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A weak sun struggling through a white sky. A couple of joggers in bright athleisure wear. A yummy mummy pushing a pram. Gareth stopped and breathed in a deep breath spying Belinda on the park bench that was their agreed meeting place. She wore a stylish navy peacoat, looked as good as she’d always looked. Play it cool, you got this, Gareth psyched himself.

Belinda heard his footsteps, looked up from her phone. “Well, well, if it’s not pipsqueak Gareth Evans all grown up.” She slung an elbow over the back of the bench, eyeing him from head to toe. “Still look like a scrawny schoolboy, though.”

Her smirking smile, her playful teasing, transported Gareth right back to high school and the sixteen-year-old self that had had such a crush on her. Just as then, he stood momentarily tongue tied – any intended coolness deserting him completely – before managing the words, “Hi, Belinda.”

“Sit,” she said, patting a leather gloved hand on the bench, re-establishing who remained firmly in charge.

Gareth sat, his eyes going to the blades of green grass bordering the path, before returning to Belinda staring straight at him. It wasn’t just the captivating blue eyes, or the raven black hair, or the face that seemed so often to be on the brink of a snicker. It was the commanding authority, the I-was-born-to-be-above-you attitude that turned Gareth inside out. She’d had it then. She had it now.

“Look at you,” she said, her bright girlish voice slightly incredulous, “a solicitor of all things.”

“Trainee,” Gareth corrected her.

“Same thing.”

“Actually, I’ve got another year before I can officially—”

“Shush,” said Belinda, silencing him. “I didn’t come here to discuss jobs.”

“What did you come here for?” Gareth dared ask.

A ghost of a smile and she was looking past him across the parks green field. Gareth followed her gaze to a dog – a chocolate brown Labrador trundling along ahead of a woman.

“I’ve always had an instinct for a certain type of boy,” said Belinda, laying her leather gloved hand gently on his thigh.

Gareth swung to her. He looked down at the hand. He looked up and into those eyes of hers fixed so piercingly on him. “You have?”

“I have,” said Belinda. “You see some boys give off an energy. They just can’t help it. Like they want to be claimed and played with by the opposite sex.” The gloved hand rose to smooth down his dangling tie. “My sex,” she added, with a snapping bite to her tone.

“They do,” said Gareth weakly. He was still breathing, but not much.

“Mm-hmm,” hummed Belinda, still looking right into his eyes and what felt like the deepest darkest corner of his mind. “Clear as day.”

Gareth gulped and with it felt the tight constriction at his throat. Which in turn had him turning from Belinda – who dropped his tie – and bending forward in temporary coughing fit. Real smooth Romeo, he chastised himself.

“Sorry,” he apologised a tad breathless when he was done.

Belinda observed him, sitting as composed as ever. “I don’t see you as boyfriend material, Gareth,” she said, laying her cards on the table.

“No, of course not,” said Gareth, like he himself thought it the craziest idea. Then after a moment’s reflection, “What do you see me as?”

Belinda’s eye returned to dog and dog walker now passing. She and Gareth watched as its leash was clipped to collar and they left the park. Then Belinda was turning to him with a devious look that had his insides clenching tight.

“Phone,” she said, holding her palm out flat.

Gareth picked it from his jacket, unlocked it, then handed it to her and watched her finger dance across the screen.

“This is my number,” said Belinda. “I’ll be in touch.”

And even as she said those words, even as he watched her doing it, Gareth couldn’t quite believe; Belinda Hornsby giving me her number. Telling me she’ll be in touch. Was he dreaming? She handed him back his phone, sat a moment half smiling at his dazed expression, then stood.

“Well, gotta get back to things,” she said. “Be a good boy, Gareth.”

“Y-yeah, always. It was a pleasure…seeing you again,” he said, voice dropping to a murmur as he watched her stride away.

He sat for at least a further five minutes, a dorky grin on his face as he tried to make sense of the encounter. Some boys want to be claimed and played with. The words repeated in his head round and round till finally he was looking down at his phone. There was no Belinda. But there was a new number, under a new name. That name: Master. Gareth read the word, once, twice, three times, the park around him taking on a dizzying spin.

It would be a full five days before a message arrived from that number. She wanted to meet again, this time at a pet store.

“So you just got this dog?”

“Yep,” said Belinda, stopping by a selection of studded collars. “Which one, red or black?” she asked, laying the two different coloured collars against her palm in turn.

“Red. Matches the leashes grip,” said Gareth.

“Just what I was thinking.” Belinda picked the studded red collar from the shelf and dropped it into her basket to join the silver chained leash already there.

“What is it?” asked Gareth as they strolled on.

“What’s that?”

“What sort of dog is it?”

“White Western.”

Gareth didn’t know much about dogs, but he’d certainly never heard about any White Western.

“It’s very cute,” said Belinda. “But could do with some fattening up.” She scooped a bag of doggy biscuits into her basket, shot Gareth a twinkly eyed half smile that had him stopping and standing right where he was while she walked on. She couldn’t mean…? She didn’t mean…? The thought hung in his mind for all of a nanosecond before he was discarding it for what it was; bonkers crazy, ridiculous. Feeling a little that way for even thinking it, he followed Belinda around the store as she added a doggy bowl and various toys to her basket.

“I think we’re all set,” she said, giving another of those mischievous looks.

And once again he was thinking it, then once again dismissing the thought almost as quickly as it had come. She’s only playing, teasing – that’s what she does, that’s why you’re here. Though truth be told Gareth was still in the dark on that front. Belinda didn’t strike him as the type to be short of friends or male attention. And if she didn’t see him as boyfriend material, then what did she see him as?

Belinda turned from the checkout and with bagged doggy purchases in hand, led the way. “Let’s go,” she said.

The terraced house – a cottagey stone – was on a quiet side road not far from the pet store.

“Home sweet home,” said Belinda, shutting the front door behind Gareth, before slipping off her coat and disappearing through to the kitchen.

Gareth stood a moment in the small hallway listening for dog noises; scampering feet, a bark or whine, but heard nothing. He drifted forward poking his head into a cosy looking wood floored front room, then an equally snug white carpeted sitting room, before he was on the threshold of the kitchen hearing Belinda busily emptying her bag. He stepped through to see her putting the dog bowl on the floor, the biscuits in a cupboard, the collar and leash on a countertop.

“So where is he, this dog of yours?” he asked.

Belinda folded the empty bag, put it aside. “I think you know, Gareth.” Her look was pointed.

“Know…?” Gareth stared, creeping unease rising up his spine. “Know what? I’m not following.”

Belinda picked up the squishy red ball on the countertop. She threw it up into the air, caught it, then looked him square in the eyes. “You’re my dog, Gareth.”

“What?” he practically panted, a tremor of nervous energy giving way to outright disbelief. “You’re serious?” Yet who was he kidding? Those suspicions there at the back of his mind, they weren’t there by chance. There’d been signals. There’d been warnings.

“Don’t pretend you don’t want it, Gareth. Like I said, I’ve got an instinct for a certain type of boy. And you’re literally radiating puppy dog energy.”

Gareth gulped, throat dry, heart beating ten to the dozen.

“Get down on the floor where doggy boys belong,” said Belinda. She crossed her arms. She stood waiting.

“You’re crazy,” said Gareth.

“Am I?”

No, dangerous, not crazy, thought Gareth. And yet still he stood staring like a dope. Only later – on reflection – would he come to understand why. Part of him wanted what she was offering. Part of him had been waiting for it his entire life.

“I’m not a dog, Belinda,” he nonetheless protested.

“Oh, no. Down…” Belinda repeated her command firmly like she couldn’t care what he thought he was or wasn’t.

Gareth held her stare. He felt dizzy. He felt like he’d fallen into some kind of surreal dream. He could have laughed in Belinda’s face. He could have walked for the door. But did neither, because she was right, there was something deep inside that compelled him to lower one knee, then the other to the kitchens dark grey tiling. Awareness of his submissive want brought a heat to his cheeks and a tightening at his guts.

“Show me those paws,” said Belinda.

Gareth raised his hands, dangling them loosely out before him feeling ridiculous.

“There you go,” encouraged Belinda, corner of her lips curling upwards as she observed him from above. “Now let’s hear some doggy noises.”

“You’ve got to be—” Gareth began to object only to feel Belinda’s hand at his jaw, pouting his lips.

“Dogs don’t speak now, do they?”

Gareth shook his head, a curious mix of deep embarrassment and arousal pulsating at his core. The press of Belinda’s fingers eased then lifted.

“That’s right, they don’t,” she said, “but they do do something else. Let’s hear it…”

Gareth stared up at her, struggling to bring himself to do it. There was enough churning going on in his stomach to have turned its contents to cement.

“I said let’s hear it,” repeated Belinda in that firm tone he found so impossible to resist.

Gareth breathed in one more breath, then on an exhale out came the lame, “Woof.”

Belinda chuckled loudly. “What was that? Again. Louder.”

Once more there was that heavy weight of resistance. Gareth pushed it down. “Woof,” he said with a tad more enthusiasm.

“Not woof. Ruff, like a proper doggy,” chastised Belinda. “Again. Properly.”

“Ruff,” barked Gareth, thinking how it was only this morning he’d woken thinking today would be like any other day.

“Again,” said Belinda, sounding unimpressed.

“Ruff.”

“Again.”

“Ruff.”

“Again!”

“Ruff!”

At each of her commands that weight of resistance lessened and the barks came louder and less self-conscious till Belinda was smirking above him.

“There he is, there’s my doggy boy,” she said, tousling his hair. “I knew you were in there somewhere.”

Red faced and still struggling to believe this was actually happening, Gareth stared up at her, hands still dangling loosely. There wasn’t just the stab of humiliation, but awareness of a ballooning excitement expanding outwards at his chest.

“Put those doggy paws on the floor and follow me,” said Belinda, swiping collar and leash from the countertop and striding briskly from the room.

Gareth followed from kitchen to hallway to living room, crawling on his hands and knees like the animal he was suddenly expected to be. He took in the tapping tread of Belinda’s ankle boots, gaze shooting up to her tight, juicy, jean clad ass and quickly dropping again. And as much as there was still that feeling of ridiculous, there was something more – not just the ballooning expansion at his chest, but a hot warmth swirling beneath his belly.

The living room’s thick white carpet was soft under Gareth’s hands and knees. He came to a stop on a pale blue rug, watching Belinda drop onto the sofa. She placed the collar and lead onto the cushion beside her, and rolling the squishy red ball she still had on the arm of the sofa, eyed him on his hands and knees before her.

“You want your toy?” she asked, seeing his glance to the ball.

A pause as Gareth hesitated. He knew the response she wanted. And once again there were two opposing forces; one anchoring, keeping the sound from rising, the other willing it up. The latter proved stronger as finally Gareth swallowed the lump at his throat – along with his pride – to give her what she wanted. “Ruff!” he barked.

Belinda’s smile broadened. And she didn’t need to do any more than look at him in that triumphant way to have him feeling like a simmering, simpering, hopeless wreck.

“You want your toy. Then go fetch,” she said, tossing the ball.

Gareth watched it ricochet off one wall and settle by the skirting board of another. He looked back to Belinda observing him, half smiling like she knew of the battle going on between his conscious saner mind and a deeper darker desire. Not only that – but supremely confident in which one would win out.

“I said go fetch, puppy dog.”

And those words right there, said with such haughty regard, were enough to tip the scales against whatever will there was to defy her. He set off across the carpet shuffling on hands and knees, blood thrashing in his eardrums so hard it was like a drummer had set up shop in his head.

“Ah, ah,” came Belinda’s voice from behind as he went to pick up the ball. “Remember doggies have paws not hands.”

Gareth looked from ball to Belinda then back again. Getting her meaning – and feeling a double dose of humiliation – he bent and bit into the ball making it squeak. With it there between his teeth, he crawled back over to Belinda whose amusement was obvious in her bright eyes and suggestive half smile. She lifted a hand that had been linked with the other across a knee and held her palm flat. Gareth deposited the ball from his mouth into it.

“Good boy,” said Belinda with an uplifting lilt to her almost gleeful voice. Just the type of cheery, condescending tone you’d reserve for an animal or infant. Gareth felt a simultaneous stirring at his loins and hot gust blow through him. Did she know what those two words, said like that, did to him? The glint in her eyes, the curl of her lips, strongly suggested so.

“You know how ridiculous you look like that,” she said, once again rolling the ball beneath a palm on the sofa as she eyed him.

Gareth had a fair idea. He pictured himself from Belinda’s perspective; a grown man in suit and tie down on his hands and knees, and his stomach flipped. But that wasn’t what Belinda meant at all.

“Wearing clothes,” she continued, said accusatory like he’d broken some kind of law. “Doggies don’t wear clothes last time I checked.” She left just enough time – a few seconds – for him to make that leap to what was coming next – then said it, confident and commanding as ever. “Take them off.”

Gareth felt something ping loose; perhaps one of those stakes that had been tethering him to the man, the person he thought he was up until half an hour ago. He stared at Belinda, not moving, barely breathing.

“Do you want to be my pet or not, Gareth?”

A nod. One he was barely even aware of as he was giving it. But give it he did.

“Good,” said Belinda, that superior smirk there again at her lips. “Then take off those silly man clothes. Like I said, they really don’t suit you.”

Gareth’s hand slowly went to his tie. He loosened it. He slid it free from his shirt collar. Jesus, was he really doing this? He wasn’t the most confident about his body. And why would he be; skinny framed, below average downstairs – he was hardly an Adonis. And yet he dropped the tie onto the carpet beside him, slipped off his suit jacket, then started on the buttons of his shirt. A glance at Belinda surveying him almost imperiously – like the sofa on which she sat was her throne – and an already racing pulse was going that bit quicker. Shirt joined jacket and tie on the carpet, then shoes and socks and trousers. Thumbs hooked into the waistband of his navy briefs, he hesitated.

“I said everything and I meant it,” said Belinda, sitting cool as a cucumber. Which was more than could be said for Gareth.

He knelt about to bare everything feeling like every cell of his is body was pulsing. But there was no going back now, no sense of stopping and saying he’d played along with her game, that enough was enough.  Because the day, the moment, had taken on a momentum all of its own. Nature. Fate. Call it what you will. There was no fighting it. Under Belinda’s calm stare, with another heavy gulp, Gareth scooped down the briefs, springing his semi stiff cock free. Its hardness almost came as a shock such was the swirl of different emotions. There was head swilling panic, burning shame, even a touch of anger (with himself? With Belinda? Who knew). All competed with the inextinguishable flame that was his arousal.

In this overwhelmed state he dropped his underwear onto his trousers and forced his eyes back to Belinda. She was making no secret about where she was looking. Those glittery blue eyes so directly and unashamedly taking in his manhood, had a warm shiver rolling over his shoulders and down his spine. The rush of blood to his crotch grew stronger. And the smile that had been hovering at Belinda’s mouth properly broke wide and proud. Her eyes finally rose to his. And for a split instant Gareth thought he was going to combust.

“Horny, horny, doggy boy,” she said, holding his gaze, revelling in the fact she’d been right – he wanted this bad. She flicked back her long black hair. She cleared her throat. She threw the red ball. “Go fetch.”

There was more than brightness to her voice, there was a wicked edge, an unmistakable relish in issuing the command. It corkscrewed all those emotions. It poured further gasoline on the fire burning up Gareth’s insides. Half feeling like his brain might burst out of his skull, he went for the ball. And this wasn’t like before with his suit on. This was a whole other level of reality. His ass, his balls, his cock – that just wouldn’t soften – were all exposed to Belinda’s cool gaze. He heard her snort chuckle behind as he dipped and bit into the ball – causing another of those playful squeaks. Then he was shuffling back her way with the ball between his teeth, his burning cheeks and baton of an erection a reflection of all that inner turmoil. The palm came out. Gareth dropped the ball into it.

“Good, doggy boy,” said Belinda in that pet play voice that managed to both demean and encourage all in one go. It rippled something primitive at the core of who Gareth was. It made that essential something as bouncy and eager as a fifth-grade nerd wanting to answer their teacher’s question. A glance up at Belinda’s half smiling expression and he was sure she saw it, perhaps even felt it too.

“Sit up for me, paws out,” she commanded.

Gareth did so, despite the even more revealing nature of the position.

Belinda observed him. “Look at that stiff little doggy cock.”

Gareth did precisely that, looking to the shiny pink domed tip of his straining erection. Seeing it like that baring his inner truth – that he loved this – only deepened the embarrassment burning through him. His eyes flashed back up to Belinda, who gave a knowing little half smile and reached for the collar beside her.

“Come here,” she said with enough nonchalance – like every day she had a boy down on his knees doing exactly whatever she said – to wring his insides like a wet cloth.

He shuffled the pace and a half forward, projecting cock wiggling a little from side to side with his movement. Belinda perched now on the edge of the sofa, gave another downwards smirk towards it, then met his gaze. And once again that look was like a knife through butter.

“You want me to put this on you?” she asked, dangling the studded red dog collar he’d helped pick out in the pet store from a finger.

Gareth felt a tightening at his balls, his guts, at his throat. He looked back to those rings of blue orbiting the blackest of stars.

“You’re not getting it till you give me another nice big bark.”

Something weakened at that, weakened and gave and swelled within. The loud bark came more enthusiastic than he ever could have expected, “Ruff!” Then another for good measure. “Ruff!”

“Just as I thought,” grinned Belinda. She looped the red leather collar around his neck, then had him dip his head so she could fasten it at the back.

He felt its tightness at his throat, he felt the cool metal of its buckle at the nape of his neck. Again he asked himself, was this really happening? And before he could say yes, yes this really was happening, Belinda was tugging his head up by his hair so she could get a good look. The delight was still there; a pouty half smile and those dazzling eyes super shiny against the glossy blackness of her hair.

“What a cute doggy boy,” she said, swirling that warm heat at his core.

Gareth hadn’t experienced anything like it – her, this. The palpitating panic. The dizzying arousal. He watched Belinda stand, take the leash from the sofa and clip it onto his collar. With another of those big grins she set off, tugging him behind her. Around the room they went with him shuffling on hands and knees and her saying teasing things like: “Maybe I’ll take you for walkies round the park like this if you’re a good doggy.”

Each comment made him feel like something was going to explode. His mind permanently reeled. His cock remained permanently stiff much to his immense mortification. When Belinda had done her laps, she perched her juicy behind on the arm of the sofa and clicked her fingers for him to sit up with his ass off his haunches and his hands dangling doggy style. The feeling of exposure was off the charts. But Gareth knelt all the same, heart hammering hard and cheeks burning red. Holding his leash, soaking in his humiliation, Belinda was in her element.

“Master and pet,” she said, her high girlish voice thick with satisfaction. She flicked her boot against his erection, making him almost jump. There was a snicker. There was that mischievous smirk. “I’m going to train you, Gareth. I’m going to train you to be the best doggy boy you can be.”

Once more she seemed to read him like a book – savouring the cauldron of emotions bubbling inside of him. In truth he had no response; his head was full of cotton wool, his thoughts when you stripped them back, dominated by one compulsion: to be her animal, her dog. The truth of that humiliating desire was what burnt the most. And Belinda knew it, somehow knew it.

“A master expects utter obedience from their pet. Are going to be an obedient puppy dog?”

A breath, then Gareth did it, “Ruff!” The bark as loud and enthusiastic as the last.

Belinda was silent a moment, letting the sound and what it signified sink in. Embarrassment and arousal did their almost unbearable dance as she lorded her power and he experienced what it felt like to be a lesser creature. Then tugging the leash, she was forcing his eyes back to hers as they dropped, smile widening.

“We’ll see,” she said. “We’ll see.”
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The first thing Gareth did when he got back to his flat was jack off in the bathroom sink. He was so charged, so fizzing like a champagne bottle about to blow its top, that it took no more than a minute. Breathless, he stared at his reflection in the cabinet mirror wondering what the giveaway was. Wondering what the hell she’d seen to know he’d be so receptive to take what she was offering. He was average, ordinary, always had been. Puppy dog energy – you’re radiating it. Her words. Her voice. Sounding in his head so crystal clear it was as if she was in the room.

Palms gripping the sides of the basin, he dropped his head, eyes closing as the jittery excitement that had settled low in his belly flickered afresh. He still scarcely believed what had happened. Belinda Bootylicious Hornsby. There in her house. Paraded around her living room. Like a dog. Another flicker let loose more of that jittery warmth. It billowed through him. It stayed there in his chest like indigestion; hot and uncomfortable, yet somehow strangely wanted.

He pulled up his briefs and trousers, washed his hands, then splashed cool water over his face. He looked back to the mirror and that reflection. So clean cut and inoffensive. So the opposite of edgy. Had he ever really done anything crazy in his life? Not like in the last few hours – stripping naked for a woman, getting down on his knees for a woman, barking like a…Jesus! he could barely even think the word. He pushed what had happened to the back of his mind (or at least tried to). He changed out of his suit. He ate something. He watched a little TV, then dropped into bed exhausted.

It was at some god forsaken hour that he woke – hot and hard as a rolling pin – with a memory so vivid it was as if he’d lived it a second time over. You see it wasn’t the first time Belinda had seen him naked. In their student days she’d burst into the boys changing room, supposedly with a message for PE teacher Mr Doyle, who wasn’t there. Who was there were two dozen boys showering and dressing. Most didn’t have a stitch on them. Gareth was one such boy. He came out the shower dripping wet to see the blue-eyed girl there in their midst. There was a blink of disbelief. Then his hands were snapping to his crotch. But not before Belinda had gotten a good eyeful. Maybe it was there and then she’d seen something in him. Saw what she saw that had led to the park bench, then house and living room all these years later.

Back in the changing room she’d looked from Gareth and scanned across the room, hands on hips and a widening smirk at her lips, like she owned the place. One boy they called Tripod Tommy for how blessed he was below, spun his big dick helicopter style. Belinda had a good laugh at that. Which drew more eyes to her presence. By now there was a rising chorus of disgruntled voices yelling at her to get the hell out. Which she did almost skipping in content. But not without one last look at Gareth standing there frozen clasping the crown jewels. He never forgot the mischievous smirk she gave. In fact, he’d get off on that smirk and that memory for a good long while. Just as he would of the far fresher one in her living room when she’d made him her doggy.

No matter how much he tried to keep it buried at the back of his mind, forward it would creep. At home, at work, hell getting his morning coffee he’d be recalling: crawling or barking or being collared and leashed and led. And each and every time he’d swell down below, growing as hard as a clenched fist if he let the thoughts linger for more than a minute or two. More than once he had to position his briefcase to hide his bulge or dash to a restroom bathroom to clear his mind by relieving himself.

Belinda was up in his head all right. She’d lit a fuse. And so often Gareth teetered on the edge of going ka-boom. A couple of days passed like this. Then a couple more. And by now there was rising panic that that was that. She’d gotten what she wanted, had her fun humiliating him. He stared at that word – Master, on his phone. Part of him desperate to call her, the rest terrified to. Five days after his introduction to puppy play and he was telling himself perhaps it was for the best if he never heard from her again, all the while knowing that was horseshit. He craved Belinda. Craved the submission and powerlessness that came with being her pet. Though at this stage he had little idea just how deep that tunnel went. He was soon to be a little clearer though.

The voice note was brief. Belinda’s bright and clear voice telling him she’d purchased a few things for him to try out. Mine. Six thirty. No excuses. Gareth listened to the message three times over, pulse pitter-pattering and cock stirring. He couldn’t imagine what she meant by that – for him to try out. And simply thrilled to get the call, didn’t much dwell – he’d know soon enough.

That last half hour of work was like being a kid back in school counting down the minutes till the bell and the start of holiday. He finished up with what he had to do. He made a quick exit feigning a dentist’s appointment when asked by colleague Martha where he was off to in such a hurry. There’d be no idle chitchat today. Not on your life.

A short bus ride later he was walking a tree lined suburban street, turning right onto narrower Grosvenor and its row of cosy terraces; red bricked on one side, a sandy stone on the other. Heart in his mouth, legs like jelly, he came to a stop in front of Belinda’s house on the stone side. It took a strange kind of willpower to keep the nerves at bay and push on through its small front gate. A tinge of dread mingled with an almost overwhelming fluttery excitement. It was this that propelled him on down the path, a part of his mind deadest and determined he wanted this, a smaller slither not sure at all.

The doubt, the question: why the hell was he participating in this? needled and niggled and nagged till he was drawing in a deep breath and telling himself to get his shit together. When you’re old and grey are you going to be regretting what you did or didn’t do? Gareth knew the answer. He shook the doubt, letting it sink like a stone and pressed the doorbell. After a few heavy beats of his heart, the sage green front door opened. And there was Belinda all bright eyed and pert looking in tight black sweater, tartan mini skirt, sheer tights and little black heels (super shiny with small tartan bows that matched the skirt) – looking sexy as hell in other words. She made no attempt to hide her delight that he’d returned. “In you come,” she said in a knowing tone of amusement that almost split him in two.

He stepped in and past her, eyes dropping to take in the shortness of the skirt, the impeccable shine of the heeled shoes, then his gaze was rising back over the thin tights to the waterfall of jet-black hair falling to her waist. Belinda shut the door and turned to him. And feeling a pounding need to say something, he was blurting, “Look, Belinda, I—”

A single finger pressed gently against his lips put him on mute. Whatever nonsense had been about to gush forth stuck in his throat, then dissipated entirely under Belinda’s cool, confident stare. If he wanted some kind of reassurance, some clarification what this was that was going on between them, then he wasn’t getting it. At least not in any conventional sense.

“Doggy boys don’t speak. You know that,” said Belinda, dropping straight back into role play. She removed her finger from his lips and stepped back half a pace. “Now take off those clothes and assume the position.”

Gareth’s throat instantly tightened as a ballooning swell of arousal and panic rose within. He held Belinda’s eye half paralysed, which had her hands going to her hips in challenging stance. It was exactly how she’d stood in the changing room all those years before. Arms akimbo. The slightest hint of a smirk telling of the merriment bubbling beneath the surface. Seeing her like that flushed Gareth hot. Not thinking anymore about it, he reached for his tie and got stripping.

“Good boy,” said Belinda with that edge of amusement to a voice drenched through with delight – like she enjoyed winning this little battle every bit as much as all the rest.

It spun Gareth’s head. It billowed his insides like the sails of a ship caught in an Atlantic storm. He placed his clothes in the open compartment of the hallway stand, and following Belinda’s instruction, assumed the only position he could think she could mean; hands dangling limply like paws, ass up and off his calves showing his keenness. Belinda’s wicked little half smile told him he’d got is right.

“Every time you enter this house, this how I expect you. Got it?”

Gareth nodded, which he should have known wasn’t enough. Belinda’s hands returned to her hips. She stared down at him eyebrows raised to show that wasn’t good enough. Gareth knew immediately what she wanted. There was a split-second hesitation, then he was giving her it; pushing down the hard lump at his throat and barking, “Ruff!”

The sound, his sound, hit him like a freight train. He stared blushing beetroot. Belinda simply beamed back, radiating superiority. She picked the loop of leather dangling from the top of the hallway stand. She buckled the studded red dog collar securely at his neck. Then clipped on the chain lead. And just kike that she was strolling forward.

“This way, doggy,” she said, tugging him crawling behind her along the short hallway and into the kitchen. There she led him to his doggy bowl filled with a chunky looking broth. She can’t be serious. She doesn’t expect me to—

“Feeding time,” said Belinda, snapping Gareth’s eyes up to hers.

He looked back to the bowl of brown gloop, then back up to Belinda.

“Don’t give me those puppy dog eyes. I know what’s good for you, and you need to eat.”

Gareth felt the hot flame of arousal burn a little stronger. He looked to the bowl. He hesitantly dipped to it. Smelling at first the strong beefy smell. Then licking. Then eating.

“There you go, that’s my doggy,” came Belinda’s almost laughing voice above as he chewed and swallowed and ate.

She stayed right there at his side – holding his leash, revelling in his demotion to dog status. Every time he looked up she was watching him with smiling eyes and a pouty smirk hovering on the cusp of breaking into something far more. Gareth had to turn back to the brown gloop just to stop himself being swept away on the force of a feeling that swelled up and through him to the point he thought he might just faint.

It was far from lost on him that an hour ago he’d been in smart office premises very much the respectable young professional in suit and tie. And now; naked, collared, leashed – hell eating on his hands and knees like a pet pooch under his master’s gaze. That contrast heightened everything; the hot flush of embarrassment, the swirl of jittery excitement, the steady pulse of arousal underlying it all. He chewed, he swallowed, he dipped his head going back for more, all the while feeling every jarring second pummel through him.

“I want all that doggy boy goodness eaten up,” came that exceedingly cheerful sounding voice of Belinda’s from above. “I expect you to be able to see that doggy boy reflection in that shiny doggy boy bowl.”

If Gareth wasn’t already rock hard below, then Belinda’s gleeful instruction made him so. He did precisely as asked, eating, then licking up all of the broth’s tasty juices till he was staring back at his own blushing reflection.

“That’s a good boy, that’s a good, good, doggy,” cooed Belinda, stroking his hair, sending tingling ripples from the very top of his head to the tips of his toes. “Sure we’ve had enough?”

“Ruff!” Gareth barked conclusively. As flavoursome as the stew had been, he didn’t want another bite.

Belinda chuckled at that. She picked up the metal bowl. She filled it with water from the tap, then placed it back on the tiled floor by the small dining table.

“Your master’s got a few things to go over,” she said, looping the end of the leash on the back of the chair onto which she settled. I want you to sit quietly and digest your food. Only if you’re a good, obedient doggy boy will you get your playtime.”

She held his gaze, the little smile that had been forever threatening to burst into a broad grin, doing just that as her eyes dropped to his lap and what pointed straight up. She gave a dismissive snort and turned to the table and the laptop upon it, moving her head ever so slightly from side to side. Gareth watched her open the computer feeling like he was about to hyperventilate. He held down the frothy swell at his chest – barely. He shut his eyes. He breathed. A little calmer looked up at Belinda typing away, eating now and then from a potato salad like him being here at her side like this was no big deal at all. And maybe it wasn’t – at least not for her.

But for Gareth, he remained locked in his state of palpitating panicky arousal. Part paralysed. Part bursting with an urge to say something. What? That Belinda’s dominance drove him wild? That he ached for that play she spoke of? No, he didn’t need to say either of those things because his cock was doing a good job of saying that all by itself. The heat at his cheeks rose at the realisation as his eyes were inevitably drawn to Belinda’s lower half; the tartan miniskirt, the crossed legs in sheer nylons, the shiny shoes and their bows. It was a view Gareth couldn’t ever get enough of. It was a view that kept him stiff.

Eventually the dryness at his throat was getting too much and he was bending for the water in his doggy bowl. All the while not aware of Belinda’s sly smile as she observed him from above. Thirst quenched, back obediently kneeling at her side, he once again slipped back into that transfixed stare. He had no idea what Belinda was doing up there. Maybe firing off emails. Maybe browsing some obscure corner of the web. Who knew? Who cared? Not Gareth, increasingly accepting of the surrealness of the moment. More than that: at home in it.

Thoughts folded in on one another, doubts rising then dissipating on another horny throb. The way she was making him patiently kneel like this. It half tore at his insides, half made him feel like he was about to float to the ceiling on another of those randy swells. What she was doing to him making him play pet! Eyes locked on those heels, those legs, that short miniskirt, his skin continuously tingled, his heartbeat raced. Gradually there was another feeling there like an alarm ringing in his solar plexus: shock – at how much he was into this.

That day five days ago he might have just gotten away with dismissing as a novelty, simply the excitement of something so beyond experience. But now, here, like this, there was nobody to kid. He wasn’t aware of Belinda’s eyes sliding from the screen his way. She observed him and his excitement for one long moment, a half smile at her lips, then shut the laptop, slid her legs out from under the table.

“Look at you having such a good time down there,” she said, that half smile of hers creeping a little wider, further rounding her right cheek in the delicious way it did. “Look at this little stiffy desperate to be played with.”

She brushed the tip of her shoe against it, almost jolting Gareth up and out of his skin. For half a second, he thought he might actually come.

“Are we desperate to be played with, doggy boy?”

The sound was already there, almost bursting from his mouth before he’d had conscious thought to make it. “Ruff!” he barked.

Belinda peered down at him in gleeful tinged expression making it clear the kick she got from having him bark aloud for her like that. Her sparkly eyes drifted slowly down then back up over him in assessing stare – like she was both pondering and revelling in thought of what she was going to do with him next. It had Gareth’s pulse back thumping in his ear. It had his head thrumming in buzzy hum, and his little flag pole of a stiffy straining. Finally Belinda tilted her head to one side, said in that super teasing way of hers, “Well, I guess you have been a good doggy boy waiting so patiently like this.”

“Ruff,” Gareth barked eagerly in agreement and was instantly shocked by his lack of inhibition.

“My, my, you do have it bad,” smirked Belinda, adding the slightest of needling prickles to his pulsing warmth.

Gareth watched her stand, pick the end of the leash from the top of the chair and loop it round her wrist. There was one last dizzying smirk down his way, before she was strolling on.

“With me, doggy,” she said, not needing to say anything more as Gareth crawled on behind.
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The living room was exactly how it was last time – thick white carpet, sky blue rug, homely comfy looking sofas, views out onto a neat fenced in lawn – all except for one item. It stood almost the width of an alcove. Tall and rectangular and wooden backed, it looked like something taken from the dressing room of the theatre Belinda worked at in some managerial role. And Gareth had a fair idea right away what is was as he crawled to a stop just off the rug.

“Sit,” said Belinda, clipping off the leash and watching him settle back onto his haunches like the well-trained pet she fully expected him to be. “Good boy.”

She tapped his nose. She wandered over to the side of sofa, tossing the chain lead with a jangle onto a cushion, and flicking on a lamp before rummaging in a bag out of sight. As she bent from the hip, Gareth zeroed in on the miniskirt riding up the back of her smooth nylons. He felt a randy shiver ripple though him. He had an irresistible urge to go over there and hump those tights, those legs – properly play horny doggy. Jesus! Are you losing your mind? the sensible voice of the sensible person he’d always thought he was at his core, spoke up, keeping him rooted the spot.

Belinda straightened and waltzed back over, hiding whatever she’d retrieved behind her. “I think you’re going to like this,” she said, with a wicked little smirk as she breezed on by.

She didn’t go far, but simply stepped up behind him, tugging his head back by his doggy collar and telling him to be still. Then there was the feeling of smooth leather sliding over his head. A few seconds of total darkness till Belinda adjusted the mask and his eyes were finding their peepholes – seeing she’d circled to his front. She stepped back a pace, eyeing him with a big wide grin. It broke into a splutter of laughter.

“There we go, that’s more like it,” she smiled, revelling in whatever she had him in.

And Gareth was no idiot. He suspected, hell, deep down knew what was on his head and how it must make him look. Insides flushed hot, he watched Belinda turn, spinning on the spot and sweeping that tartan mini up and out behind her, a tease to the last, almost but not quite flashing a glimpse of her panties. Then she was there at the side of the sofa, again bending from the hip, teasing Gareth with what colour underwear she was wearing.

“Now let’s see what else I’ve got for you,” came her voice full of mischief as she rummaged. A mere handful of seconds later and Gareth was finding out just what. “Paws up, please,” said Belinda having him lift his hands.

He dangled them loosely out in front in pathetic imitation of the dog he was supposed to be. Which wouldn’t matter so much. Not now with what she had for him. The right mitt went on first. Then the left. A soft black leather with a padded centre and fully rounded edge. No fingers for him. And Gareth gawped at the sudden restrictive feeling.

“Doggy boy, doggy paws,” shrugged Belinda, like those four simple words were enough to explain the rhyme and reason of all of this. And really who was Gareth to disagree consenting so contentedly at almost every stage of his makeover. He did so again, saying nothing as Belinda half swivelled away then stopped.

“Any guesses what comes next?” she asked, teasingly.

Collar. Mask. Paws. Which left only…Gareth felt his insides drop as Belinda gave a smirk over her right shoulder and strolled over to the side of the sofa. There was no rummaging. What came out, came out clean and quick. With it there behind her back, eyes glinting, smile hovering, she stopped in front of him so Gareth had to crane in his neck to see her face.

“A doggy boy isn’t properly a doggy boy without his…” She paused seeing his wide-eyed stare – knowing he knew – then brought her hand forward confirming it. The matte black leather object almost looked like a kiddie’s toy if you didn’t know better; tapering away thinly at one end with a rounded domed plug at the other. “…Tail,” said Belinda with no little relish as Gareth’s eyes travelled from tapering curve to domed plug. Suddenly he needed another sip from that doggy bowl of his. Suddenly his mouth was dry and his heart palpitating. His eyes drifted up to Belinda’s mischievous stare.

“Tell me you want it,” she said, swinging the plug end right in front of his eyes mirthfully wringing out every last drop of humiliation. At least that’s how it felt to Gareth, simultaneously electrified and appalled.

“You want it, doggy boy, then bark.”

Ka-boom! Those words. Said like that by her. Gareth gulped down the swelling explosion and barked the doggiest bark he’d barked yet.

“You’re getting good at that,” smirked Belinda in his eyeline for half a second before she was breezing past him to his rear. “Now on all fours and stick this skinny little ass out for me,” she said, giving it a slap.

Gareth did just that, placing his gloved paws flat on the carpet and positioning himself as commanded, insides churning, mind scrambling to catch up and fully process what was happening. There was the same mix of dizzying dismay, swirling panic and pounding arousal as there had been at every other stage Belinda had him doing exactly what she wanted. But even more than the stripping buck naked, the barking, the eating from his doggy bowl, this – the whole idea of something going up inside him – rattled him in a way those other things hadn’t.

“You’re as smooth as a baby back here,” said Belinda, parting his ass cheeks, exposing his anus. “Make sure to keep it that way.” A pause, then Gareth was feeling the tip of the probing plug.

Belinda seemed to sense his tension, softly stroking the curve of his ass a few times, then saying in calming voice, “Big deep breaths for me, doggy. One…two…three…”

Gareth inhaled and exhaled to her instruction. And just like that – on three – she gently eased the anal plug into him. Gareth found himself quivering on an outward breath, tensing only the slightest at the mildest of discomforts. Almost before it had begun, the sliding motion ceased and he was adjusting to the stuffed sensation at his behind. Uncomfortable a little, but all in all nowhere near as bad as he’d been anticipating.

“I bet that feels good,” came Belinda’s half chuckling voice. “Where’s my thank you, doggy boy.”

Gareth gathered himself, then barked his bark above all his swilling emotion rumbling like a storm. If you’d asked him what he was feeling that very second, he’d have struggled to find the right words. An electrified hum whirled through him. A part of him felt as stretched thin as a bow string. Another part had settled as heavy as a hot rock in his guts. He turned his head enough to see Belinda eyeing him lengthwise.

“Now you’re starting to look the part,” she said, smiling eyes flashing in merriment. She sauntered over to the wide wooden frame and like a sexy showgirl on a TV gameshow, flipped it around in one smooth motion.

Gareth’s eyes instantly locked on his reflection; the doggy mask with its long snout and sticky up ears, the studded collar encircling his neck, the leather mitts for paws – all amplified by his bare flesh, his complete nudity. It shocked. It simultaneously stilled his breathing and quickened his pulse.

“Such a good looking, doggy boy,” said Belinda, observing him keenly. She stepped away from the mirror. She swept past him one way then the other. “Wag that tail for me, doggy.”

If Gareth’s cock had wilted in the last minute or so, then it quickly began to harden again. It was the self-awareness, the knowing a split second ahead of time that his own will had collapsed and he was entirely at the mercy of her command. Feeling the hot heat of smouldering embarrassment beneath the mask, he wiggled his ass, wagged his doggy boy tail.

“Good boy,” said Belinda, bright and beatific and sounding on the verge of cracking up. “Good, good, boy.”

Her highly amused tone, her position – superior to him in every way – sprinkled a few more chilli flakes on his already red-hot arousal. With extra exuberance he went on wiggling his ass, wagging his new tail.

“Such a grateful, doggy boy, aren’t we?” said Belinda, giving in to a chuckle.

“Ruff!” barked Gareth, almost unable to stop himself.

“Is that all we’ve got,” said Belinda, stepping to his front and staring down with a smirk. “Let’s hear some more doggy boy noises showing your gratitude.”

Gareth dropped his head almost to her bowed heels and let out a high-pitched whimpering doggy whine. It turned that hot heavy stone in his guts. It plucked that part of him stretched thin as a string.

“Look at your master,” said Belinda, clicking her fingers, lifting his head.

Gareth stared up at her whimpering his doggy whine, wagging his tail, feeling the pulsing strain of his iron bar hard erection.

“Sometimes it amazes me just how easily I can get a boy doing exactly what I want.” Belinda held his eye smiling broadly for one long moment, then with a sudden click of her fingers, told him to roll over.

Gareth did so immediately, stiff cock slapping onto his belly. Belinda tutted at sight of it.

“Looks like that dinky doggy dick of yours is in need of some training,” she said, rubbing the tip of her shoe against it and drawing out a long thin thread of precum.

The contact had Gareth very nearly exploding there and then. A rippling wave went through him – steadying on a slightly calmer sea as Belinda placed the sole of her heel on his chest and ordered him to clean up his doggy boy juices.

“No making a mess for you,” she said. “Now lick.”

Head tilted forward, Gareth looked at the shiny translucent patch on the heel’s toe.

“I’m waiting,” came Belinda’s almost singsong voice from above.

His eyes flicked up to see her peering down at him wearing that I’m-the-boss-and-I-love-it expression that so set his pulse aflutter.

“Do it,” she said. “Lick up your filth for your master.”

His gaze dropped back to the heel. The last slither of his pride holding him there hesitant, before the force of her swept all aside and he was giving in to what felt like the inevitable – sticking his tongue out from the mask, swiping it up over the heel’s tip, licking up his doggy boy precum just as Belinda had commanded.

“There he is, there’s my obedient puppy dog,” came her winning voice as he swallowed his sticky clammy pre-ejaculate for the first time.

Belinda didn’t leave it there, she went back to his cock and scooped more of what she called his ‘filth’ on the tip of her shoe. Then there it was, offered up to him for further proof of his animal nature, his beta boy character. “Lick,” she said, somehow with even more relish.

Once again Gareth wiped his tongue in cleaning stroke against smooth leather. Once again felt the horny buzz go off within him. He was spilling so much precum that he half wondered when this would ever end. Four more times Belinda went back to his little stiffy and made him shiver warm all over as the tip of her heeled toe made contact against it. There was more of the licking, the swallowing, the lording of her masterfulness over him as she drew back her long black hair and smirked down at him.

“Let that be a lesson to you, doggy boy. You leak, you lick. Now back on all fours.”

Gareth pushed up, quickly resuming his earlier position with mitted paws flat and knees pressing soft thick carpet. Belinda proceeded to clip on his leash and walk him around the room seemingly just for the fun of it. And every time Gareth glimpsed his reflection in the wide mirror – which was often – he felt his blushing embarrassment beneath the mask, the even stronger flare of arousal at the core of his being. He loved this. Despite the bristling feeling that was his pride in freefall trying to hook onto something, anything, deep down he was in his element. And awareness of that inner truth was the most humiliating thing of all.

It had barely been two weeks since he and Belinda had reconnected and look at him. Was she good for him? Bad for him? Truthfully Gareth didn’t care – all he wanted to do was crawl and bark and play the puppy dog for her. Her circling of the room came to an end as she clipped off the leash and perched on the arm of a sofa. A click of her fingers and Gareth was kneeling up, mitted paws dangling.

“Good boy,” said Belinda, feeding him a gummy sweet from an open pack of them right there on the side table as reward for his eager obedience. Her eyes sparkling in the stronger lamplight drifted down to his jutting stiffy then back up again. Then she was reaching back to the side table, not for another gummy, but her phone. There was a cool stare like she was challenging him to say something. But Gareth said nothing. Simply watched as she held up the phone capturing him in his doggy guise. And that was far from all she wanted.

The games resumed; the rolling over, the barking, the fetching his squishy red ball. All of it intensified by that third documenting eye, under Belinda’s complete control. Was it the longest stiffy of Gareth’s life? He thought it just might be. And he wasn’t getting any relief – certainly not from Belinda.

She put down the phone. She removed his paw mitts and doggy mask and tail, then led him – still crawling behind – back out to the hallway entrance. There she removed the studded collar, looping it back onto the stand, and told him to put his clothes back on. Gareth quickly did so, tucking himself back into his briefs with the awkwardness of someone who’d never dressed before such was his head swimming state. Tie in hand (he doubted he could have tied it even if he’d wanted to) he stepped past Belinda holding the front door open, barely able to meet her eye given what had just occurred.

“Same time tomorrow, doggy boy,” she said, with one last mischievous grin as she promptly shut the door.

It left Gareth standing on the outer step like a lovelorn puppy dog kicked out of house. There was fleeting amazement at Belinda, at himself, at all that had passed. Before the realness of it was solidifying as a hard lump in his stomach. He turned, letting out a long slow breath as he stepped down from the porch step. Then he was exiting at the small front gate, skin tingling all over, nerves frayed, a jittery fizz coursing.

There was a glance back at the house, then he was walking in loping stride – almost shaking his head again at that – two legs! Dimmed street lighting overhead every several steps or so, warmer light spilling out from houses lit the darkness as he wandered on wrestling with thoughts that wouldn’t settle, all the while the strawberry infused flavour of the gummy sweet filling his mouth, taking him back.
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Gareth relived what had happened several times over. Again had to jerk off just to bring himself down from his rocketing high. A little more of those jitters crept in after that. Letting her record him like that – not such a smart move. Jesus, he thought in hindsight, what the hell had I been thinking? Yet no sooner had he begun to chastise himself, than he was reminded what Belinda and her doggy play did to him. He experienced a little of it there and then; the racing pulse, the slightly sweaty palms, the fleeting spark ready to set his whole being ablaze – and instantly forgave himself.

Where had this crazy kink come from? Was it in him? Or was it all Belinda? The what, the why, he could go round in circles forever and a day on that one. What did it matter anyway? He was seeking no cure. Only more.

He returned to Belinda’s the next day just as he knew he would. Any doubt and unease once more taking a back seat to the frisky excitement steadily bubbling away like a hot broth steadily coming to the boil. Speaking of which. Stripped out of his clothes, he folded them neatly into the hallway stand, then kneeled up in obedient doggy boy pose. Belinda unfolded her arms, gave an approving nod, then leashed and collared him and led him through to the kitchen where his bowl of doggy food waited.

It didn’t look appetising. But still Gareth ate, glancing at Belinda sitting on a stool holding his leash, keenly watching him with just the kind of lording expression that drove him so completely and certifiably insane with arousal. Her outfit wasn’t helping; tight ass jeans, a skimpy black blouse with a ruffled neckline, calf length boots with silver spiked heels. The toe of the right one, moving in small circles in his eyeline, permanently reminding him what he’d licked off the tartan bowed high heel yesterday as he bobbed back and forth to his bowl.

Him down here, animal, pet. Her up there, woman, master, dominant. A warmness spiralled through him. He chewed. He swallowed. He felt the stiffening twitch of his cock quickly becoming erect. Aware all the while of Belinda’s gaze and the irrefutable proof his hardening provided: that he loved being her doggy. That he couldn’t get enough of it. Inevitably she noticed. Inevitably she commented in her teasing way.

“Someone does like there food.” It came with a chuckle and look of smug satisfaction that told him all he needed to know about how much amusement she got out of all this. “Eat it all up, like a good little doggy, that’s a good boy.”

A spiralling plume going through him, Gareth dropped his head back to the bowl and got munching, half wondering how many more times he’d be doing this. He ate, he licked until his blushing cheeks were reflecting back at him – his own grey eyes stilling him for an instant somewhere between shock and curiosity.

“Water?” came Belinda’s voice off to his side, bringing him right back to the moment.

“Ruff,” he barked, his dry throat demanding it.

She slipped from the stool, picking a small bottle of water from the countertop. Then those boots were at his side and she was pouring the water from a height not caring how much of it splashed onto the tiled flooring.

“It’s tap water,” she said, presumably in case he might have thought any different. “Don’t think you deserve anything else. Good doggies make do.” A smirk down at him.

Gareth didn’t much care whether it had fallen straight from the sky as long as it was drinkable. He looked from Belinda’s smirking stare, dipped back to the bowl and ignoring the meaty floaters, got drinking.

“Manners, doggy,” said Belinda, slapping his butt at the crude slurping sound he made.

He drank a little slower after that. Sucking up water – pausing for a breath – then going back for more. Almost acting like he did this every day. He’d all but drained the bowl when the ringing of the doorbell went through him like his morning alarm jolting him from sleep. His head jerked up.

“I wonder who that can be,” said Belinda, half smiling down at him knowingly. She turned and attached the end of the leash to the top of the stool, said already walking away, “Don’t go anywhere, doggy.”

Gareth watched her disappear from sight, pulse ticking upwards, a sense of rising panic beginning to swirl. He listened as still as a statue. Above the thump of his heartbeat, heard the front door open, then Belinda’s upbeat intonation. He couldn’t make out what was said. Only voices. And there were two. Belinda’s and another’s – a woman – definitely a woman. Holy fucking shhh— why he didn’t bolt there and then he couldn’t have told you – even on reflection. Though maybe it had something to do with his clothes being in the hallway stand right by Belinda and whoever she was talking to. Instead it was like his hands and knees were nailed to the tiles. Like paralysis had taken over.

There were chuckles from the front door. Then it was closing shut and Gareth’s heart was up in his mouth. The click of shoes; Belinda’s boots and a lighter tread, confirmed his worst suspicions; they were coming this way! Out in the hallway he heard whispery voices, the word, “Shush,” said by Belinda with laughing amusement. Time stood still. An aeon passing in a handful of seconds as Gareth’s mind flitted here, there and everywhere. His gaze fixed in unblinking stare on the doorway. His brain in overdrive as half formed questions mingled with proper sheer panic. Yet still he remained on all fours. Still he couldn’t move as all the moments that had led him to here, so exposed and vulnerable, passed in a blink and settled in surrendering acceptance of whatever came next.

Belinda was first in the kitchen, laying eyes on him with the haughty delight she wore so well. “Here he is, here’s my doggy,” she said, stopping by the table, tapping it almost soundlessly as her guest stepped forward.

Gareth’s eyes darted right to the caramel skinned, almond eyed hottie in beige skirt, white shirt, low black heels – that muddy toned hair of hers tied up to leave two wavy strands framing rounded cheeks, girlish good looks. There was a split-second delay as that overwhelmed brain of his tried to put that face to a name. Then the pieces were falling into place, recognition sending him into a hot mess of palpitations. There was no mistaking her: Chelsea Simmonds. Belinda’s bestie. Her partner in crime through their school days and, beyond, so it seemed. Gareth had almost fancied the pants off her as much as he had Belinda. And now here she was observing him naked, collared, down on his knees half erect. That part didn’t compute. Couldn’t.

“Well, well, look who it is,” said Chelsea, evidently left in the dark as to whom she was about to encounter. Not that she seemed particularly put out, but rather positively buoyant. There was an oh-you’re-so-naughty glance to Belinda, then her soft brown eyes were back on Gareth – slowly drifting up and down as a pearlescent smile shone. “Doggy boy, Gareth, and how well it suits you.” The whites of those teeth seemed to shine a little brighter if that was even possible.

“I told you about manners, doggy,” said Belinda, leaning a hand against the back of a chair. “Aren’t you pleased to see Chelsea here?”

Gareth felt the hairs on his neck tingle. He felt on the soaring brink of something that couldn’t possible hold – like he really might combust and disappear in a puff of dust. On that teetering edge he barked his doggy boy bark not sure which way it would go. But he was still him, still whole as Belinda and Chelsea exchanged smirks.

“Is he house trained?” asked Chelsea to Gareth’s disbelief.

“Not fully,” said Belinda, half smiling at him as she said this. “But we’re getting there, aren’t we, doggy?”

“Ruff,” barked Gareth feeling as if sparks were shooting off him as embarrassment and shame and horniness roiled through him in one long head spinning rush.

“He certainly looks pleased to be your doggy,” said Chelsea, spying a cock that had once more returned to a state of rigid erectness. “As of course he should be,” she added, another big grin splashing across her face.

“Whatever gives you that idea?” said Belinda, strolling over to Gareth with her own knowing smile. She lifted the loop of the leash from the back of the stool and placed it round her wrist. Then was looking down at what pointed so stiffly. “Might it have something to do with this pathetic little doggy dick.”

“I think it just might,” replied a smirking Chelsea. “It and those lovelorn puppy dog eyes – so needy and hopeful and desperate for command.”

“Is that right, doggy? Are you desperate to be given command by your master?” asked Belinda.

Gareth felt a charged energy thrum through him. It exploded up and out of him in a loud: “Ruff!”

Belinda gave a soft snort and tapped his nose with a smile. “Then crawl, doggy. Let’s show Chelsea here how well you play.”

And with that she was tugging him with her, leading him by his leash from kitchen to living room, a beaming Chelsea taking doggy biscuits from a counter, right behind.

The two women were insatiable in their teasing – unstoppable. Sharing a bouncy vigour and giggling energy that only grew in the others presence. Which was about right. In school they’d dominated their year group, striking fear in some boys, silent awe in others, puppyish devotion in those lucky enough to get close to them. All the while maintaining an air of saintly superiority. Like they floated on some higher plane. In short teachers adored them, female pupils wanted to be them, boys fuck them. And now here they were turning the full beam of their toying attention on doggy boy Gareth.

He didn’t stand a chance. In truth didn’t want to stand a chance. But fully and happily submitted to their canine games. Blushing furiously, he fetched his squishy red ball, bringing it back for pats and strokes (a couple at his cock making him think he might just go pop). Their cooing words: “Good doggy, who’s a good, good doggy boy,” making his insides swirl inferno hot. Then Belinda was putting in his tail, adding another layer of humiliation as she had him wag it for Chelsea. She laughed at that – oh how both of them laughed – their hysterics reverberating around the deepest depths of his mind. It earned him a few of those doggy biscuits as reward. And if Gareth was hoping the mask was going to go on at some point, to hide his blushing embarrassment, he was mistaken. Belinda left his flushed face fully exposed to their condescending smiles.

A couple more edging strokes from Chelsea had him on the brink, eyes rolling upwards. Belinda pointed at her boots, told him to do what horny doggy boys do. Gareth glanced at Chelsea sitting beside her on the sofa, then his gaze was flashing back to Belinda. He looked down at those shiny boots feeling on fire in his head, in his stomach, in his balls. The urgent itch obliterated any self-consciousness that would have surely stopped him doing what he was about to. They’d wound him up, and let him loose. And now he was at Belinda’s boot, humping, rubbing his bulbous stiffy against its leather like it was the only thing he’d ever wanted to do. There was a gale of laughter from Chelsea. A cooler chuckle from Belinda – like she’d seen it all before.

“Oh I have got to record this,” said Chelsea, lifting her phone, zeroing in on Gareth down there thrusting and humping wildly.

“Do you hear that, Gareth,” said Belinda. “More proof of your doggy boy ways.”

Only he didn’t hear. In fact, he was barely aware of the laughter and teasing conversation above. He was locked in his narrowing world of bursting desperation. It didn’t take long to reach his destination; spilling thick wads of white cum over black leather. Only as he sagged spent, did awareness return.

“Such a big load. Such a dirty doggy,” tutted Chelsea.

Gareth noticed the phone she was recording him with for the first time. Then he was taking in Belinda staring coolly, circling the toe of the come drenched boot out before her. He knew what was coming before she’d even said it.

“You know what dirty doggies have to do, don’t you?” The glimmer of a smile played at her lips.

Gareth knew too well, and felt his stomach lurch.

“Lick it up. All of it,” said Belinda, sternly.

The strict tone was enough to push him forward. Shame burning stronger than ever, he nonetheless did as ordered. Swiping his tongue, collecting his semen, swallowing it down like yesterday’s precum had been a mere appetiser. While Belinda and Chelsea shared another sly grin that could have come straight from their schooldays.
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He could have sworn they’d looked his way. Looked and laughed. There was an unnerving if unexplainable sense of dread at seeing the three women gathered around the computer monitor together. His fellow trainees – Martha and Jenny and Pamela – exuding, as always, an air of efficient professionalism in their smart business suits. Except that wasn’t quite right, was it? The more he looked, the more he began to think they resembled a pack of hens out for a wild time. Smiles had widened. Laugher risen. Glances his way, become outright stares. Was nobody else in the office seeing this? Hearing this?

Heavy legged and full of foreboding, he dragged himself towards them, skirting one aisle of work stations, then another. The closer he got, the louder the laughter became till it was at an almost shrieking pitch. Pamela was practically doubled over. Martha taking off her glasses and wiping tearful eyes. Jenny, hand covering her mouth, made the connection between screen to him with pointed finger.

Clenched as tight as a clam, he ploughed on needing to see, needing to know what they found so…There it was on the monitor. A quickened compilation of all he’d done – barked and crawled and fetched and humped. He looked back to the women; head filled with mocking laughter, eyes darting from one ridiculing stare to another. And in that moment there was another realisation – a further horror upon horror. He lifted his hands and saw leather doggy mitts. Felt for his face and found only the outline of pointy ears and long snout. The fullness of his collared nakedness reached right into the pit of him. Then came the commanding, confident click of heels turning him. And there was his boss, Trisha, partner at the firm, his superior in every conceivable way.

She sleekly strode towards him, smooth dark skin of her arms and calves on show in a body-hugging grey dress that mocked his own nudity. Her pouty grin fixed somewhere between rebuking and amused.

“What did I say about two legs, doggy?” She clicked her fingers. She pointed at the floor. “Down boy, that’s a good pup.”

He stared disbelieving.

Then down he went.

Laughter swirling.

Humiliation burning.

Head spinning and spinning and…

Gareth snapped up and awake bold upright with a light sweat and rock-hard erection. His hand went to his neck like he half expected to feel the tightness of a collar digging into skin. But there was only bare flesh. He clenched and unclenched his bare hands. He touched his forehead feeling its dewy coating of perspiration. No mitts. No doggy mask. A dream, just a crazy dream, he reassured himself, blowing out a deep breath. Yet realness still lingered like he’d actually lived it. A jitterbug sensation still danced away in his belly. A lasting residue of swirling panic and shock, underscored by a pulsing warmth at his groin, remained. You didn’t need to be an expert interpreting dreams to know what it all meant. His cock seeking to burst free of his PJ bottoms was the giveaway on that count.

He collapsed his head back onto his pillow in the ungodly hour and saw in his mind’s eye Chelsea holding that phone, Belinda a day earlier doing the same. Knowing what they had of him simultaneously filled him with terror and fresh bubbling arousal. He thought long and hard, lying there in the dark, how that was possible. What fucked up mechanism there was inside of him that could be so turned on by such potential humiliation and loss of power. All roads led back to Belinda and that day in the changing room when she’d stood composed and clothed while he’d stared dismayed and dripping wet. The hands-on hips. The mischievous smirk.

He tilted his head back, eyes closing shut on the memory as his cock flexed against cotton and that warm heat swept through him like sun-soaked treacle – as in the moment a knowing sense of self-awareness lit the dark. For all the rationality of his thoughts, there was no denying the irrationality of his desires – that essential part of him that craved what it craved, knew what couldn’t be held back.

That feeling was still with him when he properly woke in the growing light of a new day. It was still there at work when encountering the subjects of his erotic night terror; Martha, Pamela, Jenny and boss Trisha each inspiring a pitter-pattering panic and sexual twinge at his crotch. Several times he had to pull himself back from that state. Fixate on the monotony of the work. Forget the electric hum he’d been feeling ever since…he could barely think her name for fear of what it did to him – had re-entered his life.

It was how things would be from now on – the peeking glances over at his colleagues to check there’d been no email, see they weren’t laughing and pointing and about to implode his world. The hot flushes he got whenever he saw a woman out walking her pet pooch or playing fetch (imaging himself there in the dog’s place). The stomach-churning unease he felt out for work lunches seeing someone eating steak or some other meaty dish, knowing full well how he’d most likely be getting his fill down on his hands and knees.

The texts came, sometimes as a teasing taunting message, mostly emojis of a dog, smiley lips, a time. Either way they elicited that same strong emotion – a spinning excitement that he struggled to dampen down. Jesus, had he ever felt this alive? Half of him wondered if everyone had a crazy kink buried deep down, there to be awakened by the right person. He was pretty sure the world would be a better place if they could admit it, accept it, take the plunge if they were lucky enough to find themselves teetering on that edge. That’s what Gareth did. Submerged himself fully. Jumped to his master’s call.

“Does the doggy like his surprise?”

“Ruff!” Gareth barked, loudly and enthusiastically and full of the hot fiery warmth he always seemed have in Belinda’s presence.

“Good, then get in it.”

Despite the fluttering apprehension, forward Gareth crawled into the wire mesh cage barely big enough to turn round in, certainly not stand. He watched with faint dismay as Belinda – in stretchy black joggers and bright light blue sports bra – bolted the exit shut, entrapping him like some dangerous animal. Which he guessed was all part of the set-up, what with him in full doggy boy gear; the mask, the mitts, the collar and tail were alone enough to flush him to his core. But the cage, Je-sus! It returned the edgy panic he thought he was over. It raced his thoughts every which way. It made him hyper aware of the freedom out there as Belinda crouched, tapping the bolt, staring in at him with twinkly eyes and the type of little smile that promised to break into so much more at any second.

“All locked up. Nowhere to go,” she said with obvious relish of the fact. “That must feel super duper powerless. Being so totally reliant on me. Not knowing when I’ll decide to uncage you. I bet a smart alec like you never imagined spending your Saturday like this.”

Not in a million years, thought Gareth, lids blinking, gaze dropping momentarily as the wattage of her mirthful stare was briefly too much.

“But such is the lot of a doggy boy.” The smile flickered. She stood suddenly.

Gareth took in the bare midriff and silver belly piercing as he stared up through the top of the cage’s thin bars.

“Do you trust me, doggy?”

Gareth wanted to say: I crawled into the cage didn’t I – but had to make do with a bark expressed with as much sincerity and conviction as he could show.

“You sure about that?”

“Ruff,” Gareth barked again, making her chuckle.

“You know it’s important a doggy trusts their master,” Belinda continued, her bright voice tingling his scalp as it washed over him. “A master will ask things of their pet that are uncomfortable, humiliating, terrifying even sometimes. But always with the intention of making you a better, more obedient animal.”

Master. Pet. Animal. The words said so casually were like triggers, setting off miniature bombs. Gareth felt his cock stiffen. He felt his breaths shorten and his chest tighten as Belinda glanced back along the cage to see the reaction her words were having.

“Do you understand that, doggy boy?” she asked, cool eyes once more meeting his.

He had to gulp down the tightness to get the bark out, but get it out he did.

“Good,” said Belinda, half smile flickering before she was swivelling on the spot, disappearing out into the hallway.

Gareth listened intently to the soft tread of her bare feet – they stilled by the front door and the shoe rack next to the stand where his clothes were neatly stored. Then there was the soft clomp of shoes being picked up and put down and most likely put on. Gareth’s stomach rolled. She’s going out. She leaving me like this, he thought, incredulous. He turned his head, mouth agape as he looked beyond the wire bars of his cage to the half open shutters showing a bright blue skied day. She’s going out there. She’s leaving me…in here.

His gaze dropped to the cosy front room with its cream furnishings and lacquered hazel wood flooring. It was the normality of it all that really took his breath. Him in this room, in this cage. For a split instant he saw himself from another’s perspective – all caged and kitted up in his doggy boy guise. His cock twitched reminding him it was hard. The room seemed to sway ever so slightly.

“Today’s all about you learning some doggy boy discipline,” said Belinda, striding right back into the room, bouncier than ever in laceless black trainers with thick white undersoles. “It’s about you proving to me you deserve the honour of being my pet.”

Gareth stared astonished, mouth still gaping as she picked up a tripod from the corner of the room, mounted a camera phone, then placed it pointed in his direction.

“And I’ll know if you’re not being a good, quiet, obedient pup in that snug cage of yours,” she said, looking very, very pleased with herself. She stood a moment in silence, further relishing the humiliation of it all. Then brushed her fingers over the top of the cage and walked – leaving Gareth with one last long look at that juicy backside of hers. “Like I said, no trouble.” Then calling from the hallway, “Remember, I’m watching.”

Wait! How long are you going to be? Gareth wanted to yell, but didn’t. This is ridiculous. This is crazy. This is – the sound of the front door slamming shut made him flinch – really happening.

Alone, there was a sudden pounding panic. He listened, starting to question, starting to think perhaps this was all one big joke by Belinda. It would be just like her to work him all up. Have him feeling exactly what she wanted him to feel, then waltz back in laughing hysterically. But there was none of that. Only the brief rumble of a boiler, then silence of the house. “Fuuuuck,” Gareth murmured, all but silently on one long sigh.

He looked at the door of the cage doubtful he could break through it even if he wanted to. And was that really what he wanted anyway? Out of this cage – out of Belinda’s pet games? He knew the answer to that – and the knowing rippled the lobes of his brain, ballooned a warm heat upwards and outwards from his torso. His eye landed on the camera lens and the knowing she was out there – maybe watching him this very second – brought with it another pulsing swell. His cock flexed and his ass clenched around the plug of the tail at his anus. And suddenly that initial pounding panic had given way to a not unpleasant warmness simmering within.

He turned from the camera, dipping his head, closing his eyes, knowing there’d be no attempt at escape. He couldn’t help but wonder where Belinda had gone – a run, the gym, hell maybe she was sitting outside a coffee shop with Chelsea laughing her head off at his expense. That last thought swelled him so much he had to actively rid himself of the image, what’s the point torturing yourself where she is anyway? he told himself, trying to be rational in his doggy mask and doggy mitts and doggy tail, bent over, chest parallel to the floor, locked up in his four by three mesh cage.

When he really thought about it – which consciously or subconsciously he tried not to – all thoughts ended with that slow burn simmer. And so he looked back to the camera, then the window and bare tree branches swaying. His ear soon prickling to any noise out there; a passing car, a slammed door, the sound of people chitchatting away as they passed the house entirely oblivious of the dog boy caged up inside. He had half a mind to bark and properly play the poor pup locked up all alone. Of course he did neither – he hadn’t completely lost his mind. Though it felt it was going that way as the sunlight crept from one side of a long-cushioned seat to the other.

He looked to Belinda’s bookcase, running his eye over the spines of chick lit books for what felt like the fiftieth time. It was then that the front door opened then closed, almost making him jump. A couple of seconds later Belinda strolled into the room. And she wasn’t alone.

“Christ, you weren’t kidding,” said her male companion.

The guy was just the kind of buff male Gareth had always imagined Belinda being with; dark hair and olive skin, bulging biceps and strong looking legs shown off in black running shorts and vest tank top.

“Nope, here he is, my doggy boy all caged up for my amusement,” smiled Belinda. “Pretty hot, don’t you think?”

“You’re bad,” said the young Adonis, scooping a handful of her bootylicious legging clad ass into his grasp as she half turned his way.

Belinda slapped his hand away. “Don’t you know it,” she said, fully turning into him and kissing with lips and tongue and hot-blooded passion – her hands sliding round to his no doubt rock solid glutes and squeezing as if to purposely remind who was in charge here.

Gareth stared, everything drawn up tight; desire, envy, a bristling kind of unease – all of it smouldering away deep in his core like radioactive waste. Finally Belinda pulled back, leaving her beau panting for more. They were still half in each other’s embrace as she turned her attention back his way.

“Did you miss me?” she asked, teasing as only she could.

Gareth didn’t want to do it – not in front of him getting what he could only dream of – but Belinda’s expectant stare had a way of unpicking his resistance. And this was no different, as after a few seconds of defiance, up the doggy boy bark came, weak, but there nonetheless. Belinda smirked triumphantly.

“Of course you did,” she said, as the Adonis muttered a disdainful, “Christ,” to himself.

It turned Belinda back to him. “Shush you,” she said, then pinching the thin material of his top, “And take off your clothes. You’re way too overdressed.”

“In front of…that?”

“I said strip, didn’t I?” And there was the cool uncompromising stare – the slight raising of expectant eyebrows.

“Yes, Miss,” said the stud loudly, immediately dropping to one knee and removing first a white trainer then a sock as he got stripping.

Gareth looked to Belinda as she looked to him, eyes sparkling mischievously, a hint of a pouty smirk there at her lips as if to say: look how easy it is for me, I can make you boys do anything I want. And Gareth didn’t doubt it. How many others were there who’d ended up dancing to her tune? Lots, he could only guess.

“This is what a proper man looks like, doggy,” she said, leading his gaze back to the Adonis who was shirtless, then shortless, then completely butt naked. “Milo here’s a very satisfying toy I like to play with from time to time,” continued Belinda, fingers gliding between the curve of his pecs, down over the ridges and grooves of his six-pack, circling round the side of a hip, then cutting in to cup balls as big and smooth as summer ripe tomatoes.

Gareth watched, pulse pitter-pattering at her teasing show of control, eyes widening at what was just above those balls – a clear tube trapping a clearly excited cock.

“Doggy doesn’t look like he’s ever seen a chastity cage before,” Belinda all but snorted in amusement.

Gareth’s eyes flicked up to see her smirking expression and he felt his own cock thicken with a throb.

“Isn’t that cute.” She laughed now – a full throated laugh that sent a warm shiver coursing through him. “Well I can tell you a chastity’s the perfect tool for keeping a boy eternally horny and hopeful and under your control,” she said, playing a thumb over the tubing, making Milo’s pecs twitch as he showed some of that hope. “It’s an honour to be asked to wear one. A privilege to have me as keyholder. Isn’t that right, Milo?”

“Yes, Miss.”

“Right answer,” said a smiling Belinda as that thumb brushed over the tiny slit, jerking Milo’s head back on contact, causing him to close his eyes and exhale a breath like a punctured balloon – long and slow.

“Ooh, someone’s jumpy,” said Belinda in laughing intonation. “You want out I suppose?”

Milo looked right at her, big brown eyes desperate. “Yes, Miss.”

“Of course you do. Lucky for you I want to play with my big cock. Though you’ll have to earn it. No cumming till I say otherwise. Clear?”

Milo nodded, a determined and needy intensity to a look that was fully on his keyholder. Belinda held a smirk right in front of his face, and hooked a necklace with a dangling key from beneath her light blue sports bra. Gareth watched all this from his cage with a heavy thud inside. Almost with the same level of needy arousal – as if he himself was Milo. The lock was unclicked. The chastity removed. Milo’s cock now able to extend to its sizeable proportions, duly did so.

“See what a real cock looks like,” said Belinda, wrapping her hand around it, then levering it forward to show off the enormous shiny domed tip.

Gareth gulped, gulped down his ego, gulped down that which had always made him feel most like a man. Because that’s not what he was. Not kitted out like this. Not teased and taunted with what he could never compete against. She’d turned him into something far lesser. Her pet. Her pup. Her caged animal. And it both bridled and inflamed that simmering desire and dismay – swirled it in his belly in equal measure.

“My cock. Not much like your dinky doggy dick, is it?” Belinda went on teasing, setting off a storm inside of him. She strode her hand up and down the cock’s thick shaft, showing him what he’d never ever get – because there was only humping for him, humping and licking up his doggy boy mess.

“Is it hard down there, that teeny little wiener? It is isn’t it?” Delight splashed across Belinda’s features.

Gareth felt like he had a frog in his throat, still he barked timidly.

Belinda chuckled at that, all but silent harrumphs of breathy laughter that seemed to still time. “Does doggy get excited watching me play with my big cock?” she asked, snickering.

“Ruff,” Gareth barked, almost cringing beneath the mask.

Another breathy chortle and Belinda was looking to Milo. “Ready to prove to me I was right to let you out of chastity?”

“Yes, Miss,” said Milo, snapping back his answer like a soldier to their drill sergeant.

Belinda held his eye, along with his hunk of meat for one long moment like she was looking into the depths of his being and finding whatever she saw there amusing. And boy did Gareth know that feeling.

“Come on then,” she said, leading Milo off like his erection was a natural leash for him to be pulled along by. But not without a downward smirk and wink Gareth’s way. “We’ll try not to have too much fun without you.”

He watched them disappear out the room. He heard them ascend the stairs. He was again listening to every little sound – stiff with soreness from holding his position, stiff elsewhere from Belinda’s masterful teasing – when her groaning moans started up. Gareth could only imagine what they were getting up to. And that was precisely the problem. Motion movie images of Belinda straddling her Adonis every which way. Taking what she wanted as dominantly as she could. It suddenly made perfect sense, their meeting in some gym. The flirtatious smile. The drawing of him into her web like one of those spiders that eat their mate. He supposed it wouldn’t have taken long for Belinda to have him in chastity, under her thumb. I mean who was he to talk.

He was listening to her orgasmic shrieks now – could almost feel her tremors thrumming through his horny self. At last the house fell silent and still and calm. Though, Gareth, lying down now as much as he could in his contained space, still heard the blood ticking away in his ears as a pounding pulse. When they came down the stairs, they stopped in the hallway (in full view of Gareth) as Belinda initiated another thorough searching of their mouths with their tongues. Gareth felt a stab of envy before it was subsumed within the lava like simmer as they disappeared from sight. The front door opened and banged shut. Then Belinda was sauntering into the room, a healthy rosy tint at her cheeks suggesting she’d enjoyed her work out all right.

“Big cocks, can’t say I don’t, really, really love them,” she said, leaning her in-turned palms on top of the cage and looking down at him. Only then did the smile come, breaking big and bright just as Gareth would have bet the house it would. She crouched down, a teasing finger on the bolt as her piercing eyes held his. “Patience, all obedient doggy boys must learn it. Have you?”

“Ruff,” Gareth barked, far weaker than intended.

Belinda frowned. “That wasn’t very convincing now was it? Should we try that again.”

Her look, her tone, had the effect of a heat seeking missile going off within. Gareth channelled its energy to deliver a louder, far more convincing doggy bark.

It rounded Belinda’s glowing cheeks with another smile. She snapped up the bolt. She opened the cage. “Who’s a good boy, who’s a very good boy,” she said, snagging a finger in the metal loop at his collar and rubbing his head as Gareth crawled from the cage, knees aching, shoulders trembling a little in tiredness, his mind awash with the humiliation of the last however many hours. While the undeniable and inescapable truth that he couldn’t get enough of being his master’s pet, rung him like a gong.
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The large mock Tudor mansion was a private residence set back and hidden from the roadside by a high privet hedge. Several cars were parked up on the driveway; everything from expensive looking executive cars to niftier minis. Gareth stood a moment in the darkening dusk light as the taxi pulled away behind him, admiring the house’s black and white façade. Beyond the windows he glimpsed well dressed women sipping from flute glasses. He slid out his phone, double checking the address not entirely sure he’d got the right place. But there it was: 16 Palatte Avenue. 6.30. No earlier. No later. Followed by the hanging tongued doggy emoji that often came with her texts.

His eyes slid up to the time to see it was a couple of minutes away from half past, then back to those windows. Whatever this is, it looks like it’s going to push me out of my comfort zone, he mused. And why would it be any different with Belinda? That thought was hanging in his mind, when the sudden blare of a car horn right behind, had him jumping in fright. He stepped aside and watched the car – one of the more expensive types – roll by, then park up.

A man with closely cropped dark hair and designer stubble, suavely dressed in sharp tailored suit, exited the driver’s side, while another equally as smart – though this one’s cropped hair was blonde – got out from the back. It was the former who hurried round to the passenger seat, and opened the door for the glamorous looking blonde in brown suede thigh-high boots, long faux fur coat hanging from her shoulders. They fell into step behind her as she led the way with the natural authority of a high ranking official, the lighter haired of the two then nipping forward to open the door for her to glide past, before he trailed back in place behind. I guess it is the right place, thought Gareth, a nervy chill countered by swirling excitement.

He picked a bit of fluff from his suit jacket, thinking perhaps he should have kept the tie on after all. Then he was glancing back to his phone, watching 29 become 30. On the half hour he started forward towards the entrance – was no more than several strides from it when Belinda appeared. She stood at the threshold, half in, half out, back against the open front door, beckoning him with a leather gloved finger like some minxy temptress of the night.

“In you come,” she said, eyes alight with her particular kind of mischief.

In the few seconds it took to reach and step in past her – without word, for Gareth knew better than speak on her level – he’d already taken in the silky texture of her dark blue blouse, the neat shortness of her leather mini, the smooth creaminess of her legs till the polished sharp heeled leather boots took over just below the knee. And of course not forgetting the cute little leather gloves topping off the outfit. They certainly didn’t go unnoticed, not with that finger curling him to her. Its all-round effect was instantaneous; a sudden swelling and in turn restrictive press that couldn’t but bring awareness of the device locking his cock.

Barely a week after coming out of one cage, Belinda had put him in another – saying, horny doggy boys can’t be trusted to behave themselves. And so just like Milo – and who knew how many others – she held his key. That fact alone was enough to make him feel like a pint glass full to the brim with froth. A little of it over spilled as he passed Belinda seeming to know precisely what he was thinking and feeling – and loving it too.

Inside, a small lobby led to a set of stained-glass doors. Beyond came the laughing chattering murmur of female voices. The sound tingled Gareth’s scalp.

“Not that way,” said Belinda, turning him. “Not yet anyway,” she smirked.

He watched her stride left to a door he hadn’t noticed. And no surprise there. This one was styled to be built into the panelled wall. Meant to be hidden so it seemed. He followed behind Belinda that way. And as soon as he stepped through into the discretely concealed space, he understood its purpose. Racks with open slots – bigger versions of the stand back in Belinda’s hallway – lined all four walls. The clothing – male clothing – in those being used (which was most of them) was stored away neatly and tidily without exception. And if that didn’t give the game away, then the guests Gareth had seen arriving, most certainly did.

The two young men had removed their suits along with anything else they’d had on, and now stood completely starkers as the glamorous blonde (fur coat gone to reveal a tight maroon dress and sexy sylph like figure) clipped leashes to the collars at their necks. Gareth stared like a bumpkin as she and Belinda exchanged pleasantries. Then the woman was leading her two extremely buff boys out, a leash slung over each shoulder.

A still gawping Gareth – eyes almost watering in his current state – heard that buzzy murmur and with it felt again a brief tingling sense of excitement at his scalp, before the door flapped back and he himself swung back around to Belinda. She held his eye, sensing, knowing, exactly what he was thinking and feeling – at least that’s how it felt. He watched her step to one of the empty slots and tap the gold semi-circle beneath imprinted with the number thirty-nine.

“This one’s yours,” she said. “Now strip.”

And just like that, Gareth was undressing, heat growing all the time till it almost felt like he had a fever. Thumbs hooking his briefs, he glanced Belinda’s way with a sudden almost overwhelming pang of nervousness.

“Off,” she simply commanded observing him from one of two long parallel benches, fist tucked under her chin.

And like he’d never had thought to doubt doing so, he dropped his briefs, then naked placed them in the rectangular slot with the rest of his clothing. When he turned back to Belinda he saw she had all she needed laid out ready.

“Let’s get you looking the part,” she said, pointing a gloved finger at the floor where she wanted him.

As the mask, the mitts and collar were put on, a couple more women came and went with their own boy toys. At each Gareth felt a nervy spin, a dizzying sense that he was well and truly out of his depth. The sensation of the plug sliding up and into his anus, briefly replaced that jangling apprehension. Belinda pronged his tail. Had him wag it for her. Which he did, wiggling his ass like he had done so often before.

“Perfect,” she smiled, clipping leash to collar and pulling him close as she stared deeply into his unblinking eyes. “My obedient little doggy boy.”

The smile spread that bit wider setting off sparks within. Flushed with a fresh wave of arousal, Gareth was once more reminded of the small black silicon cage imprisoning his cock; the pinching feeling combining with the heavy ache at his balls to leave him panting through an open mouth. Belinda took this in with glinting eyed amusement. Then she was standing and walking and tugging him with her.

“Time to show you off, doggy boy.”

Jittery nervousness fluttering, arousal simmering on high, she led him crawling behind her from the changing room out into the small lobby, then from the lobby, through the stained-glass double doors. Everything blurred for a moment after that, all he’d been feeling lodging high up in his chest as he crawled – one mitt automatically passing the other – between the sexy, well-groomed women, laughing, chatting, playing with their amusements. The light was soft and atmospheric. The long room with its wooden beams and shadowy nooks and crannies for those seeking their privacy, seemingly endless.

Finally Belinda came to a stop, turning to two beauties in the middle of idly amusing themselves by spanking the very firm buttocks of a male with his head and hands locked in a stock.

“Look who’s come to join the party,” she said.

“Hello, doggy boy Gareth,” beamed Chelsea, crouching and tickling beneath his chin, fresh tonged strands framing her gorgeous face. She’d coordinated with Belinda to devastating effect; calf length boots, leather mini, a see through lacy black top that showed a black bra beneath. And all Gareth could do was stare googly eyed – until his gaze was flicking across to the silky brunette in tight red dress and smooth stockings as she spoke.

“So this is the whippet you’ve been talking about.” Left palm resting a couple of inches beneath an armpit, right holding her flute glass high, she observed him with a derisive smile. “I do like a good doggy boy.”

“Don’t we all,” said Chelsea, tickling a little lower across Gareth’s chest as she stood.

“Well, this doggy’s very happy to be here, aren’t you, doggy?” Belinda stared down fully knowing what she was encouraging.

And sure enough, Gareth delivered a loud doggy bark that stood in for a bright sunny yes. It had the brunette – Tara – snorting. It had Chelsea and Belinda exchanging smirks.

“Why don’t you show the ladies your party trick, really impress them,” said Belinda, turning the screw.

Gareth stared up at her for a few heavy beats, pulsing arousal licking like a flame, then began to turn on the spot – just as she’d trained him to – going faster and faster in a circle till his extended tail was flashing in sight. The idiocy of so enthusiastically trying to catch what he knew he couldn’t, wasn’t lost on him. The humiliation of it inflamed every cell of his body. Beneath the mask his face was beetroot as the women laughed and others looked on with curious amusement.

“Such a talented doggy boy,” said Chelsea like she was speaking down to a toddler who’d demonstrated they could walk more than two steps without falling down.

“Yes, you are,” Belinda joined in, patting his head and talking down to him in that pet play voice.

“What a spoilt little pup, getting all this attention,” said Tara with a slender, supercilious smile.

“Are you a spoilt doggy boy?” asked Belinda in that same playful tone that made him feel every inch her inferior.

“Ruff,” Gareth barked, still panting from his impossible chase as the room spun around him.

It had the group of women laughing afresh. It had Belinda once again patting his head in half pitying amusement. A second later and she was lifting a glass of fizz from the silver tray of a bow tied waiter boy in nothing else but white collar and cuffs. As the women fell into gossipy chatter, down on the ground, at the end of his leash, Gareth caught his breath, regained his bearings.

For the first time he was aware of the perfumed scent flooding his nostrils. And that the murmur on arrival had transformed into a chatty hum. It thrummed right through him as his gaze swept his near surrounds of heels and toned legs and the silky fabric of dresses. Then there were the women’s amusements – he glimpsed a man being whipped in a corner, another in a leather straightjacket locked in some kind of box with only his head sticking out; a bosomy woman in tight latex trousers was slapping his cheeks. He saw her gloved hand go back, then start forward, only for his view to be obscured by the glamorous blonde leading her two boys – now sporting tent pole erections – across the room.

Then suddenly he was on the move as Belinda sauntered forward – crawling across the parquet flooring with a loop of wire tight at his guts and rocket fuel at his cock. If not for the chastity he’d have been saluting as straight as the two subs he’d just seen, if nowhere near as impressively. As it was, he remained constrained – permanently aware of the pressing restriction at his groin as Belinda and her friends mingled and mixed as she showed him off, just as other women happily showed off their own playthings.

The first fellow doggy boy Gareth saw, had him feeling an outer body pang of incredulity – like it had never crossed his mind that there were others like him. He stared unable to look away for a dozen or so seconds, knowing that he may as well have been back in Belinda’s living room, staring into that mirror. Sure, the guy had more of a compact muscularity about him. But the mask, the mitts, the tail, had a levelling; at the end of the day, they were both being made lesser than, subhuman, owned.

He stared with a strange fascination and disbelief, as the truth that he was here, at a party like this (that they actually existed) was rammed home with the subtlety of a clout to the head. Time seemed to momentarily stand still as he and the doggy boys eyes met level to one another’s, then speed back up, as he dropped back into himself and Belinda tugged him on.

Maybe it was pre-planned. Maybe one of the women, said on a whim, “How about we race them.” Either way Gareth found himself being led outside onto a spot lit lawn. Women watched from a wide terrace, cheering and spurring on, as he and the five other doggy boys briefly became their entertainment. They raced across the neat lawn back and forth six times. Gareth came a worthy second, “though not quite good enough for a reward,” Belinda teased.

Back inside she handed the lead of his leash over to Tara as she and Chelsea went off to get into who knew what trouble. Tara immediately clicked her fingers, had him sit up on his haunches like she’d personally trained him. She glanced at his cock straining in chastity with a smug smile, then returned to her conversation with a milky redhead whose wholesome face contrasted sharply with an outfit that wouldn’t have looked out of place on Catwoman.

Gareth’s eye wandered over their fineness as his mind wandered on a dizzying ledge of horny desire and his cock throbbed. The sound of laughter – the type that can freeze with fear as much as light up every erogenous zone in your body – turned his gaze. Over by a cushioned seating area, he saw the winner of their earlier race getting his treat. The doggy boy was humping – or at least trying to – some kind of sex toy resembling a female rump that kept being jerked away at the last by numerous laughing women.

“What you’d give to be that doggy boy,” Tara whispered down, smirking.

Gareth could only stare as she turned back to the redhead. Both of them smiled down at him a moment, before resuming their talk to one another. Then his gaze was drifting back to his fellow doggy boy struggling to satisfy himself so humiliatingly in front of his now at times howling audience. This place. This party. Woof! Woof! What a night.
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It was like there were two of him, two split selves; the professional, diligent work Gareth, and the fetcher, crawling, doggy boy Gareth. And increasingly it was becoming harder to separate the two. In chastity he found himself horny at all hours. At work, at home – whenever he was wasn’t playing pet, his mind was drifting in that direction. Whereas before there’d been a single-minded focus on job and career, now he counted down the hours to be what he really wanted to be.

There were more dreams – a recurring one saw Belinda taking him for walkies through the city streets, while women stared and laughed and pointed, another had him being demoted to office pet by boss Trisha. Both were as vivid and unsettling and arousing as the one he’d had of his colleagues discovering what he was. His daydreams would often take him back there till he was snapping back to reality with a constraining soreness at his crotch, and a realisation that he’d missed his bus stop, or been staring at the selection of bread in the supermarket for the last five minutes.

A charged buzz was with him wherever he went, on low, for the most part, until he’d get a message from Belinda and it was rising like an electrical storm about to go off. Belinda, Jesus! That woman had a special talent for teasing and tormenting. She put him back in the doggy cage while Miles, or maybe it was Aaron or Justin, came over and pleasured her till she was moaning and groaning and letting out those pane rattling high-pitched shrieks, again and again and again.

At other times she had him simply lolling at her feet as she read or watched TV, all the while stirred crazed with doggy boy desire. And she knew all right. Those bright-eyed glances of suppressed hilarity, they foamed him up to the brink, left him gagging for a release – and that never came easy.

The humping he sought often came at parties in front of a crowd. There were more wild nights at the mock Tudor mansion. More intimate gatherings Belinda hosted herself. One of the most memorable had him blindfolded the entire night oblivious to just who was there seeing him as his canine alter ego. He was in a spin for a while after that, questioning every look or glance from a female colleague or stranger. Would Belinda go that far? He didn’t doubt it. And it was precisely the powerlessness (for him), powerfulness (for her) that so electrified. The not knowing. The fizzing anticipation. The complete surrender of his fears and anxieties to Belinda and her whims in the new normal that was his doggy boy world.

“Where do you think you’re going. No flinching. Back you come,” said Belinda, sucking on a blue lollipop as Christopher – a ripped, collared, wavy blonde-haired sub – nervously edged forward, raising his hips, presenting his big stiff cock.

Belinda’s hand hovered over his bulging erection, tilting upwards for one, two, three seconds and making him wait in anticipation of what was coming (in her way taunting him to take a backward step). But there was none. He held his position, and down Belinda’s palm came, duly delivering three jarring slaps to his reddening shaft.

“I think we’re going to have one very sore boy by tomorrow,” snickered Chelsea, sitting across from Belinda at the small round garden table on the patio, licking her own pink lollipop.

“I think so too,” smirked Belinda, eye on their golden skinned hunk of a plaything as his breath steadied and Chelsea picked up the dice for another roll.

The dice clinked against an empty plate, stopping on two and ending Christopher’s unlucky run of odds.

Chelsea gave a snort. “Not so hesitant now,” she said as the slapped cock swung her way. Sucking her pink lollipop, she gave two extremely slow up and down strokes that had the blonde hunk’s lids fluttering.

“No cumming, remember, Christopher,” warned Belinda. “You cum without permission and there’ll be more than slaps.”

“Yes, Miss,” came the half panting reply as Chelsea’s hand left one very sensitive cock. She and Belinda shared twinkly eyed smirks, then the dice was on the move again. And to the fortune of one very erect sub, his luck was holding as Belinda rolled four. Which was the game right there: odds and evens, slaps and strokes, pain and pleasure – all determined by the chance roll of a dice.

Gareth stared enviously as Belinda’s hand slid back and forth over that big willy. Christ! he’d have taken twenty, thirty, hell one hundred slaps for her to be doing that to him. He was locked in chastity (going on almost a month). He was in his doggy boy gear, on all fours at her side being the obedient pet he was. His eyes skimmed Belinda’s tight black T-shirt and stonewashed denim mini skirt. The top had two black stick figures against a white background of a female holding the leash of a kneeling male. She had a whole collection of tops like that; Femdom slogans and images that were enough to have a lava like simmer, gurgling in his belly.

Feeling it right now, his gaze jumped across to Chelsea in white crop top and maroon mini of some type of material that had a plasticky sheen. Then he was taking in the smooth legs beneath the table; Belinda’s vanilla hue, Chelsea’s more caramel skin tone. Each ended in comfy sneakers – their casualness almost mocking given his own state of accessorised undress. He stared almost mesmerised as they twirled those trainers in small circles, flicked them up and down. That low simmer rising steadily upwards as his gaze returned to those legs. Sight of them brought a bubbling urge to hump and bark and suddenly be a very bad doggy. He knew how pathetic that was. Which only had his cock pressing harder against its restraint as arousal flickered into a flame.

It was the first perfect blue skied day of summer. The back doors through to the sitting room were thrown open. The bees buzzed. A mower sounded in the distance. A barbecue scent wafted on the breeze. And all Gareth saw were those legs. All he felt was pounding doggy boy desire as above the two women sucked and licked their lollipops like the young girls they’d been not so long ago, rolling their dice, slapping or stroking according to its value – putting their stud boy in all sorts of trouble. It was the women’s hearty laughter that finally lifted Gareth’s head. He saw Christopher’s big cock almost quivering in convulsion.

“Remember what I said,” said Belinda, giving the underside of the swollen helmet a piddling stroke with her forefinger. Piddling maybe, yet still it had their blonde amusements abs tightening, his pecs tensing and jaw clenching as he tried to stop from going pop.

“Maybe this will help,” said Chelsea, having rolled a one.

Christopher stepped her way, and the flat palm came down with the unique fleshy twang that came with the excited male member getting a slap.

“Or maybe not,” laughed Chelsea, watching that big cock convulse once again on the edge of eruption.

“You know it’s control that separates the higher orders from the lower,” said Belinda as the blonde stud struggled to maintain any.

“That and having a pussy and not a dick,” added Chelsea.

“That and having a pussy and not a dick,” repeated Belinda in a tone of suppressed hilarity as she and Chelsea shared the type of glinting eyed smirk they’d been sharing since high school.

“Perhaps we should let him cum, have doggy boy clean up the mess,” suggested Chelsea, smirk still fixed.

“Would you like that, doggy boy?” asked Belinda.

She needn’t have; the wide-eyed alarm in Gareth’s look at the prospect spoke for him. And Belinda and Chelsea both chuckled at the sight.

“I’m not sure this one deserves any of stud boy’s spunk,” said Belinda, much to Gareth’s relief. Then to Christopher, “Just as you don’t deserve any release till you’ve cleared away these plates and done the washing up.”

“Yes, Miss,” said the collared sub, immediately hopping to it like a naked waiter, his raging boner waggling as he headed inside, empty plates in each hand.

Belinda and Chelsea gave one another a sly glance, then burst into chuckles.

“Have you seen the present I got this one?” asked Belinda, resting her palm atop Gareth’s masked head.

“I noticed it. How couldn’t I?” Chelsea glanced over her left shoulder to the candy cane pink and white dog kennel near the fence. “So pretty.”

“Do you like your kennel?” asked Belinda, fingers lightly stroking between Gareth’s pointy ears.

“Ruff!” he barked. A sound so familiar to him now that he no longer felt that slight shuddering recoil every time he did it.

“Why don’t you show Chelsea how much. Go sit in it.”

And just like that Gareth was showing them his doggy boy tail as he crawled from patio to grass to kennel. A wren perched atop its pitched roof, took flight as he approached. Then he was turning around, backing up out of the warm sun and into the cooler shade of the kennel’s interior. He looked over to the shade of the house to see Chelsea filming him, Belinda watching with obvious amusement. He felt a corkscrew flare.

“Comfortable in there, doggy?” called Belinda.

“Ruff!” Gareth barked again. And hot on its heels – as if in reply – came another bark, this one from a real dog a couple of gardens along. Its similarity had the two women spluttering with laughter.

“Sounds like someone’s jealous of you,” said Chelsea, still filming.

“I think you’re right,” said Belinda, eyeing Gareth with the hint of a smile on pouty lips till Chelsea was lowering the phone and turning to her.

Given no command to return, Gareth stayed right where he was, watching them fall into leisurely chitchat. The blanketing warmth of arousal remained folded around him as the sun shone and the birds tweeted and the hot day crept lazily onwards. Parks would be full, ice creams sellers doing a roaring trade, many a sex obsessed boy ogling a skimpy clad girl and vice versa. Such thoughts briefly pulled Gareth up and out of himself, before he crashed back down with a bang – cock flexing in its cage at where he was, who he was while all that normality went on.

He heard the dog bark again. He heard the squeal of a teenage girl as she was squirted with a hose. Then all was silent again except for that easy conversation, the sunny intonation of Belinda and Chelsea, lightly buzzing his head. Finally Belinda was looking to him and reaching into a tin on the table with small doggy biscuits shaped like bones. She threw one over – it landed on the soft grass just ahead of him.

“Go get your treat, doggy,” she commanded.

Gareth did just that, crawling out his kennel, feeling the warm sun on his back as he dipped and gobbled up the biscuit. As he finished it, another landed just ahead of him, then another a little further on from that. And so on Gareth went, eating up his treats while Chelsea filmed and a smirking Belinda laid a trail back to her side. There she clicked her fingers, had him sit up on his haunches, mitts dangling, straining caged cock showing to the blue skied world.

“Good boy, good, good doggy boy,” she smiled, patting his head, sending him inwardly into the type of spasming exaltations only she could.

“Some boys just need to be collared and claimed,” said Chelsea, almost observationally.

“Some boys just need a master to put them in their place,” said Belinda.

The two exchanged devilish grins. Then their high-spirited chuckles were filling the air. Had ever truer words been spoken? Not for Gareth, at the end of his leash, down on his knees, arousal bubbling like freshly formed froth. Beneath it all only deep contentment – to be here in this moment, living his best doggy boy life.
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