Submission of the night
The warm summer night air brushed over Umber’s naked skin. He was off the path and in theory his shame was hidden from view by the darkness. In practice, the blue glow of his markings would let him be spotted by anyone looking his way. A blue circle on each of his legs and arms gave away their positions, another on his forehead. There was another glowing ring at the end of his tail and ears, and a lightning bolt on each of his cheeks. And perhaps if his marks were the only things giving off light, he would be less embarrassed.

“We should go a little bit further.” Umber said, starting to move further from the path. More privacy would be better. Just a little further and they would not have the risk of nighttime strollers catching them.

“No.”

Umber froze. That voice had such control over him. It was hard to keep in mind that his master was not a psychic Pokémon but just a fighting type with the presence of one.

“Turn around for me.”

Umber did as told, spinning once.

“No. Slower.”

Okay. Umber turned around as slow as he could go. The blue glow was not enough to see in the darkness of the night. The stars gave no light and the waning moon was no help. Just barely Umber could make out the shapes of some of the trees. But his master was nowhere to be found. It was not clear where the voice was coming from. Even as Umber turned and took in every detail he could, he had no idea.

But his master had a bigger advantage. Not only the blue illumination of Umber’s markings. Umber’s collar was fluorescent, locked onto Umber’s neck and only his master had the key. And between his legs was a plastic chastity cage shining the same light, similarly locked. Both the collar and the chastity device had been designed by his master specifically for him, and he had worn both for over a week now.

“On your back.”

Umber gently lowered himself and did as he was told. The earth beneath him was soft and dry. He could hear master approach, until suddenly he seated himself on top of Umber’s hips, his tail brushing seductively over the cage.

The Riolu was hard to see, even so close. He was not even half the size of Umber and he had no right giving off so much dominant energy. Yet Umber had never been as enthralled by the light weight pinning him down. The Riolu had never even given his name, demanding the title of master and all the rights that entailed. But Umber could see the smirk in the Pokémon’s silhouette. And he could see the erection too.

“Wrap your paw around it.”

Umber swallowed, before reaching out and wrapping his fingers around the member. It was warm and throbbing. The end felt slick and Umber could not help but feel embarrassed about the effect he had had on his master.

“Feel the size of that? I bet you’ve missed the feeling of an excited dick now that you can’t touch your own anymore.”

He had. Wretchedly. The past week had been torture. Every morning he woke up in discomfort and had to use toys to get the edge of. He had pleaded and begged master to be unlocked and Master had refused at every point. It was that desperation that had led to Umber agreeing to go into the park at night and take off his clothes. It was that desperation that would make Umber do anything to earn the pleasure he had been denied.

“Silly pet, thinking you were such a big Pokemon. But right now my cock’s three times the size yours, isn’t it?” Master reached behind him, his fingers running over the cage.

Umber could not help but moan, squeezing the member between his paws and hoping that would earn him enough goodwill for the pleasure to continue.

“You’re straining, but your dick’s useless like this. And it’s so tiny, I shouldn’t even be calling it a dick. It’s more like a twitching clit.”

Umber whined, but his own body betrayed him.

Master chuckled, bringing back his paw and examining the pre. “You even get wet like a girl. Pathetic.”

Umber shook his head. “I didn’t mean to. I’m sorry. You’re just saying these confusing things and…”

Master placed his paw over Umber’s muzzle, pushing the fingers stained with pre against Umber’s tongue. “I don’t think I’d given you permission to speak, pet.” The Riolu stayed bent over Umber’s body, fiddling around Umber’s collar. With a click, a leash was attached. “You’re always such a talker. But we can fix that.”

Umber licked his lips, the salty pre overtaking his senses. And then just as suddenly as master had climbed on top, he was gone.

“Crawl towards me.”

Umber looked around. The leash wasn’t being held. He had no idea where to go. “Wh-where…”

“Shhh. Follow your nose.”

Umber flushed as he crawled onto all fours, instinctively spreading his legs to make room for the plastic ring around his balls. His dick was still straining and it would not surprise him if more pre was leaking out, leaving a trail over the ground.

Smell. Right. Umber closed his eyes and tried to concentrate. His own scent was strongest, spreading his excitement like he was a bitch in heat. But he could concentrate. And he could find the other excitement in the forest. It was coming from the left. When Umber looked he could see nothing. He slowly started crawling, his nose stuck in the air to try to follow the scent.

He went slowly and avoided the tree that was in the way by the soft blue glow that let him see only a feet in front of his face. But he was getting closer. The scent of master’s cock was nearing. And it made Umber salivate. Just a little further. Just a little bit more.

Suddenly his leash was pulled taut and Umber’s head was pulled forward. Umber went from seeing only dark to seeing only his Master’s bellyfur, master’s cock shoved fully into Umber’s mouth.

“That’s a good girl. So much easier when you don’t have to talk, isn’t it? When you don’t have to protest to accept the truth. All that remains now is the truth. My cock-sucking bitch. You’re going to make Master’s dick as wet as you can make it. And you’re going to do your best on it. Do you wonder how I know that? It’s because your saliva is the only lube you’re getting.”

Umber’s face flushed up, his backside already clenching in anticipation. It felt like he was making up his lack of female parts by getting his muzzle wet with need. Not that it was hard to produce saliva when master’s delicious cock was on his tongue. Smooth warm and hard as stone, leaking salty pre because Umber had been such a good pet for master. 

“So eager. And you wonder why I treat you the way I do when you’re such an obvious cock slut.”

Umber was desperate for more. His cock twitched in the chastity cage, like it was trying to grow hard like master’s. Like Umber had any right to pleasure without master’s permission. All he could do was open his muzzle further, take master’s cock deeper until it almost choked him. Umber wanted that cock as deep inside of him as it could be. Master was moaning in pleasure now and it was thanks to Umber. Umber was doing that. He was such a good pet.

“That’s enough.”

Umber whimpered, but obeyed. He did not protest as the delicious treat was pulled away from his muzzle and disappeared back into the dark. The smell was near but frustratingly difficult to pinpoint. And master was so silent.

“Head to the ground. Present yourself.”

Umber did not need to be told twice. He spread his legs and dropped his head low, raising his tail as far as it would go. He thought he was supposed to startle when there was suddenly fingers running over his ass. How could he be surprised when this was all he longed for? Master’s fingers trailed down between his legs and caressed his balls. The plastic between his legs. It twitched in desperation. 

“Seems your clit is getting frustrated at the lack of attention. It’s almost like the worse I treat you, the more you enjoy it, you slut.”

Umber buried his face into his arms.

“So many naughty thoughts swimming around in that uselessly complicated brain of yours. While the reality is so simple.” The fingers disappeared for a second, only for master’s hand to come down hard on Umber’s bottom.

Umber squeaked from the spank. It sounded loudly around them in the empty woods.

“Who do you belong to?”

“You, master.”

“That’s right.” Another hard hit on the other cheek. “And you’d do anything for me, wouldn’t you slut?”

“Anything!”

Master rubbed his thumb over Umber’s opening, applying more force each time he passed over it. It was so close to slipping in. “Then be a good bitch and take it.”

Umber was already panting when master stepped on Umber’s back legs to pin them in place, before pushing his cock under Umber’s tail. The damp member felt cold as it was pressed against Umber’s tailhole, but then all that remained was the feeling of pressure. Umber’s hole wasn’t prepared for this and the danger of being outside had Umber tenser than usual.

Master did not care. He was going to mount Umber whether Umber’s body was going to allow it or not.

“I told you to take it.”

Umber whimpered, doing his best to relax. He buried his face in his paws, suppressing the moans that anyone might hear passing by. Master had no such compunction, groaning low and drawn-out as  he pushed his cock to the hilt.

“That’s a good bitch. Relax that cunt for me.”

Umber almost choked on the embarrassment. “Y-yes, sir.”

Another hard hit on his cheeks. “You don’t have permission to speak, bitch. I see there’s still much training to do.”

Umber whined, short of breath. He had had bigger dicks inside of him. He had been taken by Pokemon twice master’s size and they had all filled Umber up. But none of them had felt as large as master’s. The way he pushed himself all the way in, grabbing Umber’s tail tightly as leverage, the way he moved around looking for Umber’s prostrate to further torture him with unbearable pleasure.

He moved out slowly and then slammed his cock back in. “I’m still not sure if the rest of you is worth it, but at least you have a tight pussy. I could fuck that thing all day. Wouldn’t you like that?”

Umber almost responded, before remembering the earlier command. All he could do was release his muzzle for a second to let the moans escape.

“Yeah. I could just tie you up and use you whenever I like. No room for all of those useless thoughts in your brain when you’re stuffed full with my seed, now is there?”

This was usually the point where Umber started thrusting back, desperate to feel more of the dick that was already filling him past capacity, desperate to feel more overwhelmed. But his muscles were paralyzed. He dared not move without master’s permission. What kind of breeding bitch would he be if he got any pleasure from it?

His chastity cage was straining to contain Umber’s own excitement. It felt uncomfortable and punishing. Which was fitting. He was not there to enjoy being mounted. This was all about master’s pleasure, not his own. 

Umber could feel master’s claws, digging just hard enough onto his back to make it feel painful. Master was increasing his grip. Master was claiming Umber, as master had every right to. 

“Take it all. Be a good slut as I fill your pussy.”

Umber nodded as hard as he could.

Master grunted and Umber could feel it as the thick cock throbbed inside of him. Master’s seed was thick and warm and Umber received it greedily. He squeezed around his master’s cock, trying to milk every last drop. Breed me.

And then master was done, pulling out and taking deep breaths. He stepped away and Umber was left along in the dark again. It was so hard to think. All he had in his mind was how he must look, on all fours with his leg spread and his tailhole dripping with cum. Anyone walking by would have a good look of it with his own body providing the light.

Umber felt a tug on his collar. He raised his head carefully and followed the directions. He reached master, who was sitting against one of the trees. Master patted one of his legs, and then gently pulled Umber’s head onto his thigh. Umber may have had only a limited amount of uses for his Master, but Master was good at everything. Even being a pillow.

“You’ve been such a good girl.”

Umber whined. His cage twitched again. He suddenly became aware how close he was to the cock that had just been inside of him. He could smell the musk, the scent of Umber’s own saliva that had acted as the lubrication. He could not help himself as he reached one paw down to his locked excitement.

“No.”

Umber whimpered. He pulled his paws to his chest, begging without realizing it. “Please, master.”

“It’s daddy now.”

“O-okay. Daddy. I want to come.”

“That’s a silly thing to say.” The Riolu said. “Something a rebel boy might say, not daddy’s good little girl. Don’t you want to be daddy’s good girl?”

Umber whimpered. She did. She wanted nothing better. “You felt so good, daddy. I just want to touch myself a little. Please?”

“I’ll hear no more of it.” Master said. “I know what’s best for you and that’s by filling up your cunt with a real cock, while we keep that clit of yours too small to keep thinking it’s a dick.”

Umber whimpered, but tried to relax. Daddy’s fingers helped, tracing calming circles on Umber’s scalp. 

“What if somebody sees us?”

Daddy chuckled. “If anyone sees what an obedient pet you are, they will simply ask to join in the fun. And I’d let them. Wouldn’t you enjoy that? A group of strange men using you like you’re supposed to be used.”

Umber blushed.

“That’s what I thought. And if anyone gives us trouble, I do know how to protect what’s mine.”

Umber melted. “I’m yours?”

“Body, mind and soul. I’ve decided to play with you. And I’m never letting go.” Daddy smiled softly. “What do you think the leash is for?”

Umber wouldn’t know. With this pokemon as his master, he would never run away and find out.

