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Cuckold Dog

One morning, I woke up with one sensation running a chill through my body; I was bored. So bored. I reached over, touched his thigh underneath the blankets, and I didn’t get any kind of thrill. There was no excitement, no heat.

Thinking that maybe I could overcome this, I rolled over, sliding my leg across his body as I leaned in and started to kiss him.

“Good morning, sexy,” I said, faking it because this seemed like the right thing to do—the kind thing to do.

Kyle started to murmur something.

I nibbled on his neck, nuzzled that spot just below his ear, and I waited for him to do something impressive.

He kissed me, his lips on mine for a few seconds. Then he went down on me, his tongue gliding over my crevice. From there, he climbed up, sliding into me and pumping me for a few seconds before he came.

The whole thing took a couple of minutes. The whole thing left me frustrated and angry. It didn’t help that I had already tried to talk to him about this. Just last week, I sat down with him, and I looked into his eyes.

“Kyle, do you think we could try something different?”

“What are you thinking?”

“When we first got together, we played around. Had a lot more fun. Now, everything is either vanilla for me or puppy play for you.”

To be honest, I still felt a little snap of electricity whenever I thought of his tastes: puppy play. When we first started dating, we always had traditional sex. We would make out for a while, touching and exploring one another’s bodies. It was amazing, magical and electric as we learned so much. Only then, he decided to make a little confession.

One night, he held me tight. As he spooned me, he whispered into my ear, “Amalie, there’s something I need to tell you. It’s okay if you aren’t into this or if you don’t want to do it, but I feel like I have to be honest.”

I tensed up as I heard those words because it sounded like maybe he would want to break up or something. Maybe he was into something truly bizarre like cannibalism.

“I’m into puppy play.” He paused for just a second, then his voice sped up, “I have these fantasies where a beautiful girl like you will put a collar around my neck, spank me, tease me, and treat me like her dog. That’s what I want. I fantasize about being turned into a pet.”

“Really?” I squeaked out the words, probably because I had seen a couple of references to people who were into this kind of thing, but I had never actually considered it for myself.

“Really,” he said, squeezing me a little bit tighter like he worried I might try to pull away.

I didn’t.

“Okay,” I said. “Let me think about it.”

True to my word, I imagined what that would be like. I thought of my new boyfriend on his hands and knees with a collar around his neck and a leash leading to my hand. I pictured myself petting him, running my fingers along his hair and down his back.

But to be completely honest, that wasn’t what started to get me excited. I pictured myself standing above him, and that turned me on. I imagined what it would be like to discipline and train him.

I thought of him as a reluctant dog, one I would need to discipline and domesticate. I wanted to break him.

Those thoughts and images caught me completely off guard. But then, since I wanted to be a really good girlfriend, I started going online. I researched how different people engaged in these games. Sure enough, I saw lots of meetings and captions and videos of women who could be domineering and controlling. They loved their puppy boys, but they also knew how to be severe.

Pretty soon, I started fantasizing about Kyle in that position.

He came home from work one day, complained about his boss for a little while, and I decided this would be the perfect opportunity.

I beckoned him over to the couch, gently patted the spot next to me, and he came just like an eager dog. Once he sat down, I leaned in and kissed him. I moved my hand down along his body until I could feel his erection. Oh yes, this was going to be a good night to play with my new puppy.

I pulled away and whispered, “Tonight were going to try something new. Call it an experiment. Maybe it’ll work. Maybe it won’t. Either way, I’m going to come back in a few minutes. When I do, I expect you to be naked.”

With his cheeks warm and pinkened from making out, he quickly nodded his head down and up. Yes, he could work with that.

I left Kyle there on the couch while I sauntered back into the bedroom. I had already gone shopping. I had a local pet store. Granted, that had felt so strange and illicit at the same time. When I made my purchases, I kept expecting the clerk to ask me about my “dog,” which made my heart flutter and speed because I thought I would choke on my prepared answers.

But now, the clerk was just like any other minimum-wage employees; she didn’t really care about much beyond making it through her shift.

Only now, I counted down the seconds and waited.

I held the collar and leash behind my back as I emerged from the back bedroom. That’s when I found Kyle sitting there on his knees. Naked, he looked up at me curiously. Obviously, he knew that I was hiding something behind my back. But what?

He couldn’t tell.

As I nervously licked my lips, I had to wonder if maybe I was going to screw this up. In my fantasies, it had been so easy, but what if I didn’t know how to take control?

Then an idea occurred to me, and I fell into this new role, “Puppy, you aren’t allowed on the furniture. Off. Get off right now,” I snapped, my voice getting louder and slightly deeper as I chided him. I snapped my fingers and pointed to the floor, sharply waving my hand.

His eyes widened, but he didn’t move fast enough to satisfy me. I marched forward, tossed the collar and leash down to the floor, and that’s when I noticed his erection.

The first time we made love, I had been disappointed with his manhood. But he had been so eager with his fingers and tongue that it hardly mattered. He could have a small dick; so long as he remained enthusiastic, it wouldn’t matter. Obviously, I didn’t tell him about those particular feelings. Boys could be so sensitive about such things.

Now, I watched as he stayed hard and considered what he would do.

Since he didn’t react fast enough, I grabbed him by the back of his neck and pulled him off of the couch. He tried to stand, but I pressed extra weight into my arm and forced him down to his hands and knees.

“You do not get on the furniture without permission. Understand me?”

He opened his mouth and started to speak, “I—”

Interrupting him, I practically growled, “No. No barking right now.”

Instead of trying to speak, he finally understood. My boyfriend whimpered just like a puppy, and I felt this rush of heat right between my legs. Oh yes, that felt amazing.

I slipped the collar around his neck, and that’s when he started to pose just like a proud canine. When I leashed him, he didn’t look quite as pleased, but that didn’t bother me. Actually, it turned me on. I loved knowing that I was so completely in charge.

My personal theory: being a girl is hard. Even if overt sexism has largely disappeared from the world, there are these times when I’m reminded that I’m smaller and weaker than so many of the men around me. There’s always that little itch of insecurity, but when I had Kyle on his hands and knees, I had total power. I could discipline him or reward him however I saw fit. Just as importantly, he looked up at me with this intensely eager-to-please expression on his face. Yes, I enjoyed owning him.

I tugged on his leash and guided him around the house. I told him to beg and to roll over just like my pet. I teased relentlessly and enjoyed every second of it.

My favorite part? Having him go down on me. I sat down on the edge of the couch when I was ready for my orgasm. There was something so enticing and intoxicating about having this boy right in front of me, naked and collared.

That’s when it occurred to me: I owned him. I could do whatever I wanted with him.

I tugged on his leash, bringing him closer and closer. Having already stripped out of my panties, I pulled back my skirt, spread my legs and exposed my opening. By this point, I was practically drenched, yet I still looked forward to feeling his tongue move up and down.

This time, I wasn’t disappointed. Hot ecstasy ran through my skin as he serviced me. He licked eagerly, just like a thirsty dog. He was panting, and I studied the way his body moved. I loved seeing him on all fours, just like a pet.

My pet.

“Good dog,” I said, both complementing and teasing him at the same time. And to be honest, I really meant it. “That’s right. You’re a good dog. You’re a good pet. You’re my pet. You want to serve your owner, don’t you? You want to serve your Master, don’t you?”

He tensed for a second.

When he tried to pull back, perhaps to explain something, I didn’t allow it. I put my hand on the back of his head, forcing his face right up against my crevice. Sure enough, Kyle got the message and continued to lick.

Swiping his tongue up and down, he did his best to pleasure me. It felt amazing!

I loved the way he served me. This felt so incredible, like the best sex I had ever experienced! And when I came, I kept thinking about Kyle, but he wasn’t even on his hands and knees. Oh no, he would be locked in a dog cage, looking out at me and whimpering, perhaps begging for the chance to serve me again.

Those images sent a flurry of excitement running through my body. It was so amazing! I wanted that and so much more!

I could have come at any moment, but I held off as long as I could because I wanted to enjoy this. I savored those moments until I could no longer deny that explosion of pleasure. It pulsated through my body like an explosion. Fresh waves rippled through my skin until I tensed up and finally shoved the puppy dog back.

Then I grabbed him, shoved him onto his back, and I rode him hard. His small cock still couldn’t impress me, but I didn’t worry about that. I kept looking down at him, I bit my lip, and another thought occurred to me. I knew it was wrong, but I couldn’t help myself.

I imagined myself with another man, a better man…

When I first saw him, I wanted to hate him. Seriously, he was the kind of arrogant, aggressive jackass male who was supposed to ignite hot anger deep within my stomach. But when my eyes first locked on this man, I couldn’t help but study the curves of his jaw and the lines of his chest. Yes, he had on a dress shirt and jacket, but he exuded this kind of natural authority.

For just a second, I imagined myself walking right up to him, only to have him grab me and force me to my knees. He could unzip his pants, take out his cock, and force me to kiss, lick, and suck on him.

Yes, those fantasies triggered arousal, but there was also the spark of repulsion.

I knew his name before we were officially introduced: Ryan.

At first, I stared at him and genuinely believed he didn’t really notice. But then he started to swagger in my direction, taking those determined strides. He moved with the confidence of a man who understood exactly what he wanted.

He held out his hand. I hesitated.

Here were the first words he said to me, “You don’t like me, do you?”

“I don’t know you,” I protested.

“Right,” he said with a smirk. “Care to follow me?”

Without actually asking to see if I would be interested, he started to walk away. But why?

At that point, I told myself I needed to do this for Kyle’s sake. And yet, as I followed this man, I felt this strange hole. It was something primal and magnetic, something I craved deep within my body even as I tried to disintegrate those desires through the sheer power of my will.

He guided me through the maze of cubicles until we came to a door. He opened it and motioned for me to go inside first.

“How chivalrous,” I sneered.

“Hardly,” he said.

I walked into his office and immediately felt the rush of air leave my lungs. The view was amazing. Yes, I knew we were high up in this building, but to see the entire city spread out before me was nothing less than stunning.

He stepped behind me and closed the door.

“You know, I may not be the best engineer, and I’m not great with numbers either, but I do have one singular talent.”

I turned to him and did my best to seem completely unimpressed. “What’s that?”

“I’m good at reading people, women in particular. Right now, I can tell that you really, really want to have sex with me.” He stated all of this as a matter of fact, not interpretation, not a guess or wishful thinking: fact.

“You’re full of yourself,” I said.

“I’m confident,” he acknowledged. “But confidence comes with skill and success.”

Suddenly, I found myself swallowing as I realized just how close he had come. He didn’t touch me or anything, but this man was so much better than Kyle. I could feel it deep within my core. Every feminine instinct within my body told me that I wanted to be with this man. Yet I wasn’t going to cheat on my boyfriend.

“Who are you here to see?”

“Kyle,” I said that one word. I expected his name to serve as a talisman, to remind me of how I needed to be loyal. On the contrary, I imagined my boyfriend with his pathetic little shaft and how little he could satisfy me with it.

“That’s a shame. He’s a nice guy, but I think you should be with the real man.”

“He is a real man!”

Ryan just smirked as I shoved him away and marched out of his office. I was there to see my boyfriend, and I was going to go do that. I brought my boyfriend his cookie, just as I had intended. And that night, we had amazing sex. Kyle was back in his collar and on a leash, and I rode him hard. But as my puppy performed his tricks, I kept wondering what it would be like to be with someone like Ryan.

For a long time, the sex was fantastic. I especially loved owning my puppy boy, so I found myself looking forward to those sessions where he became little more than an animal. I could own him. Yes, I could own him as a pet, so I didn’t need to worry about what he might say because I was the one who told him what to do. Besides, it was hard for Kyle to mess up when his only options were barking or whimpering.

As we continued to explore, we started to buy fresh toys: a puppy mask made of leather straps. I loved that piece because it had a little bone muzzle I could shove in his mouth. Once that it was in place, he couldn’t get it out without a key. Of course, that belonged to me. Then the mask still allowed me to see most of his face, but it still gave him the silhouette of a canine.

After the mask, I went online, and I found something pretty special: a set of leather sleeves and straps that fit together over his knees and elbows. It was expensive, but I didn’t mind. When I first showed it to him, some of the color drained away from his cheeks.

“What’s wrong?” I asked as his eyes remained fixed on the computer screen.

“That’s intense,” he said.

“Are you nervous? Are you thinking that if I put you in this gear, you won’t be able to stop being a puppy?”

Rather than answer, he pressed his lips together and sucked on them softly.

I need to proceed without waiting for his permission. But he was hard; he couldn’t wait.

More and more, he became a pet, the special little animal who needed to be disciplined and trained on a daily basis.

But even as I learned to control him, I kept thinking about another man: Ryan.

In fact, I found myself visiting Kyle at work more and more frequently. Every time I got off of that elevator, I had to look around. I knew it was wrong, but I felt that magnetic pull. Inevitably, I would go see my boyfriend his cubicle, and there would be that little snap of disappointment. He wasn’t strong enough or powerful enough.

And then Ryan found me one day. Just as I was walking away from my boyfriend’s desk, Ryan grabbed me by my wrist and pulled me back to his office. He closed the door behind him, looked down into my eyes, and said, “Nice to see you again. But I’ve been wondering about something. Why are you with a man you don’t respect?”

I tried to march past him, but he stepped in front of me. “I don’t know what you’re talking about,” I finally snapped as though I weren’t really lying both to him and myself.

“Be honest for one second. What do you want?”

You, I thought. But of course, that wasn’t entirely true. I still cared about Kyle, but I didn’t want him as my lover. I wanted him for something else.

Then I said something, something I never meant to admit, “You.” What? How had I admitted that? Why did I let that word fall from my mouth?

He grabbed me, kissed me hard, and started to strip me. He was rough, but it felt so good. I loved the way he pulled on my hair and unbuttoned my top. His hands went for my jeans, and he yanked them down, taking my panties as well. Soon, I was naked, and he shoved me over to his desk. He bent me forward so that I looked out onto the cityscape even as his hand went down to my pussy. He explored me, teasing and touching me.

I tried to tell him that this wasn’t right, but I never said no.

Even if I had, I didn’t know if Ryan would listen to me, and it felt amazing.

Yes, I wanted this. Yes, I needed this.

Moments later, when he first slid into me, he took his time and moved slowly and deliberately. He was so big, so strong and powerful. Yes, this was what a real man should be.

I tried to think of Kyle, to feel arousal or guilt caused by my boyfriend, but that just didn’t work.

“You’re gorgeous,” he said to me. “Ever since the first time I saw you, I knew that I wanted to have you. Dump your pathetic little boyfriend.”

What?

Ryan continued, “Let me take you out. I don’t want just a fuck toy. I want to get to know you.”

I could hardly believe what I was hearing, but I just grabbed onto that the edge of his desk and agreed to everything he wanted—everything he demanded.

He pumped me harder and faster once my body adjusted to his girth. As my nipples hardened and I felt the solid desktop underneath me, I felt as though I had surrendered completely. I belonged to Ryan now. This man could do whatever he wanted with me. And when we came, I cried out.

Luckily, his office was soundproofed.

An affair. I was having an affair. But as I thought about it, I couldn’t spark any kind of real guilt. To make matters worse, Kyle started working later, which meant I had plenty of time to hang out with Ryan. We started dating. Yes, dating.

As the secondary relationship started to grow, I found myself thinking about Ryan more and more. Even when I was alone at home, I would occasionally imagine that powerful man, and suddenly I would need to touch myself. I would slip back into bed, slide my hand underneath my panties, and stroke myself until that spark of heat rampaged as an inferno. I’d arch my back, curl my toes, and come so hard!

Then I would see Kyle again, experience that rush of disappointment, and wonder what I could possibly do.

Later on, we talked again. Ryan told me something: he said he was interested in a real relationship.

“I can’t break up with my boyfriend,” I said. Ryan, for once, looked abashed. Simultaneously, I felt this strange regret well up inside of me. If I couldn’t break up with Kyle, could we try something else?

A different idea occurred to me, and I looked up at him. “What if it was the three of us?”

“What are you proposing?” He looked skeptical. “Because I’m not especially interested in sharing you. If you and I are together, then we are together.” He trusted me because he was confident in his ability to keep me.

“I could keep him. As a pet.”

After Ryan and I talked and I told him all about my secret lifestyle with Kyle, my new lover started laughing. He couldn’t believe that a man could actually allow himself to be treated like a dog. Yes, he understood that existed out in the world, but he was so much stronger and more powerful. He would never surrender control like that. The thing is, he would never need to.

That’s one thing I wondered about Kyle. This probably wouldn’t be true for everyone, but I started to speculate that maybe he knew, deep down, that he was pathetic, he didn’t deserve to be treated like a man, so he craved that complete loss of power. He wanted to be less than a person.

“Kyle, come to the bedroom,” I ordered after I had made my decision. I had already made the phone call. The clock ticked down one revolution then another. The only question was whether or not my pet would be in the right frame of mind.

“What’s going on?” my soon-to-be ex-boyfriend asked.

When he came into the bedroom, he saw all of his puppy gear arranged neatly on the floor. “Strip,” I commanded.

“Are you sure you want to play right now?” Kyle asked. “I can’t stay up too late. I have to be at work early in the morning.”

I stepped forward and suppressed the smirk that tugged at the corners of my lips. No, he didn’t have to be at work early in the morning. He just didn’t know it yet.

“I’m sure,” I told him. “Strip right now for me. You’re already in trouble. I really, really want to spank my puppy dog.”

“Why?” Kyle whined. “I didn’t do anything wrong!”

“Master’s prerogative,” I replied.

Kyle whimpered at those words. Something inside of him always tensed up, terrified or nervous when I called myself his Master. Not his Mistress. Not his girlfriend or even his owner. Master. There was something so perfectly domineering and commanding about that one title.

“Strip now or you’re going to be in a lot more trouble,” I said.

He retreated back a step, dropped to his knees, and started to pull off his clothing. He removed his shirt and his pants, his socks and his underwear. When I saw his shaft, I wasn’t surprised that he was turned on.

A boy like Kyle just couldn’t help himself. It was probably the same reason why he’d always climax so pathetically fast.

Whatever.

I watched him take off the last of his clothing, and then I smirked, realizing that he might not get to dress like a person for a long, long time.

I got down onto my knees, put Kyle on his back, and then I started to dress him. I pulled the sleeves over his elbows and cinched them shut tight. Once he was in all of this gear, he wouldn’t be able to get out on his own. That was my favorite part. A collar and leash might be symbolic, but these pieces of puppy gear actually made him helpless.

Next, I went for his legs. I pulled the leather restraints over his knees, locked them in place, and then I connected all of the straps.

When I finished, Kyle was on his elbows and knees like a good dog.

“Very nice,” I said. “But now it’s time for your mask.”

He looked up at me, tried to say something, and I slipped the bone gag in place. Next, I pulled the mask over his face and strapped the different pieces together. When I was done, I looked down at my adorable human puppy.

“Very nice,” I said. “There’s just one more piece you need.”

I held up a brand-new collar.

When he saw it, he let out a confused little whimper.

“This one is going to help me train you, Kyle. You see, things are about to change. Because I don’t want you to give me too much trouble, you’re going to wear this shock collar. Don’t worry. Lots of puppies have to wear them. They bark or disobey or try to run off, so they need to be disciplined. That’s you. You’re going to be disciplined.”

I showed him the electrodes along the inside, and I watched as his eyes grew adorably wide.

He tried to shake his head from side to side, and then he retreated back. He even made genuine sounds of protest, but it was too late because I had already decided what I would do with him. He couldn’t back out, not now.

I grabbed him, slipped the collar around his neck, and connected the latches together. Once I was done, I pulled the remote control from my pocket and I stood over him.

“Do you want a taste of what this is going to be like?”

Kyle started to murmur, probably because he thought he would be able to talk to me. In spite of the gag, he made the attempt, and I wasn’t pleased.

“No. You whimper like a dog or bark like a dog. You did not try to speak like a person.”

With a wicked grin on my face, I channeled all of my frustration. For way too long, he had been complacent, assuming I would stay with him no matter what. He’s never imagined a scenario where I might find someone else.

I pressed the button on the shock collar, and I watched as his body tensed up. He let out a cry of pain, and I couldn’t help myself: I laughed. The giggles bubbled from my chest and up into my throat.

This felt so right!

Once he regained some measure of composure, he tried to say something else to me.

“Kyle, you need to do whatever I want from now on. You see, I’m in charge. I’m the Master, and what does that make you again? Oh, that’s right. It makes you a pet.”

That’s when someone knocked on the door.

He looked at me with big eyes, almost as though he couldn’t believe any of this was really happening. To him, it must have seemed absolutely insane.

“Should I get it?” I teased. “Should I go answer the door?”

Realizing I was serious, Kyle started to shake his head frantically from side to side. He whimpered just like a good little pet even as I attached his leash. “Oh, but I’m so proud of my little dog. I mean, I got you in your puppy gear, so I should be able to show you off if I want, don’t you think?”

He made a loud sound, one which seemed disturbingly similar to a, “No!” That’s why I raised up the controller right in front of his face. With his arms and hands strapped into those sleeves, he couldn’t use his fingers or grab at the device. Even so, he desperately wanted it.

I pressed the button and sent another shock of electricity from his collar directly into his skin. He tensed, cried out, and the next thing he knew, I was on my feet, tugging on his leash.

“Come on,” I said just as another knock sounded through the house.

He kept whimpering just like a disobedient little dog. I was sure that I could thoroughly broken-in in time. But right then, I had something I needed to show him. When I opened the door, Ryan stood right there.

Kyle froze.

I could easily guess what my puppy boyfriend was thinking: this couldn’t be happening. This wasn’t real. He was imagining it. There had to be some sort of other explanation for all of this.

But then, Ryan strode easily into our home.

“Hello, Amalie,” he said to me. As I held my dog’s leash, I didn’t resist as this man stepped forward and kissed me, gently at first. Our lips barely touched, yet I closed my eyes and let my own satisfied noise rumble in my throat.

But then the kiss turned passionate as he pressed his body against mine and I rubbed myself against him. Oh yes, this felt so good. Distantly, I recognized the sounds of Kyle’s whimpering, only I didn’t care. He tugged on his leash as hard as he could, but he was trapped on his elbows and knees, so he couldn’t generate any real movement or momentum.

When I wrapped my arms around Ryan’s torso, I lifted my hand, which meant Kyle felt the tug on his leash.

The puppy whimpered again, and then he crawled over to me and nuzzled my calf with the tip of his mask. He really wanted attention; he needed to talk to me because none of this made sense.

Like so many other boys, he got arrogant. He thought that he could understand exactly what I wanted and needed.

Foolish puppy.

“Ryan, I’d like you to meet my dog. This is Kyle, although I’m thinking about renaming him. Do you have any good ideas?”

Ryan pulled away from me, although he still held my free hand. With a sneer on his face, he said, “Actually, yeah. I might have a couple of ideas. I mean, Kyle is a name for a man. And that’s a dog. Maybe something more appropriate like Fido or Fluffy.”

Kyle whimpered. He still tried to speak with the bone in his mouth, but he couldn’t spit it out.

I crouched down and looked into my puppy’s face. I could tell how much he hated this. After all, he was naked and bound, utterly helpless.

“Go over and be nice to my new boyfriend.”

Kyle tried to squeak, only he couldn’t exactly make that sound either.

When my puppy didn’t move, I made sure he caught sight of the remote control again. He tensed up, bristling, and then I added, “Sniff his feet or maybe lick his shoes. Show him you’re going to be a good dog.”

My ex-boyfriend couldn’t believe it. He had no idea how something like this could happen. But then I lifted the controller, pressed the button, so Ryan and I both laughed when Kyle flinched. He let out more little puppy whimpers, and then I repeated my command.

When he managed to climb back up onto his elbows and knees, Kyle crawled over to my new boyfriend. “That’s right. Show him that you recognize his authority. He’s better than you. He’s bigger and stronger.”

Kyle looked up at me, his eyes wet. He wanted to start crying, but he somehow managed to hold those tears back as he bowed his head down toward his rival’s feet. He licked both of Ryan’s shoes just like a dog.

“Good boy. That’s right. You’re a very good boy. Now roll over so I can pet your tummy.”

Kyle started to shake his head again, so I just delivered another electrical shock, something quick and sharp to remind my dog of his place.

Somehow, that wasn’t good enough. Kyle held his spot. Even if he couldn’t stand, he wasn’t about to roll over either. He probably considered this to be some kind of heroic position; he wouldn’t show weakness or doubt, even with his girlfriend’s lover here and ready to humiliate him.

That’s why I just pressed the button one, two, three, four, five times in quick succession.

Zaps of electricity blasted into his body, stripping Kyle of his independence and free will. The next thing he knew, he was on his back with his elbows and knees pointed upward. He looked like a defeated dog ready to accept whatever happened to him.

“Your boyfriend is pathetic.” Ryan shook his head from side to side. “I can see why you cheated on him.”

“He’s not my boyfriend. He’s a pet now.” Then I glanced over at Ryan and smiled. “Want to see something funny?”

“Sure,” Kyle’s boss said with a shrug. I lowered myself down and started to pet my puppy. At several points, Kyle tried to roll over back onto his elbows and knees. But now that he was on his back, that proved to be much more difficult. Each time he attempted to move, I shoved my hand down against his shoulder, stopping him. Nope. This puppy would remain on his back with his belly exposed whether he liked it or not.

At first, I petted Kyle’s chest and stomach. Then my fingers drifted lower and lower.

Soon, I got to his exposed shaft. I kept touching him, stroking and teasing him until he got hard.

“He really is small,” Ryan said.

“Absolutely,” I agreed. “With equipment like this, he never stood a chance.”

Kyle whimpered; he wanted to say something, to maybe argue or defend himself. Maybe he just needed to rail against the injustice of his newfound situation.

“By the way, Kyle,” Ryan told him. “You’re fired.”

Kyle whimpered again. He struggled as hard as he could against the restraints holding his arms and legs in place. All the while, I kept stroking and teasing him. “Oh, you poor puppy. You just got fired by your girlfriend’s new lover. That must be so frustrating for you. But don’t worry. We still have a position for you here. On the floor, as our pet. I mean, it’s going to be hard for you to get used to your newfound place, but that’s okay. You don’t need to try to think of yourself as a real man. We all know you’re nothing but a pet. You belong on the floor, don’t you?”

At this point, Kyle tried to bark, but I had my fingers wrapped around his shaft. I kept teasing him, bringing him closer and closer to an orgasm.

Sure, Kyle tried to fight; I could tell he needed to resist this, as though he thought he could somehow prevent me from making him come. But if he had an orgasm, didn’t that prove he was comfortable with his newfound subjugation? Did that demonstrate that he could be domesticated, just like a dog?

Absolutely!

One more squeeze timed perfectly made him climax. He pulsated, shooting his load up along his stomach. I squeezed him until nothing more came out. Then I jumped back onto my feet. Holding onto my ex-boyfriend’s leash, I went back to Ryan.

Exhausted, Kyle nonetheless watched as I started to make out with a real man all over again. I kissed Ryan gently on the lips. We pressed our bodies against one another, and I could feel his cock press out against his trousers. Damn. That was amazing.

“Let’s go to the bedroom,” I said.

Ryan took my hand and pulled. I held on to Kyle’s leash and did the same. The three of us walked down the hall and into the master bedroom.

From there, Ryan put his hands on my cheeks as he cupped my face and tilted my head to the side. When he kissed me, I felt his tongue along my lips. He felt incredible! Hot anticipation raced through my body, turning me on more and more!

Yes, this was amazing! Yes, I wanted and needed more!

“You are mine now,” Ryan said to me.

“Yes, Sir,” I said, only to grin down at my puppy.

I had never acted as though I belonged to Kyle. With him, I was always a good girlfriend, yet I never respected his authority or power. He could never grab or push me down onto my back, not to the way Ryan did.

“Oh, puppy, be sure to bark for your new master.”

Kyle’s eyes got big when he heard those words.

New Master?

Kyle started to shake his head, but that’s when I held out the controller for Ryan to take. Although I still gripped the leash, Ryan crouched down, and he looked at the puppy dog. “I’m going to have sex with your girl, and you’re going to watch. You’re going to stay there on the floor like a good dog. You are a pet now. You’re nothing but a filthy animal. Your girlfriend is going to wash you and feed you and treat you just like her own personal lapdog. And along the way, you’re not going to get in trouble. You’re not going to risk pissing me off. You know why?”

Staring straight ahead, Kyle probably wanted to look as though he didn’t care about what his former boss said. Theoretically, he had been fired. He didn’t need to listen to anything Ryan told him.

“I know people, dog. If you really misbehave, we can get you fixed.” He held up two fingers and said, “Snip. Snip.”

Kyle dropped his head down, bowing before the superiority of his former boss.

Ryan quickly tied the leash to one of the bedposts before grabbing me and shoving me down onto my back. He started stripping me, pulling me out of my skirt and everything else. Soon, I was naked and underneath him while he remained fully clothed. Somehow, this felt important. His eyes moved up and down my body. Kyle had become a possession, but he wasn’t the only one. I now belonged to this powerful man, and I couldn’t have been happier!

There was something mystical, primal, and so powerful about the way Ryan looked down at me. His eyes were lit with something animalistic as he climbed up on top of me. He grabbed my wrists and forced my hands over my head. Then he started to explore me with his mouth. He kissed me first. Then he nipped at my neck. I moaned as those soft spikes of pain shot through my skin. Next, he went for my breasts. He started by licking me, gliding his tongue over my nipples. They were hard almost instantly! He sucked, tightening his lips around those points, first the right, then the left. From there, Ryan pulled back.

As he sat up straight, he unzipped his pants and took out his cock. When I saw his member, I moaned for him.

Down on the floor, Kyle watched all of this. I turned my head just enough to see the pet right there.

Oh, this must’ve been so degrading for him. In the span of just a couple of hours, he lost his job, his girlfriend, and his humanity.

“Don’t look away,” Ryan ordered. “You’re the house dog now. Every day, you’re going to get to see this. This girl is amazing. She is fantastic, and she deserves to be with someone powerful. You belong on the floor.”

This time, Kyle didn’t try to speak. The last dose of electricity had sapped away his ability to fight or argue.

That’s when Ryan shoved down, sliding his cock right into my waiting opening. He didn’t go slowly, not this time. I knew what to expect. Besides, having my ex in full puppy gear and knowing that he wouldn’t get out made me so excited! I was wet and ready for Ryan’s huge shaft. So when he slid into me, I arched my back, pushed my head down, and moaned even as I closed my eyes.

For once, I didn’t need to fantasize about someone else.

“You belong to me now,” he said. “I’m going to take good care of you. I’m going to make sure you come every single night!” Ryan growled into my ear.

That didn’t sound like hyperbole. He was a man of strong appetites, so now he pumped me, working his body against mine. As the friction sparked hot arousal, I surrendered completely.

I wasn’t thinking about what any of this meant or entailed. I was just embracing every second, grateful for how good it all felt!

He pumped me harder and faster. As my heart thrashed in my chest, I didn’t know what to do or say or think. Every thought fled as I embraced those sensations.

“Now you can come,” he said to me, so I clenched down, my body going tight even as he slid forward back, penetrating me with every perfect inch. I cried out, moaning. My screams of ecstasy bounced off of the walls as I felt him pulsate. He came hard, working me until he finally finished. Then he pulled back, but I hardly saw anything at all.

Ryan stayed with me for a while. I rested my head against his chest, and I could feel his heart as it pulsed fast at first before it started to slow down. We relaxed into one another, savoring the aftereffects of that incredible sex.

Then he got up and told me he was going to go take a shower. He marched through this house as though he owned the place. For my part, I rolled over and looked down at the dog.

“It’s late. I need to put you out,” I said.

Still naked, I got up and untied the leash from the corner of the bed.

As I walked back toward the garage, Kyle made these pathetic little sounds. Clearly, he was hoping that I might talk to him, that I would address him as though he were a person who had rights.

Nope.

I opened the door into the garage and showed him the black, metal cage. It was a dog cage. Inside, there were some old blankets and a dusty pillow. “Get in,” I commanded, raising the gate.

He glanced at me for just a second. Maybe he thought he might find some sympathy or mercy on my face.

He didn’t.

“You took me for granted, pet. Now this is going to be your life.” I clanged the gate shut and secured the latch before I went back inside. Kyle would be sleeping in the garage from now on, just like a dog. Maybe if he could behave himself, he might earn the right to sleep on the floor.

Maybe.

It all depended on what his owners decided for him. In the meantime, I looked forward to spending the night with Ryan.

The End


Telling Tyler

Telling the truth is hard, but here it is.

When I first met Tyler, I admired him so much. He was ambitious, brave, and smart. He had all of these different goals and ideas. He wanted to change the world in so many different ways. As a college girl, I was completely starstruck by him.

We dated, fell in love, and graduated together. A year later, we got married, and it was all so easy. Afterward, he went to work at a law firm.

That’s when everything started to change.

The young man I had fallen in love with started to drift away. Maybe it was the long hours or the fact that he no longer satisfied me sexually. As I learned more and more about myself, I realized he wasn’t all that great in bed. Fine. Whatever. Lots of wives aren’t pleased by their husbands. Sure, we might fake an occasional orgasm, but the truth is pretty obvious, and these men would know if they bothered to pay attention.

But it wasn’t just the sex.

It was watching Tyler as he went to work every day. He worked long hours for crappy pay. Every time I suggested he talk to his supervisor, Tyler demurred, like he couldn’t summon up the courage to confront his boss. That bothered me because seriously, this was supposed to be the guy who wanted to change the world, but he couldn’t take on one employer?

Like a good wife, I coached and counseled my husband, telling him he could do this. I was the ideal little cheerleader, ready and willing to support him. I told him that he could quit his job if he wanted to. There had to be something better out there.

Still, Tyler wasn’t brave enough to just quit. He couldn’t walk away.

Then one day, I decided that I was going to help my husband. I went to his job and brought him a nice lunch. As I was wandering the seemingly endless mass of cubicles, I searched for my husband, and that’s when someone stepped in front of me.

“Hello,” said a man in a suit. “Can I help you?”

He looked good. His dark jacket seemed to cling to his sides, emphasizing his muscular definition. He had a little bit of stubble, just enough to make it clear that this was a real man. I loved the lines of his job, the bright fire of ambition and determination in his eyes along with his height.

He stood just a little bit too close, which made me nervous. But for some reason, I liked it.

I tried to say something, only to let out a little squeak. After another attempt, I told him I was looking for Tyler.

“Are you his friend?”

“Wife,” I replied.

“Lucky man,” he told me.

Then, I couldn’t believe it, but he leaned down, and he whispered something into my ear. His breath was warm, his voice confident. I knew that I should have been offended by the way he invaded my personal space, but I wasn’t.

I liked it.

I haven’t felt this way since I first started dating in college. There was something about the primal magnetism this man exuded so effortlessly.

It took me another couple of seconds to process the exact words he whispered to me, “My name is Nick, and you’re a gorgeous woman. You deserve someone better than Tyler.”

He pulled away, and I started to stammer something out, but he raised his hand and spoke over me, easily silencing me with his intuitive authority. “He’s in the far corner. Have fun.”

I moved mechanically even as I tried to understand the sensations flowing through my body. Through the maelstrom of embarrassment and irritation with that man’s gall, another impulse seemed to take a hold of me: leave.

When I found Tyler at his desk, I placed at the bag off to the side and looked down at him. “Hey, honey,” he said absently. Apparently, he hardly noticed that I had made a special trip downtown just for him. “What are you doing here?”

“I thought I could bring you lunch.” Then I leaned in, and I whispered, “Maybe you would like to fool around?”

“Sorry. I can’t. I really need to get this project done.”

I saw numbers on his screen as he typed them in, one after another.

“This is what you do all day?” I asked, and I could hardly keep the disgust out of my voice. Not only had he given up on all of his big plans, Tyler wasn’t even doing anything terribly important. I could easily imagine people skipping over this part of whatever document or presentation he had to prepare. The numbers were a requirement, but no one was seriously going to pay attention.

“Pretty much,” he said without noticing the shift in my tone.

“Okay. Well, I guess I’ll leave you to get to it,” I said, more irritated been disappointed. Yeah, the idea of speaking off for afternoon sex sounded exciting and prurient, but I reminded myself that this was Tyler, he wasn’t very big, and he didn’t know what he was doing anyway, so I probably would have just been disappointed.

“Thanks. And thanks for lunch,” he said. When he turned to me, he wanted a kiss. I gave him a peck on the cheek.

As I left, I tried to ignore the swelling disappointment deep in my chest, but I had to ask myself one question. What did I expect?

As I headed back toward the elevator bank, I wondered if maybe I should just try to down with my husband and talk out my concerns and frustrations. But really, that was the last thing I wanted to do. If I craved excitement and the touch of a real man, I couldn’t get that through diplomacy.

Of course, this wasn’t really fair to Tyler either, but I just couldn’t make myself worry about him, not after so much time as his cheerleader. At some point, he needed to consider me and my desires, right? But if I had to ask him, that seemed to defeat the purpose.

“You look like you’re lost in thought,” came a strong, powerful voice.

I found myself in front of the elevators, staring straight ahead. I hadn’t even noticed Nick’s approach.

Suddenly, I felt the heat rush over my body. It seemed to spread down my chest, along my front, all the way to that special spot between my legs. I shifted my weight as I tried to distract myself.

The doors opened, and I got into the elevator car. Nick followed me.

“You’re turned on right now, aren’t you?”

I sputtered out, “Excuse me?”

“Tell the truth. Right now, you’re turned on. I saw how you looked at him, and I see how you’re looking at me right now.”

We were in an elevator, but I hadn’t pushed any of the buttons. Somehow, I had forgotten. When I reached out, Nick grabbed my wrist. He held me tight, and I loved the feel of strength. I knew that I could have jerked my hand back, and he probably would have let me go. Probably. But if he really wanted to hold me, he could.

“I am not turned on,” I insisted.

“If you lie to me again, I might decide to spank you.”

My lips parted. Staring at him hard, I tried to figure out whether or not he was joking. Because really, he couldn’t be serious, could he? My thoughts were disjointed and messed up, but then he pulled me closer and closer, and I let him.

“You love your husband. That’s fine. I’m sure we can find a place for him.”

“What’re you talking about?” I spoke worked to keep my throat from clenching shut.

“Tyler’s a nice guy, but he isn’t strong enough for you. You need someone like me.”

I tried to ask a question, to get real information, but then Nick leaned in, and he started to kiss me even as my lips continued to move. Within moments, however, I lost myself to the feel and heat of his body. He was so close, so strong. When I wrote myself up against him, I knew that he was bigger and stronger than I could ever be.

Somehow, I wanted that.

His hand dropped down to my thigh, and he stroked my leg. His fingers glided along my skin until he founded the lines of my panties underneath my skirt. His fingers dipped past the fabric, and soon he was touching me.

He worked one finger into my opening, then another.

I tried to protest, and my throat vibrated, only I couldn’t get the words passed his mouth as he continued to kiss me.

With his other hand, he grabbed onto my simple pony tail and yanks my head back. His mouth continued to explore my lips, my teeth, my tongue. He played with me, holding me tight and making sure I couldn’t let go.

Occasionally, I struggled to pull away, but he still held on, making sure I knew that I was trapped with him.

Damn it. Why did that turn me on so much? I couldn’t even lie to him, not as his fingers slid in and out of my opening. My nipples were tight and hard, my skin hot. With every second, I tried to catch my breath, but this man left me desperate and eager for more.

At any moment, the doors could have opened. Someone could have walked in.

I told myself this, but then I didn’t even stop Nick when he turned me around, yanked up my skirt and pulled down my panties. He pushed me into the side of the elevator as he unzipped his pants and took out his shaft.

“What, what’re you doing?”

“You know exactly what I’m doing,” he told me, so I couldn’t disagree as he pumped into me. I felt the tip of his cock as he slid forward, penetrating me. Hot pleasure coursed through my body, making me desperately wet even as I felt him slide in. My body was ready for him. I was so wet!

I couldn’t remember the last time I had been so excited.

Probably never.

As he pulled on my hair, I felt like such a slut, but I couldn’t make myself worry about that, not when he felt so good. He held me tight, took me hard, and made me cry out. My voice echoed against the walls of the elevator as he pumped into me, plunging harder and faster.

Then he finished, and I stumbled. He put his arm around my waist and looked into my eyes. “You want to that again.”

It wasn’t a question.

Whenever he called or texted, I raced off to give this man what he desired. I became his private, on-call slut. He could have me in thirty minutes or less. Along the way, I learned to serve him. In the elevator, he claimed me, marking me as his. He pulled on my hair and fucked me hard, which left an indelible mark deep within my psyche.

And I was grateful for it. When it came to Tyler, I didn’t even have to worry. I would get a message, get up and leave, and he hardly noticed. I even visited him at work, occasionally stopping by his cubicle when I was really there to see Nick.

He’d bend me over his desk in his corner office. I would look out on the cityscape as I was taken from behind. Sometimes he told me to wear panties. Inevitably, he would keep them. Other points, Nick instructed me to visit him at work without underwear on underneath my short skirt. With every step, I would worry that someone might notice or realize what was happening.

If anyone figured it out, they kept to themselves, probably because they feared it Nick. He was powerful, and he knew how to exert his will on other people. He certainly knew how to control me.

Occasionally, there would be little hints of guilt, but Nick knew how to short-circuit those as well.

“Face it. He doesn’t deserve you.”

“But I love him,” I said.

“You might love him, but you don’t want to be with him,” he said. “You want to own him, don’t you?”

Own him?

The idea sounded crazy.

But yes—that sounded right. I didn’t respect him, so I didn’t want to sleep with him. Sex with Tyler sounded so pedestrian and just plain boring. He couldn’t satisfy me.

Even as Nick asked the question, I knew I could just give up on Tyler or kick them out. That’s why my new lover looked into my eyes and said, “Tell me what you want to do. Tell me what you crave.”

“I want to keep him. I want him to see,” I said. The words tumbled from my lips, and they were true, so true.

“See how?”

“I want to see him helpless, tied down, forced to watch.”

“What you want him to see?”

“Us,” I confessed.

“Then make it happen.” His eyes glowed with a certainty that I never thought I could match. But I was ready to try.

Nick coached me and taught me. He whispered the possibilities into my ear. Tentatively at first, I started to ask questions and make suggestions. For the most part, he agreed. Not only that, he showed me the different toys they can be used.

As our affair blossomed, he trained me.

He knew exactly what I wanted, and he intended to give it to me.

But Tyler was still my boy, so I needed to make this happen. I didn’t want to simply dump him, although doing so would have been easy enough. Instead, I craved a different kind of control. Being with Nick woke something up within me. And now that this idea had taken hold, I couldn’t just give it up or even walk away.

Frankly, I never really considered the possibility.

It took a while to prepare, but I eventually decided with Nick’s help that everything was ready, myself included. I went online, but the equipment, and then I made my plan.

It would be easy enough, I realized. I waited for one of those random Saturdays when Tyler wasn’t working. Instead, he decided that he wanted to wander back to his computer and play some games.

Normally, I allowed this, mostly because he had been pushing himself so hard at work. At first, I resented the amount of time he spent away. He first ignored me for the office, then for his video games.

Fine. Whatever. I had Nick.

But then on this Saturday, he followed his usual routine, wandering back to his mouse and keyboard. As he worked to build digital armies and conquer pretend countries, I got dressed. I would seduce him into his new life. He might think he was getting lucky, but would be the exact opposite.

A grin touched my lips as I sauntered through our home. I found him with his back to the door. Then I walked up, and I ran my fingers along his neck, up through his hair, and that’s when he turned.

Quickly pausing his game, he looked back at me. At first, he probably meant to be annoyed. After all, I was interrupting. But then he saw me in that pair of white, lacy panties and the matching bra. He saw the way I smiled down at him lasciviously, and then he heard me whisper, “I want to do things with you.” My voice was light and playful but also filled with a new kind of lust.

“Right now?”

I stifled my frustration with him. How did this guy ever think he was going to keep me if he didn’t put in any effort?

“Right now,” I said, pretending that his question didn’t irritate me.

“Okay,” he said as I took him by his hand and guided him back to the bedroom. He didn’t even notice the small duffel bag by the headboard. If he had looked in there, he would have been scared. Very scared.

Too bad for him.

I started to kiss Tyler mostly on his neck.

He tried to kiss my mouth, but I kept turning away because I didn’t like that, not anymore. On some level, it felt as though I now belonged to Nick, so I didn’t want this boy to touch me in the wrong way.

“Get naked,” I told him after a few seconds.

“That’s fast,” he said, arching one eyebrow.

“I missed you,” I said, but even as I spoke, I was thinking of another man.

“Always so emotional,” he teased, but then he pulled off his shirt and his belt and pants. He stripped out of his socks. Within seconds, he was down to just his boxers.

Annoyance granted me extra strength, making it easy to shut him down onto his back. He bounced on the bed once, and I straddled him, grabbing his wrists and pushing them for the corners of the bed. He didn’t notice the restraints I had set up either. If he had, he probably would have asked questions.

Fortunately, I knew exactly how to bypass anything he might ask. “I’ve been thinking about something for a while, something dirty. Just close your eyes and relax.”

Like so many other guys, Tyler was overconfident, so he grinned, assuming he could handle anything I asked of him. As long as it involved sex, he was ready—or so he believed.

When he felt the cuffs, he let out a sharp puff of breath. He gritted his teeth, pulled on them, and even opened his eyes to turn his head from side to side as he checked out the new restraints.

“Wow,” he said, but his erection made it clear that he really enjoyed this.

I grabbed his boxers and pulled them down along the length of his body without asking, mostly because I knew that I now had him helpless. He could struggle if he liked, but it wouldn’t make any difference because those were real restraints.

“You and I need to have a nice conversation, Tyler,” I said. As I spoke, my fingers brushed along his scrotum and over his pathetic little cock.

When we first got together, I told myself that it didn’t matter if he had a small penis because he could always put in the effort to satisfy me anyway. There was just one problem: he never put in that effort. He probably could have used his mouth forefingers to get me off, but he never seemed to bother. And even when I yearned for the intimacy of sex, he raced off to the office to worry about paper and numbers on screens.

“What do we have to talk about?” Tyler asked, probably assuming this was part of the game.

“Our relationship.”

“You’re kidding,” he said, a note of aggression drifting into his voice. In fact, he tried to yank his hands away from the corners of the bed, only to feel the jingle of the cuffs. Those restraints weren’t about to release him, which he would figure out soon enough.

“That’s right. I’m deeply unsatisfied, Tyler. Frankly, you’ve failed as a husband. I still love you, what we need to make some changes.”

“This isn’t the right place or time. How about you go down on me, and then we can talk about it after?”

“Selfish,” I said, one word.

The disappointment in my voice must’ve felt like a slap across his face because Tyler was arrogant enough to always assume that he had been a good husband.

“You know, you can’t really count yourself as my husband if you’re constantly wandering off to go do other things. Whether you’re playing your video games or throw your life away at work, that’s not intimacy, and it’s not a partnership either.”

His eyes blinked, probably because he was having a harder time thinking.

While I talked, I also stroked him, my fingers moving along his body, especially his scrotum and shaft. I teased him, making sure he stayed hard.

Every few seconds, he arched his back, curled his toes, and tensed up. I played him like he was instrumental, teasing him until he was taut with need and desire. As he squirmed around, occasionally pulling on his restraints, I wondered if maybe I should stop. But now, those occasional qualms of conscience were quickly stifled by something else: arousal.

Teasing him and knowing what was coming next turned me on like nothing else. The anticipation sang through my body, making me hot and wet and eager for something truly amazing. So while I touched him, I felt that little flair of disgust, but I kept thinking about Nick and how he could truly please me, that powerful, perfect example of what a man needed to be.

“Please,” Tyler started to say. His voice stretched and strained. “Please, I can’t take this. Please, I, I need it!”

“No,” I said. His eyes flared with confusion for a second. “You don’t need anything,” I told him. “You want it. You think you deserve it, but you don’t need it.”

He stumbled and stammered, his voice locking up as I gave him another gentle squeeze. I brought to the verge of an orgasm, only then I stopped. It wouldn’t be that easy for him.

As the desperation coiled through his body, I pulled my hands away.

“No!” He sounded so pathetic. “Don’t stop!”

“Why not? You want me to make your priority, but you’ve never done the same for me.”

Clearly, Tyler wanted to come up with something clever to say, only he couldn’t get past his own selfish desires.

With a frustrated sigh, I reached down again. I stroked him gently, just barely touching him. He closed his eyes and moaned into those sensations. He loved this; he wanted and needed and craved more.

Too bad for him.

Right when it felt as though he might lose control completely, I pulled my hands away, only this time I didn’t just stop.

Tyler didn’t even bother to open his eyes. He probably assumed that he would get off momentarily. Or maybe he believed that he could whine some more, and that would be good enough to convince me to keep going.

After a few seconds, he tried that same strategy. “Why did you—”

Technically, this was supposed to be part of the plan, but I really just didn’t want to hear him talk anymore, which is why I shoved the ball gagged down into his mouth. I wasn’t gentle either as the red, rubber ball slid between his teeth and pressed down against his tongue.

When his eyes shot open with that look of desperate confusion, I barely noticed. I was busy yanking his head forward so I could pull the leather straps into place. I locked to the gag in, making sure he wouldn’t be able to spit the ball out, no matter how hard he tried.

“Much better. I got sick of hearing you talk,” I said.

At this point, he kept trying to speak despite the gag. Honestly, I preferred the incoherent murmurs coming from him to the whining and pleading.

“What was that?” I asked, holding one hand up to my ear. “Sorry, but I can’t understand you. You might as well be quiet.”

Ironically, he did settle down when I started to touch them again. I enjoyed it the way he squirmed there on the mattress, occasionally struggling but mostly settling into the fact that I controlled his orgasm.

“This is what I find so fascinating about boys like you. You’re so eager get off that you can’t think about anything else. You don’t worry about your circumstances or what an orgasm my cost you. You don’t even think about what it might mean.”

At any moment, I could have gently squeezed him again, moving my hand up and down his legs, and that would have been enough to get him off. Because I was considerate, I had always paid attention to his body, which meant I knew exactly what it would take to get him off.

I also knew how to keep right there on the edge of release, desperate and probably willing to do anything.

Granted, I could have used this kind of leverage to force his obedience, but then after his orgasm, he would just go back to his old ways. He would smile and try to sound diplomatic as he explained that he had certain obligations.

No more.

I squeezed him again, making him moan. Then I pulled my hands back and reached down for the back by the bed.

“You don’t deserve an orgasm,” I said simply.

He tried to ask a question. His interrogative tone was obvious even he couldn’t articulate any real words.

As he tried to ask you something else, I raised up the ice pack. It was solid and so cold in my hands. I couldn’t imagine what it would be like on his most sensitive body part.

Fortunately for both of us, he was about to find out.

I brought the ice pack down, lowering it a little bit at a time.

At first, he didn’t recognize what it was, but then he could feel the cold and chill radiated from that solidly frozen ice pack. When I touched it to his shaft, he howled out. Even with the gag in his mouth, his plaintive cries echoed against the walls of the bedroom.

For my part, I expected some kind of sympathy to rush through my body. I should have felt bad. After all, I loved this man. But now, I didn’t love him like a spouse or a partner or even a boyfriend. Instead, I saw him more as a plaything, and that’s why I grinned down at him. I had pulled the ice pack away, but now I looked into his eyes. “You didn’t like that, did you?” I shook my head. “No, you didn’t. But this is what I’m talking about, Tyler. Our relationship is going to change. From now on, I’m in charge, which means I own you, I own your cock, and I am your orgasms. I get to decide when and if you get off.”

He looked so pathetically and adorably confused.

I lowered the pack again, rubbing it from the base of his shaft up to the tip of his member.

His erection wilted away even as he panted, gasped, and cried out. He tried to say something, anything past of the ball gagged, but he didn’t succeed. Pretty soon, he was completely soft, which is exactly how I wanted him.

I reached down into the duffel bag again and produced the chastity lock. “Have you ever seen one of these?” I asked, setting out the different pieces of his new cage. There was the short, transparent plastic tube for his shaft, the ring that went around his scrotum, plus the different connectors.

Finally, I set a small padlock right there on his sternum.

“This,” I explained, “is a chastity cage. You see, there are some men out there who need to be controlled in the most degrading and thorough way possible. For one reason or another, their dicks no longer belong to them. Instead, they belong to their wives, their girlfriends, the women who now control them. That’s you, Tyler. You’re so pathetic that you don’t get to use this anymore. Sometimes, I might let you out for a little while. If I do, I’m going to chain you down just like this.”

He shook his head from side to side, jerking his chin this way and that.

“Oh,” I teased, “I bet you think you’re just going to take this off. Even if I use the padlock on you, you’re probably thinking that there must be some way to remove the entire device, aren’t you?”

He didn’t answer; he couldn’t.

“This plastic is really strong. Frankly, you’d probably need something like a chainsaw. You could do it, I suppose, but are you willing to take the risk?”

Tyler must have imagined what that would actually be like because the color drained away from his cheeks. All at once, I could tell that he didn’t have the bravery necessary for something like that.

“No,” I said with a quick shake my head. “Even if it means your dick now belongs to me, you wouldn’t risk of that kind of injury. It’s okay. This isn’t really a matter of bravery. I mean, men are so proud of their boy parts. It makes sense that you would rather be locked up.”

He tried to say something that probably sounded like my name.

“Remember, you deserve this. You deserve to be owned. You deserve to lose all control.”

Finally, I grabbed the different pieces, and I started to slide them into place. The first ring went up and under his scrotum. Then I slid his cock into the tube. Next, I connected the tube and the ring, finally securing everything with a padlock.

For his part, Tyler had raised his head, and now he shook it from side to side as he desperately begged. He didn’t make a sound, but those quick, nervous movements combined with the width of his eyes made it abundantly clear that he was begging me.

At this point, he probably would have agreed to anything.

“You’d be willing to quit your job now, wouldn’t you?”

Tyler didn’t hesitate. He jerked his head down and up calling yes! He would quit his job if it meant that he didn’t have to wear the chastity cage.

I smirked with just half of my mouth. “Oh, that such a shame. You see, the chastity cage isn’t going to be the only change to our relationship.”

Click. I engaged of the lock, he flinched, kicked down with his heels, and struggled against the chains. “Don’t worry. I’m going to let you play with this cock lock in a couple of minutes. But first, there’s something else you need to know.”

His eyes fixated on me, but there wasn’t any real belief or confidence there, not anymore. Instead, he must have been thinking about how the chastity cage had to be the worst thing that could happen. He was adorably wrong.

I reached up and grabbed a key off of the headboard. I dangled in front of his face for a second and said, “This only works on your handcuffs. Don’t worry about the key to your chastity cage. That’s somewhere safe.”

He inhaled sharply, but I can tell that he believed me. I am locked his wrists, releasing him from his restraints.

He rolled off of the bed, sat up straight, and then his hand hesitated. Somehow, he couldn’t actually try to remove the chastity cage, not yet. Something frozen in place, like he didn’t know whether or not he could actually do this.

“Go on,” I said, watching him with a cruel smirked. We both know you want to try to take it off. Let’s see if you can do it.”

Strangely enough, he didn’t go for the gag. Like so many other boys, he worried about his cock first and everything else second.

He reached down, felt the solid plastic, experience to the weight as it tugged it down on his genitals, and then he finally tried to pull it off. Gritting his teeth, he worked at it, pulling on one side, then the other. But he painfully squeezed his balls, so he gave up within the span of just a few seconds.

“Very nice,” I said. “You’re not getting out of that.”

He gulped, looked back at me, and that he reached up for the ball gag. “Don’t take that out. If you do, Nick is going to be pissed.”

He squeaked, and meeting was obvious.

Nick?

I sauntered over to Tyler and poked him right in the chest. “I’ve been cheating on you, Tyler. Well, I’m not sure if that counts as cheating since you’ve completely given up on acting like a real man. But that’s what I deserve. I deserve someone strong, someone who wants to take care of me.”

As I spoke, the front door opened and closed.

Tyler jerked his head as he looked out for the hall. I grabbed his cheeks and forced him to look into my eyes. “As far as you’re concerned, you’ve been demoted. You’re now a slave. You do as you’re told. And if you don’t, you’ll be punished. Or worse, all disk you out, and I won’t give you the key. You get down on your knees because you’re going to see something fun.”

Tyler murmured something, but then he dropped down into a kneeling position right as Nick walked through the bedroom door. When I turned back to him, I smiled brightly.

“Hello,” I said.

Nick swept his eyes up and down my body. I still wore the lingerie. “Gorgeous,” he said, and then we kissed.

I made sure to look down at Tyler. Our eyes locked on one another even as Nick continued to touch me and hold me. His hands roamed along my body. He squeezed my ass, fondled my breasts, and pressed himself up against me. It felt so good.

Nick broke off the kiss, held my hand, and looked down at the helpless male trapped in chastity. “You never deserved this woman. She’s way too good for you, so I’m taking her. She’s mine now. But don’t worry. I’m not going to fire you. Every day, you’ll come in and follow orders, just as usual. Except now, when this girl comes by to visit, she’s not going to be at the office to see you.”

Tyler stared hard, almost as though he couldn’t believe this.

“You’re going to get a special treat today,” I said. “To make sure you really understand your new place, you’re going to get to see us have sex. Isn’t that a nice treat? And when we’re done, you’re going to say ‘Thank you, Master’ and ‘Thank you, Mistress.’”

His eyes got huge as he heard those words, but Tyler lacked the strength to contradict either of us.

Nick grabbed me, picked me up off of my feet, and through me to the bed. I landed with the doubts, and he straddled me, pulling off my bra with practiced ease. His hands went down onto my wrists, pinning me, trapping me, making me feel powerless and feminine all at the same time. Then he started to lick and suck on my nipples, teasing them.

After a little while, he kissed me again.

I soon lost myself to that storm of sensations. Everything was so powerful.

Every few seconds or minutes, I tried to push at him, to demonstrate that I could fight back, but he grabbed me every time and reasserted his control. This man was in charge.

He wore a nice suit, he was strong, and he soon had me naked.

My panties didn’t last long. He yanked them down the length of my legs and through them to the floor, just a few inches in front of Tyler.

Nick glanced over his shoulder at the other pathetic male, “This girl is mine now.”

Then he unzipped his pants, and I spread my legs for him. He rammed into me just a second later, but my body was so slick and open and ready for him. As he penetrated me, I cried out, moaning. I never made sounds like that for Tyler, but then he didn’t know what he was doing. He didn’t understand how to work me up into this kind of frenzy.

Just a few feet away, Tyler had to watch.

Technically, he wasn’t bound, not anymore, yet something else even more profound held him in place: the truth. I had finally told him the truth, so he now knew his place. He wasn’t some successful man with a good job and a beautiful girl. Oh no. He was the cuckolded, that pathetic example of a man who wasn’t good enough to keep his woman satisfied. So now I was naked and on my back, getting taken and used. I felt Nick’s cock pump into me, going harder and faster. I called out, “I’m coming!”

With every second, I moaned as I lost myself to the ecstasy.

Since I was with Nick, I didn’t even need to fake it.

We moved against one another, our bodies clawing and pawing as we went at it like wild animals. Finally, he growled, grunting as he came hard. And when he was done, he pulled out. He zipped up his pants, and I rolled off of the bed as well.

Nick basically had to hold me up for the first few seconds. Then, almost kindly, I remembered to loosen the gag. Finally, Tyler could speak now that we had told him the truth.

Tyler gulped, looked down at the floor, and then he started talking. His voice may have shaken, but he said, “Thank you, Master. Thank you, Mistress.” Just like that, he understood the truth.

The End
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