy," she said, ruffling my hair and stepping away.

I remained kneeling, catching my breath.

"Give me your phone."

Even after cumming, I obeyed, reaching into my pocket to hand it to her unlocked. She took hers out too, then a moment later passed mine back.

"I have your number now," she said. "Expect a text from me to set up another training session. Goodbye, pet."

With that, she unlocked the door and left. I was still on my knees, panting. The sticky wetness in my underwear had become more noticeable. Once I finally summoned the energy to fetch my bag and leave I realised that, while I still didn't know her name, I would happily obey every word spoken by this woman.

*****

The next few days were agony. I spent almost every waking moment thinking about that encounter in the music room, about what she made me do and how much I enjoyed being controlled by her. I lost count of how many times I masturbated. The flash of her tits. The feel of her body as I held it and humped myself to completion. Even the t-shirt with it's simple slogan was enough to turn me on. I found myself grinding against a pillow rather than stroking, trying to imitate that moment. But all I wanted to do was obey her more.

So my frustration grew steadily as I heard no word from her. She had taken my number but I didn't know hers. I checked my phone multiple times a day. I took winding routes around campus on the off-chance that I might spot her. But there was nothing. Each night I went to bed disappointed, hoping to wake up the next day with a message from her. I'd dream of her. I'd picture her T-shirt. OBEY. And yet still there was nothing from her.

I started to wonder if I'd ever hear from her again. Maybe she'd had her fun. Maybe I wasn't a good enough pet for her and she had found someone better. 

On Friday evening, when I was beginning to lose all hope, my phone screen lit up. There, from an unknown number, was a message with an address. That was all, but it was enough for a grin to grow uncontrollably across my face. And a moment later a second text appeared: "Pet, come here now."

My heart raced. A quick search showed the address was on the other side of town. I'd have to get a bus, and fast. She couldn't know where I lived or how long it would take me to get there, but I still dawdled for a couple of minutes, reading the texts and wondering if I should reply.

I decided not to. I had to race to catch the bus first. There was no time to think about bringing anything with me, I just hurried out, trying to ignore the gentle pressure growing in my pants.

*****

My knuckles rapped against the bus window as I stared at my phone. There were no more messages, and I was too scared to text back. I tapped my foot impatiently, cursing the traffic, and just tried to relax. 

The nearest stop was still a ten minute walk from the address. I let my phone lead me as I half-jogged down the long avenues of the neighborhood. No college student could afford a place like these four-bedroom houses that lined the road, each with a pristine front lawn and driveway, but I knew she wasn't a typical student. 

When at last I found the right number on the letter box at the front of a drive, I stopped. There was no one else around. The property seemed more secluded than its neighbours. Tall hedges lined the front garden, blocking the line of sight of the surrounding windows, and a tall oak cast a shadow over the front of the property. As I walked across the gravel driveway, the rest of the world seemed to disappear behind me. Even the occasional car racing down the street behind was muffled by the rustling leaves around me.

I paused before the grand-looking front door. A bold brass door knocker, like something from a Victorian townhouse, felt heavy in my hand as I gave it three dull thuds.

Almost immediately, the door creaked open and there she was, a wry smile on her face. During all my fantasies of her, she had only worn the one outfit that I had seen her in, but here she was in something different. She wore black wet-look latex trousers that formed tightly around her legs and contrasted with the paleness of her feet and navel, which was bare because of the crop top she had on. It was a bright red and accentuated her breasts. And this time it had a different word printed black on it: SERVE.

"Come in then," she said. I had been caught staring at her beauty.

"Wow, is this place yours?" I asked, admiring the entryway and the surprisingly grand staircase that would have suited a country manor.

"Did I say you could speak?" A tangle of small metal charms jingled on a silver bracelet she had on her right wrist as she slammed the door shut. I gulped and fell silent. "Do you want to be sent home?"

I shook my head. She stood in front of me, arms crossed.

"I didn't think so. You're here because you want to be trained, isn't that right?"

I nodded.

"Well, you'd better learn your place, pet. You already kept me waiting so it's not a good start. I don't care about excuses but you should be wary; I will end this relationship if you continue to displease me."

I looked down in shame, wishing that I could tell her why I couldn't get here sooner. Maybe I should have texted back instead of being so scared.

"I have a question for you, pet. Do animals wear clothes?"

I shook my head, knowing where this was going.

"No, exactly. So take your clothes off. All of them. Hurry now."

I began by unbuttoning my top. Somehow this was filling me with nerves, despite everything I had already done with her. Soon I would have no way to hide from her piercing gaze. She watched, and as I took off each item she folded them neatly and placed them by a coat rack. I slipped off my shoes and socks, then my jeans. Her eyes focused on my crotch as, lastly, I pulled down my boxers. Embarrassment and a slight chill meant my cock hung limp. I blushed but she didn't stare for too long. She added my underwear to the pile then came back with a collar.

"Hold still," she ordered, fixing it around my neck. It was a black leather that felt soft on my skin, and it was tight enough to rest on my Adam's apple while not restricting my breathing. "Now you look like a perfect pet for me. Kneel."

I knelt immediately, following her order without hesitation.

"Good boy." She ruffled my hair and scratched briefly behind my ear. It was a simple moment of affection but the intimacy and satisfaction of having pleased her filled me with joy. "We have some things to discuss. But first, have you eaten?"

I shook my head. In my panicked dash to the bus I realised I hadn't had a bite to eat since lunch.

"Good thing I saved some dinner then. Follow me."

I instinctively crawled behind her, trying to keep up as she strode down the hall to the kitchen. It was difficult not to be distracted by the view of the skin-tight latex over her amazing ass as the muscles clenched with each step.

The soft carpet gave way to a harsh white marble flooring which I had to be more careful on. I followed my trainer to a corner of the impressive kitchen where two pet bowls were positioned on an easy-wipe mat. One was already filled with water. While I waited on my knees, she went and fetched the remainder of her dinner and poured it from a pan into the other bowl.

"It's bolognese," she said. "Eat, like the dog you are."

I knew exactly what she meant, and the sight and smell of the fresh tomato sauce had me hungry enough to obey unquestionably. I rested on my forearms and dug in, burying my face in the bowl. She was clearly an amazing cook. I greedily guzzled down whole mouthfuls. I gulped at the water as best as I could too, although once I had drunk half of it the rest was more difficult to slurp up. She recognised this and thankfully went to refill it. Once I had licked the food bowl clean, I looked at the mess I had made on the mat.

"You're a greedy boy, aren't you?" She laughed at my state. I couldn't see for myself but I knew my mouth must be caked with the red sauce. She went to dampen a cloth then came and wiped me clean, roughly rubbing around my mouth and down my neck. "That's a bit better. Are you full now?"

"Ruff!" I barked and nodded, happy to see it make her smile.

"Excellent, come sit with me then." 

She then moved into the living room where I gratefully rested my knees on the fluffy white rug in front of the armchair that she sat at. I looked adoringly up between her parted long legs, to her toned stomach and the top telling me to serve, then to her face, brightly angelic in the fading evening light.

"You're going to spend the night," she told me. It was an order, not a suggestion. "I have decided that you will be my pet, and that means you need to learn to live like one. That includes submitting yourself to my control. Every part of you."

Her right foot drifted over and touched my soft cock. Instantly, blood began to run to it. She smiled, feeling it grow as she held it between her toes and caressed it gently.

"Have you been a bad boy? Have you masturbated since you last saw me?"

I nodded. She suddenly kicked me in the balls, sending pain shooting through my stomach, then she resumed rubbing my cock with the sole of her foot.

"I didn't give you permission, pet. From now on, this piece of meat between your legs is mine. All the cum in your balls is mine. Even if you want to fuck or hump or jerk you will not unless I say. And don't worry, I know how to control you, and how to make it easier for you to control yourself. But you also need to learn to endure moments like this, when all you want is to experience that full release of pleasure. Do you want to cum, pet?"

I had masturbated once that morning and another time in the afternoon, but even so I was ready to burst again, and the thought of covering her foot with my white load aroused me immensely. So I nodded desperately. But as soon as I did, she stopped. Her foot drifted away and my cock twitched with every beat of my heart.

"No, you haven't done anything yet to deserve a treat," she said, standing up to pull down her tight latex trousers. She took them off, revealing a delicate white G-string underneath. Slowly, inches from my face, she lowered it. Her pussy was pristine, waxed smooth and hairless. It glistened with the wetness of arousal and smelled like sweet sex. "Be a good boy," she ordered. "Make me cum."

She grabbed the back of my head and pushed me in. My nose pressed against the front of her crotch and I kissed the opening. It was soft and wet with an addictive taste that my tongue lapped up, penetrating inside her. I found her clit and made her moan. My hands grasped her wonderful ass. She didn't mind. She was too happy being serviced by me, her pet. I eagerly pleasured her, loving every whimper and moan that I caused to sound from her throat. Her hands massaged my scalp, running through my hair. The charms of her bracelet chimed softly. My cock pulsed harder. I wished I could feel it inside her. I imagined her tightness around it. I could have cum in a few pumps. But I continued eating her out, targeting her clit and making every flick of my tongue drive her closer to orgasm.

She held me in tighter. I had to breathe through my mouth whenever I could. I fondled her ass cheeks, feeling her muscles clench as she climaxed.

"Fuuuck," she yelled. "Uurghh, mmmm, that's it, pet, fuuuuuuck."

Finally, she relaxed her hold of me and dropped back onto the chair. Her chest rose with each heavy breath, the letters on her top swelling hypnotically. SERVE. I had served her well.

"Good boy," she panted. A bead of precum squeezed out of my cock. She noticed and rubbed it into the head with her big toe. "Mmmm. Do you think you deserve a treat now?"

"Ruff." I nodded.

She stroked me between her toes, making me shiver with pleasure. "I might just let you. But first I want to make some things clear about this relationship of ours. Now you are part of the club, you cannot tell anyone about it. As my pet, you will do as I say whenever I say. I have every right to let you go if you don't serve me well. And it's vital that you understand that you should not have any expectations about what happens between us or with other club members. You shouldn't expect to have sex with me just because you think we're close. This relationship is about training you to serve me, and I dictate everything you do. Now, I want to give you the chance to ask some questions. Just three of them. Think carefully. And of course you can speak normally so I can understand."

I was surprised by the opportunity and, for a moment, struggled to think of anything besides what first came to mind: "Who's house is this?"

She laughed. "Do you think I'd invite you over if this wasn't my own place? Don't get me wrong, pet, I recognise that I'm very privileged. But my parents wanted me to be comfortable during my studies so they bought the entire place for me. All the more space to have some fun. What next?"

As interested as I was in the answer, it felt as if I had wasted one of my previous questions on something trivial. There was so much I didn't know about her or the club, or what else she was going to do to me. But there was one very simple piece of information that I needed to find out. "What's your name?"

She smiled. "Club members don't share real names. I'm sure you can understand. But you can call me Cordelia, that's what the other members know me by. Although I don't think you'll be allowed to speak that name too often. Last question?"

I looked up at her, Cordelia, finding the name so befitting of her beauty. I didn't care that it wasn't her real name; it was perfect for her. And I wanted to say it over and over again, worshipping her as she pleasured my cock with her foot. But I needed to choose another question and every possibility seemed mundane and worthless. What do you study? Where did you grow up?  I wanted to know more about her but as I examined her bewitching eyes and smile there was only one thing on my mind: "Did you already know who I was, before you talked to me on Tuesday?

Despite parting her legs, putting her pink pussy on display, my attention was only on her face. "I suppose you could say I did, in a way," she answered in a way that prompted more questions to race through my mind. "If you want to know more, I guess you'll just have to keep serving me. Then I might tell you, eventually." 

She looked at me smugly, her foot bringing me close to the edge. My eyelids fluttered. She could tell I was nearly there.

"That's all three questions. But is there something else you want to ask permission for?"

I knew what she meant. "Please can I cum, Cordelia?" I begged.

"Fine. I'll let you, but you have to make yourself cum. Go on."

Her foot stopped moving. My cock rested within the tight v-shaped gap between her big toe and the second. I fucked it as best as I could, rubbing the sensitive underside of my cock against her. That slight motion was all I needed to finish. On my knees, humping her, my load spurted out. Thick and white, it poured out onto her foot. It was a quick but satisfying orgasm and I soon had to stop, my knees aching from the rocking movement back and forth.

"Ooh, there we go, good boy." She admired my cum as she delicately wiped the tip of my cock with her toe. "And now that you've made a mess, I expect a good boy like you to clean it up."

She brought the toe to my mouth. With the spot of cum on it, I hesitantly sucked it.

"Now the rest of it. Hurry, before any drops on the floor. I won't be happy if it does."

She put her leg out straight, letting me lick the line of cum on the top of her foot. It was unpleasant and salty but I swallowed it all down, grateful to my trainer for allowing me to cum and thankful that my previous two orgasms that day would have reduced the load that I had to consume now. Once her foot was clean, the taste remained in my throat. 

"Mmm, good boy," she said. "Now wait here."

Cordelia stood and put her underwear back on but left her trousers in a mess on the floor. She padded out of the room and I waited. I hadn't stopped to take in the impressive size of the room, the stone fireplace behind me, or the dark wood furniture. I felt inferior to its opulence. With my cock hanging limp, I thought that this could all have been some crazy wet dream. But then she returned and all my attention was on her, and the leash dangling from her hand.

"Time to show you where you'll be staying," she said as she attached the black leather leash to a metal hoop at the front of my matching collar. "Come on, pet. Heel."

I scrambled after her as she pulled on the leash and led me out, back down the hall and through another door.

"Careful," she warned, flicking a lightswitch. We were at the top of a set of stairs. She slowed to allow me to crawl safely down each one, down into the basement below the house. 

It was large and well-lit with white fluorescent lights that illuminated the pale painted walls and linoleum flooring that was softer on my knees than the kitchen tiling. A few bits of furniture sat unobtrusively against the walls, but it was a cage in the far that Cordelia brought me to. It was large, possibly intended for a big dog, at perhaps four feet tall and six or so long and wide.

"Sit," she ordered. I sat down and she kicked me. "No, pet. Like a dog. On your knees." I readjusted and she patted my head. "Well done, although I can see there's still plenty I need to train you on."

She let the leash drop to the floor and went to rummage through an old set of drawers beside the cage. They looked antique, like something an old vanity would have sat upon, and they creaked as she opened them.

"As I was saying earlier, your cock needs to be controlled. And there's no better way of doing that than locking it away."

She held in her hand a chastity cage. I knew what it was from the porn I liked to watch, but I had never seen one in person. It was a shiny silver metal, formed from a series of rings welded together curving in a crescent shape. Cordelia knelt down beside me and put it on my limp cock. It was cold at first but quickly warmed, and it went on easily thanks to my softness and her apparent expertise. Finally she attached the lock, using a small and inconspicuous key that had been masquerading as one of the charms on her bracelet. Once secured, she returned the key to her wrist.

"That's a perfect fit," she said, and she was right. My soft cock fit perfectly within the chastity device. It was comfortable and didn't slip. My balls hung loosely beneath me. "Does it feel okay?"

I nodded. It made me feel secure, and something about handing over control of my orgasms, and even my erections, to her filled me with excitement.

"Good, because it's time to go to bed."

She unleashed me but left the collar on, then opened the door at the front of the cage. It was constructed entirely from thin black metal bars, but a number of mats and blankets had been placed to make the floor soft for my comfort.

"I know it's early in our training still, but we've got a long day tomorrow. I need to whip you into shape and unfortunately the club has high demands so we can't take it slow." She closed the cage then secured it with a bulky padlock, the key to which she held onto. Then she attached to a bar on the outside what looked like an electric doorbell. I knew I could fit my finger through to press the button. "If you desperately need me, you can push this. It's connected to a speaker upstairs so I'll hear it. But if it's a false alarm or not something serious, I'll not be happy that you made me run all the way down here. Is that understood?"

I nodded, understanding the severity of her warning. There was no way I'd test out it's validity.

"Good. There's water there if you need it. Any final questions?"

I shook my head, taking note of the bottle like one used in a rabbit hutch that was attached to one side of the cage.

"Okay. And, one last thing: you need a name. I don't care about your human name. When you're with me you can throw that away without hesitation. You need something befitting a perfect pet. Hmm...let's think. Oh! How about Argos?"

I smiled and barked happily. I loved it. Argos. It suited me and I wanted to prove myself worthy of the name.

"Excellent. Good night then, Argos, my wonderful, faithful pet. Sleep well."

I, Argos, took one last look at her beautiful face and the message to SERVE before she turned to walk away, showing off her long legs and almost-bare ass. I wrapped myself in a thick blanket as she walked up the stairs. Then I heard the lightswitch flick off and the basement went black.

The End
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