Earning a place on the bed

One day Lucky just shows up at Patrick’s apartment, dedicated to becoming the boyfriend of the guy he’s had a crush on for years. He’s not going to take no for an answer, and Patrick decides that means it’s time to push some boundaries.

A chef
Patrick’s finger hovered over the food delivery app. It was so tempting to order in and crash on his couch. He wanted to get to the new episodes of Strangers Things as quickly as possible. He had only been hearing good things and with each day it was getting harder and harder to avoid spoilers.

The panther sighed, and placed his phone on the table. It was better for his health to cook and he was forced to be a boring adult who made responsible choices. People couldn’t always get what they wanted. He had already done the groceries and though it was a complicated recipe, he probably had enough energy to finish it if he focussed.

But like hell was he going to be chopping vegetables without some music to distract him. He turned on the radio to classic rock and it was already lifting his spirits. Within a few minutes he was tossing a chopped onion into the pan.

Patrick did not have a big apartment, but it served its purpose. There was a living room with a nice couch and a television set he had splurged on. The dining table had been a recent purchase so that he did not have to force all his dates to eat with plates on their laps. His kitchen was one room over and equipped with the basic necessities. He had a stovetop and an oven that both worked most of the time.

Other than that, there was just the bedroom with ensuite bathroom. He had a place to sleep and pound his guests, and a shower to clean up in after. He was sure whatever future boyfriend he ended up getting would not be satisfied with these bare essentials. But while the panther was single, he had no complaints.

He was fifteen minutes into cooking when the doorbell rang. He figured it was probably the package he had ordered. He turned the heat down low and went to open the door.

Instead of a delivery boy, it was a large dog that looked vaguely familiar. “Do I know you?”

“I’m Lucky. We went to college together.” The dog said. He looked to be a Labrador, with some dark blond streaks that bordered on brown suggesting that he had some other breeds mixed in. “I had the biggest crush on you and not saying that was the worst mistake of my life. I haven’t been able to stop thinking about you and I’ve decided I’m not going to leave until you agree to go out with me.”

Patrick blinked. “So you moved to Fresno for me? That’s crazy.”

“That’s a derogatory term.” Lucky complained. He was looking up with his big blue eyes. “I prefer ‘passionate’.”

Patrick looked him over. The dog was dressed in jeans and a baggy grey sweater. He had a backpack that seemed to be stuffed to its limit. And that sparked a memory. A classmate who had one day broken down crying because he had accidentally hurt a fly.

“So… can I come in?”

“Look, it’s nothing against you. I just only date felines.” The panther said. “You’re not my type.”

“I don’t accept that.” Lucky said. “I quit my job and moved across the country to be with you.”

“Not my problem.” The panther said. His paw was slipping into his pants to get to his mobile phone. It shouldn’t be too hard to dial 911 from his pocket if his impression of the guy was completely off and this turned up going bad. “You should go. I’m working on dinner.”

“No, wait!” Lucky said. “I used to work as a professional chef. Whatever you’re making, I can help with it!”

The panther considered. On the one hand the fur in front of him had sounded extremely… ‘passionate’. On the other, Patrick felt everything but threatened and cooking was absolutely his least favourite thing to do. The dog had already bothered him, least he could do was make up for it. “I wouldn’t mind the assistance, but I don’t have enough to feed two people.”

“I already ate on the plane. I just want to be helpful any way I can.”

“One second.” Patrick closed the door. He texted his friends to update them on this very strange turn of events, and then opened the door again to let Lucky in.

“It smells delicious!” Lucky walked into the kitchen and with just a few glances was able to fit right in. “And you’ve kept everything so organised.”

“Thanks. I was just about to…”

“I see the recipe.” Lucky said, scanning the paper. “A quick beef stew. It’d be better if it could simmer longer, but I’ll make it work.”

“Okay…” Patrick stayed for a few moments more, seeing what he could, but Lucky seemed to be following the steps with twice the speed Patrick could have. By the time Patrick figured out something to do, Lucky had already done it. So he slowly retreated to the living room. He texted an update to his friends, who had come to the collective conclusion that this was the strangest thing that had ever happened, and also to please send Lucky over to their place next because they did not feel like cooking either. 

Patrick went online and started pulling up pictures of his time in college. It took some scrolling, but he found some pictures of Lucky. Yeah, he maybe remembered the guy. They had shared a few classes but had never worked together. Patrick was pretty sure they had hardly ever interacted. But his memory was hard to be trusted. It was around the time of his life where Patrick was exploring with drugs and sex. He was happy to remember some of the classes at all, let alone his classmates.

Oh. There was a selfie with the two of them. They were holding up spiced wine in plastic cups in public. That had been the school festival that Patrick had been forced to attend. His friends had all signed up to activities and there had been a large chunk of time where he had been hanging around with a random student.

Except that random student had been Lucky. Huh.

It was surreal to think that the dog had been crushing on him for all these years. The kindest thing to do now was to push him away. Lucky didn’t even know Patrick or what Patrick was looking for.

“It’s done!” Lucky said. He came over with two plates. “There was more than enough for two portions, actually.”

“The second portion was supposed to be my lunch.”

“Oh.” Lucky’s ears flopped. He looked hungrier than he had been pretending to be.

Patrick sighed. “You didn’t eat on the plane, did you?”

“No.” Lucky admitted. “I thought I’d skip dinner.”

“I’m not going to let you go hungry, idiot.” Patrick sighed. “I can buy lunch tomorrow on my way to work. But you’re paying for it.”

“Of course!” He placed one plate in front of Patrick, and the other across from him. And it looked far too intimate.

“No. I’m already feeding you. We’re not going to have dinner together like this is some kind of date.” Patrick pointed to the kitchen. “You can eat in there.”

“O-okay.” Lucky said. He shuffled away. “I’m just happy I was able to help.”

Patrick rolled his eyes, waiting for Lucky to go into the other room. It was important to lay down the law. And then he took a bite of the stew. And another. The beef was tender and the vegetables well cooked. It was seasoned better than Patrick ever could have done and the plate was finished far quicker than it had any right to.

“Come in here.”

Lucky carefully looked around the corner. “Yes?”

“Closer.”

Lucky seemed like the most vulnerable little thing as he came to stand next to Patrick. Patrick stood and placed his hand on top of Lucky’s head. “You did good.”

“I did?” Lucky’s tail started wagging like crazy.

“Whatever restaurant you’re going to be working for, they’ll be lucky to have you.”

“I’m not sure… not sure yet if I’m going back to cooking. I’ve got enough money saved up that I can afford to explore my options.”

“I was going to watch a show on Netflix. You want to join me?”

“Oh my god, yes! I just want to spend time with you, in whatever way we can.”

Patrick stood up and started moving to the couch. “We should do the dishes first.”

“I’ll take care of it!” Lucky dove for the plate and then rushed into the kitchen.

Patrick looked after him in surprise. It felt like Patrick was using the dog, but perhaps that was only fair when the dog was so eager to be used. The panther sat down and started booting up the system and selecting the show.

Lucky finished by the time Patrick was ready to start, coming over and scooting up next to Patrick with absolutely no regard to the panther’s personal space.

“You’re sitting there.” Patrick pointed to a nearby chair.

Lucky looked like he’d been burned as he stood up and went to the chair.

“You can’t keep doing this.” Patrick said. “I already told you I’m not interested. You did a good job cooking and I can see how badly you want to be here. But I’m saying no and you’re not listening to me.”

“I’m sorry.” Lucky said. “I can’t help it. You don’t know what it means to me that I’m even in the same apartment as you. I’ve been thinking about this moment for a long time.”

“That’s no excuse to overstep.”

“I know. I’ll try to stop. It’s just… I’ve tried to forget about you. I really did. I threw myself into my business degree and I apprenticed with several restaurants. I worked myself to the bone trying to get successful and wealthy. And I was unhappy during all of it. And then I saw one of those memory things on Facebook. My first party in college and you were explaining the rules of a drinking game to me. It reminded me that there was a time where I still had fun, and it was while crushing on you. I promise, I just want to be near to you. I don’t care if you never see me the way that I see you. I just know I’ll be a million times more happy if I can be here.”

Patrick shook his head. “I’ve had a long day at work. My feet are killing me. And you’ve sprung all this on me out of the blue. I’ll need time to think about it.”

“Okay.” Lucky said, looking down. “I can help, I think.”

“I’m going to have to think this through myself.”

“No, I mean, your feet. I can massage them.”

Patrick eyed him. And then he kicked off his shoes and adjusted his position so that his paws were on Lucky’s lap.

And god damn it. He was almost as good at rubbing feet as he was at cooking. Patrick could get used to this.

“Where are you staying?” The panther asked.

“I didn’t think…” Lucky said, sounding embarrassed in a way that implied he was kind of hoping it would be love at first sight and Patrick would instantly ask him to move in.

Patrick sighed.

“I can look for a motel when you go off to bed.”

“No.” Patrick said, before starting the show. The panther had eaten the dog’s food and was now getting a free massage. He wanted to make Lucky realise he wouldn’t be happy here, but he wasn’t going to be heartless. “Only the sleazy motels take reservations this late. You can sleep on the couch tonight.”

Lucky’s tail was thumping against the side of the chair with each wag.

A bowl

Patrick rubbed the sleep out of his eyes. He had showered and gotten dressed, but he was still missing the essential cog in the process of waking up: coffee.

He left the bedroom only to be greeted with an equally powerful jolt to his system.

His dinner table was set with plates and glasses. There was a lit candle in the middle and napkins folded like swans.

Lucky moved out of the kitchen with a large cup of coffee. “Oh good, you’re up. Your coffee machine wasn’t up to par, but I managed to put something together. Come, sit down and have breakfast.”

“Lucky, why is there another plate at the table?”

Lucky folded his ears. “I’m not trying to be presumptuous. It’s just… I was hoping if I did a good enough job, you’d let me eat with you. I heard you yesterday! I’m not making any assumptions. I just wanted to leave the option open for you. I’ll bring the plate to the kitchen if you say no.”

“So you’d be okay with that?”

“Y-yeah…” Lucky diverted his eyes, clearly disappointed.

Patrick sighed. “This isn’t fair. You’re trying to guilt me into eating together. I already told you I’m not interested and I let you stay here for the night despite of that. You can’t do these things and then expect more.”

“I know. I know.” Lucky said. “I just wanted to show you what I could offer. And I want to watch you enjoy the food I made for you. I know it’s selfish. But last night you said I’d done a good job and I was so happy and all I want is to be able to see.”

“Is that all you want? Really?” Patrick glared at him, before storming into the kitchen. It was hidden in the back of some cupboard, but Patrick knew exactly where it was. The doggy bowl. He went back to the living room and dumped Lucky’s breakfast into it. “I told you I’m not interested in you romantically. Eating together is a date and we’re not doing that. If you’re serious and just want to be close to me even if there’s no mistaking it’s nothing more, you’ll accept a place on the floor.”

Lucky looked shocked. Maybe he was finally hearing what Patrick had to say and accepting the reality. 

“Okay.”

“What?”

Lucky took the bowl and kneeled down. He placed the bowl on the floor and lowered his face to eat from it.

The dog was insane. But the panther wasn’t going to back down from his own words. Patrick sat down on the chair and sipped his coffee, which was magically better than it had ever been. Lucky had made banana pancakes and they were fluffy and easy to devour. Every once in a while Lucky would look up from his bowl with the most stupid grin on his face, tail wagging, like he was actually happy being degraded like this.

And in a manner that Patrick wasn’t quite sure how to explain, he could feel his own pants grow a little tighter by the sight.

“Come here.” Patrick said once the food was done.

Lucky was only a few feet away and he started to get up to move closer.

“No. Crawl here.”

Lucky nodded, staying on his knees as he bridged the distance.

Patrick put his hand on the dog’s head. “You did good.”

“Then… can I stay here another day?”

Patrick groaned. “You were going to look for a motel. I’m going to work soon.”

“I can do the groceries and make dinner. I can clean up after myself. Please? I’ll do whatever it takes. Whatever you need. I just want to stay here.”

Patrick almost pitied the dog. There was obviously something wrong with the dog if he was going through all this just to be close to Patrick. Lucky was basically offering himself up as a live-in servant. The dog just wasn’t understanding what the problem was with that. So Patrick would have to show him.

“Okay, let’s try it out for a day.” Patrick went to his desk and started scribbling on a notepad. “It won’t be free for you to stay here, and it won’t be cheap. I have a list of chores for you.”

“Of course!” Lucky smiled enthusiastically with his big eyes.

That smile was going to disappear once he saw the list. Sure, there were some basic things like doing the groceries and cleaning the dishes. But also every rotten chore Patrick had been avoiding for months now. Folding and sorting the laundry pile that had grown to unfathomable size. Cleaning behind the refrigerator and inside of the oven. Finally caulking the sink in the bathroom. There was at least ten hours of work on there.

“I will be home at 6 and I’ll expect dinner to be waiting for me.”

“Yes, sir.” Lucky only seemed happy about it.

“And you still owe me for lunch. Five bucks should cover it.”

Lucky immediately handed the money over. “Again I’m sorry about taking your food. I hope it’s not too much trouble to buy a lunch.”

“It’s out of my way.” Patrick said. “So make it up to me by finishing your chores.”

A compromise

Patrick’s day at work had been tumultuous to say the least. There were three separate clients who were bitching about their tax write-offs and wouldn’t take Patrick’s expertise seriously when told they were going to have to incur the costs. They had all demanded to see a manager, just because Patrick looked too young to know what he was talking about. And even when that manager told them the exact same story, they still found some way of talking shit about Patrick.

Not to mention that Lucky had been on his mind all day. He sincerely hoped that the dog would leave. Patrick did not feel nice about constantly having to set his boundaries and being forced to put the dog through the ringer. It was a kindness to show Lucky what an idiot he was being, even if it did not feel like a kindness.

Patrick went home and really hoped he wouldn’t have to be the bad guy anymore.

His apartment smelled fresh. The spider webs in the corners had been cleaned out. Which had been on the list, but near the bottom. Did that mean?

Yes. Patrick looked in amazement as his apartment looked better than it ever had before. And on the dinner table there was indeed dinner waiting for him. Another lit candle. A glass filled with red wine and the wine bottle next to it. Across from Patrick’s plate wasn’t another plate. Instead there was a doggy bowl.

Patrick could get used to this. And it would be completely unfair to Lucky.

“Welcome home.” Lucky smiled. He was being so hopeful, even when the way he was holding himself up showed how tired his muscles were. His fur was still a little damp from showering. He had to have run himself ragged finishing the whole list.

Patrick sat down. “We have to talk.”

Lucky’s ears flopped. “What did I do wrong?”

“You were perfect. That’s not the problem.”

“There’s a problem?”

“Yes.” Patrick said. “Can you honestly tell me you’d be happy living like this? Obeying my every command and never getting anything in return?”

“I’ll do whatever it takes.”

“And that’s what worries me.” Patrick said. “It feels like I’m taking advantage of you.”

“That’s not true.” Lucky said right away. “I know you don’t want me right now. But you don’t understand how nice it feels to be here. I hated my job and I didn’t have any friends. I was in a bad place for a very long time. But just being in the same room as you, it finally feels like I can breathe again. I know I’m being selfish and I know you don’t want me here. So the least I can do is make it as easy as possible for you to tolerate me.”

“Even if that means you’d have to do chores like this every day?”

“All that work is nothing compared to the look you gave me when you walked in.”

“This is very uneven.” Patrick said. “You can find other places to breathe. Other ways to be happy that don’t involve so much work.”

“I’ve tried it all. Nothing worked. Nothing until you let me be here. I’m choosing to be here and I don’t care how little you’ll give me.”

“But I care.” Patrick shook his head. “I don’t know where you’re coming from, but it feels like I have to protect you from yourself.”

“No. I made this decision. Look, it’s been a day. I’ve had my chance to prove to you what I can do. If I can’t be of any help to you, if I’m just a bother, I’ll go. I’d be heartbroken, but I’d go. But don’t make me leave on my account. I’m begging you. Trust me to know what I want. And I want you. No matter what it takes.”

Patrick rubbed at his eyes. “You haven’t been unhelpful. Today was supposed to scare you off. I thought if I asked for more than I needed, you would realise how unfair all this is. We can’t make this work between us if you like me so much more than I do you.”

Lucky shook his head. “I can do this. I can do more. Just let me stay.”

The dog put on puppy eyes and it made Patrick’s heart melt. He had so many reasons to think that this could not work. But it also felt impossible to say no.

“Fine.” Patrick said. He rubbed at his forehead. It looked like had just gotten a roommate. “You can stay. I’m still going to expect you to do whatever chores I give you, but I’ll stop asking for things just because I think they’ll push you away.”

Lucky’s bright smile was blinding.

“The food smells delicious. Let’s eat.”

Lucky sat down at the table.

“Put the bowl on the ground.”

“No.”

“No?”

“You just told me that you wanted to stop asking things of me just to push me away. You only want me to eat on the floor to humiliate me. I understood that. I know you don’t want this to feel like a date, but we can compromise. I’ll eat out of the doggy bowl on the table and I won’t say a word. Can’t feel like a date like that.”

“You picked up on that, huh?”

“Yes. Unless you don’t want to compromise and I’m being so stupid and I don’t even know what I’m saying. And I’ll go back into the kitchen now.”

“Wait. I’m not telling you to get on the floor just because I want to hurt you.” Patrick said. “I liked seeing you on all fours. It was…” Patrick sighed. But if Lucky could be so honest, then so could Patrick. “It was hot. That’s why I want to see it again. And if you do it, I’ll let you sleep at the foot of the bed tonight.”

Lucky’s face flushed bright red. Without another complaint, he immediately took his bowl and started eating from it on the ground. 

And yup. There was that tightness in his pants again.

~*~

Patrick could hear Lucky’s breathing. He kept his bedroom dark, with only the red light of the alarm clock showing anything.

Lucky was on the ground, sleeping with a spare pillow and a sleeping bag. The dog had looked so happy to be given so little. And even though Lucky was physically far removed from Patrick’s usual type, there was something appealing about his obedience. Something arousing.

Patrick had never quite understood the appeal of dominance games outside of the bedroom. Sure, he liked to spice things up for the heat of the moment, but it was all a means to an end. In his cupboard he had a chastity cage that he liked to put on a sub while he fucked them. It looked hot, and he’d release the sub as soon as he was finished. That doggy bowl Lucky had been eating out of had been used to collect cum from one sub and feed it to a second.

It was kink and it was fun and it was contained. It was like a dildo, a tool to be used to increase the fun and then cleaned and put away again.

But when Lucky had been kneeling on that ground, it felt different. If any of his feline subs would make that move, Patrick would be thinking about shoving their muzzle around Patrick’s cock. He would be thinking about ordering them to present themselves and mounting them like the bitches they were acting as. With Lucky, it made Patrick think of a live-in pet. About Lucky’s face on Patrick’s lap as he pet his head.

Patrick reached into his underwear and started stroking his rock-hard erection.

He thought about Lucky fetching a newspaper for him. He thought about Lucky wearing nothing but a dog collar. He thought about Lucky doing tricks and getting small bits of candy as part of his training. He thought about a shock collar that would go off every time Lucky did anything other than bark.

“Patrick?”

Patrick sighed, pausing his masturbation. He thought he’d been quiet. “What?”

“Is there anything I can do to help?”

Patrick imagined telling the dog to crawl over and lick him. He thought about ordering him to present himself like a bitch. And he could already feel his erection faltering. He sighed. “You’re nowhere near earning anything like that, pup.”

Lucky swallowed. “Okay.”

~*~

A breakfast of eggs and bacon was waiting for Patrick when he got out of bed. The doggy bowl was already on the floor.

“Good morning.” Lucky said. He was moving a little awkwardly, setting up the final things and then lowering himself on the ground.

“Did you sleep alright?”

“Yeah. Floor was a little harder than I was used to. I’ll be fine.”

“If you’re more comfortable on the couch…”

“No! Please. I’ll adjust. I really liked sleeping by the foot of the bed.”

Patrick nodded slowly. “How would you feel about a doggy bed?”

“That’d be more comfortable.” Lucky said, already blushing. “Would you like to see me sleep in one.”

Patrick swallowed. “Yes. I’d like that.”

“And perhaps, you’d like it so much you’d want me to do other stuff too?”

Patrick considered it. “I don’t think so. Look, I’ve got some homework for you for today.” He went over to the desk and wrote another list. He kept the chores to a minimum, but did add both ‘get a doggy bed’ and ‘get a dog cage with a padlock’. “I already told you I don’t want a romantic relationship with you, and you said you’re okay with staying and making me happy despite of that. Likewise, I don’t want to have sex with you. You need to decide whether you’re okay with doing these things to turn me on, without expecting it to lead anywhere.”

Lucky looked contemplative.

“I’ll see you tonight.”

A collar

Patrick walked into the door and he was hit by the scent of a fragrant stew. The kind that had been simmering for hours and that Patrick never had the time for.

The cage had been set up in the living room, as Patrick had instructed. It looked nice and part of the panther couldn’t wait to see Lucky inside of it. It was the delusional part that was hoping Lucky would stay despite all of the ridiculous rules Patrick was going to introduce.

He sat down at the dinner table and Lucky served the meal. He grabbed his doggy bowl to eat off the floor.

“Wait. Before we eat. What did you decide?”

Lucky shrugged. “I decided that I want you to be happy. Whether that’s by cooking for you or by doing things that turn you on. My answer hasn’t changed. I’ll do anything you want.”

“Then get on your knees.”

Lucky hardly hesitated, placing the bowl down carefully and lowering himself. He looked up curiously.

Patrick had been unable to help himself. During his lunch break he had strolled over to the pet shop and picked up one addition. The dog collar he was now holding in his paws and fitting around Lucky’s neck. It was thick red leather that stood in stark contrast to the Labrador’s blond fur. “I don’t like you as a boyfriend, but I’m enjoying you as a pet. And as long as you’re playing along, you should dress the part.”

Lucky brought his paw up to his neck, smiling. “It feels nice. I didn’t think it would.”

“It’s just got a general tag for now. But if you like it, I can have one made that has your name on it. Eat your dinner now.”

Lucky nodded.

It was delicious, just as Patrick had suspected. Lucky had even made some fresh rolls to soak up the last of the sauce. It was so satisfying to get this kind of food and know it would be coming more often.

He settled on the couch when he was done. Lucky did the dishes and then went to sit down on his chair.

“Before we watch television, there’s two more things I wanted to talk about. There’s a reason there are two places for you to sleep. As a pet, I need a place to put you if you misbehave. If I tell you to go in there, you need to obey immediately. Understood?”

“Y-yes sir.”

“It’s a punishment, but it’s not supposed to be uncomfortable. I saw there’s a good layer of padding in there. I’ll add a pillow and a blanket. I want you to lie in it for an hour before bed tonight. Tell me what you would need to be able to sleep well in it. Okay?”

Lucky nodded.

“The second thing to talk about is the weekend that’s coming up. I usually go out for drinks on Friday night and bring someone home for sex. I’d understand if you don’t want to be home to see that. You can come with me to the bar and find someone else to spend the night with, or I can hook you up with something else to do that will keep you out of the house until morning.”

“You’re kicking me out?”

“No.” Patrick said. “But if you’re going to be here when I take my date home, you can’t act out. You don’t get to act jealous and scare them away.”

“I understand.” Lucky said, though he looked sad. Like he kept hearing ‘not my boyfriend’ as somehow meaning Patrick wouldn’t be hooking up with any men.

“Now you’re going to rub my feet again.” Patrick said. “And if you do a good job, I’ll let you lie on the couch with me.”

Lucky’s tail was already wagging in anticipation.

A date

The rest of the week slipped by in a new state of normal. Patrick was far more relaxed with his job knowing that the rest of his life was taken care of. Lucky seemed perfectly content going about his days wearing a collar and doing as he was told. But he did seem to be growing more anxious each day, until it was Friday and Patrick went to his favourite gay bar.

Patrick only took three drinks before he found his catch of the night. It was a Toyger cat and he looked adorable. The cat was sipping strawberry daiquiris when Patrick stepped up to him and started chatting him up. He was just passing through and only in town for a few nights. But he really wanted to know Patrick cardinally.

When Patrick got back to his apartment, Lucky was casually dusting some surfaces.

“This your roommate?” The cat asked.

“In a way. Lucky, say hi.”

Lucky gave a little wave.

“It’s a long story, but I’m keeping him as a pet and he’s sleeping at the foot of the bed.”

“Is that a sex thing? Because I’m not really into canines.”

“It’s not a sex thing. So you don’t have to worry about anything. Just spread your legs tonight and let me do the work.”

“Sounds fun.” The cat smirked. He turned to Lucky. “So if not for sex, what are you doing all this for? I see you’re even wearing the collar.”

“I like being here. It’s good company.” Lucky said, before adding with a glare: “Usually.”

“That’s not nice, pup.” Patrick said. “Apologise.”

“Whatever.” Lucky rolled his eyes.

“Apologise to our guest now.”

The cat waved his hands in front of him. “It’s really not necessary.”

“See?” Lucky shrugged. “The mongrel doesn’t care. Just tell me when the two of you are done so I can go to bed already.”

“Not with that attitude.” Patrick said, pointing at the cage. “You’re not sleeping in the bedroom tonight.”

“What?” Lucky’s ears dropped. “I’m sorry. I didn’t mean it.”

“Too late.”

The cat looked conflicted. “Maybe I should go.”

“No.” Patrick dragged the cat into the bedroom. “Not until I’ve fucked your brains out.”

A morning after

Patrick really needed that. Ordering Lucky around all week had been putting him on edge and it felt good to finally push someone down and claim them. The cat was still wobbly when he came out of the shower and followed the panther into the living room.

Patrick had hoped it would work out with Lucky as a pet. But last night had clearly shown that it could not. Lucky, despite all his promises, was not equipped to deal with Patrick bringing home other people. Part of Patrick was expecting Lucky to be gone.

Instead, he found a breakfast table with two plates and a complete spread. When Patrick glanced at the dog cage, it looked slept in. More surprisingly, the couch right next to it did not. Patrick had told the pup where to sleep and he had simply obeyed.

Lucky came in to serve coffee. He looked less eager than usual. Which Patrick could forgive him for.

“Where’s your doggy bowl?”

“I’ll eat in the kitchen.” Lucky said. He looked a little guilty about it. “Please?”

Patrick nodded and sat down with the cat.

“I’d complain about the weirdness, but last night more than made up for it.” The cat said. “Can we exchange numbers? I’d love to hit you up again next time I’m in town.”

“Sure.” Patrick wrote down his phone number on a piece of paper. “Maybe next time you can actually take me completely.”

The cat flushed adorably. “I’ll practice.”

They ate and then Patrick sent the cat off with a peck on the cheek and a squeeze of his ass.

“He’s gone, pup. You can come over now.”

Lucky shuffled out of the kitchen looking at the ground the whole time.

“I told you not to act up. Several times.”

“I’m sorry. I couldn’t help it. I thought I’d be able to control myself, but… I just got so jealous.”

Patrick rubbed his eyes. “I’m going to ask again. Do you need to be somewhere else when I bring people over? Because what we’re doing can’t continue if you’re going to act this way every time.”

“No! No. I’ll do better next time. It’s just…” Lucky took a deep breath, gathering his courage. “I don’t understand why you can’t do it with me.”

“I already told you that canines are not my type.”

“What does that even mean?” Lucky whined. “Is my ass really so different from that cat you brought over? If you close your eyes, is my mouth going to feel any different? Can’t we at least try?”

Patrick sighed. “Your ass may be the same, but your tail is different. I tried sleeping with some wolves in college and it’s not something I could get over. A cat’s tail caresses with eagerness, a canine tail thumps with blunt enthusiasm. A cat’s fur feels different. There’s a different smell. But I think the worst thing is the knot. I associate that with dominance and trapping a sub during sex. I’m dominant and I don’t like to see dominant cocks on my submissives. It’s not an arousing look. I can go on. Do you want me to go on?”

Lucky shook his head. “But you told me I turned you on.”

“Yeah, that’s true. But it’s not your body, it’s your obedience. I have fantasies but they’re not about sex. They’re about doing things to you that you’d never agree with.”

“L-like what?” Lucky was flushing.

“The kinds of things that would cure you of your obsession with me.”

“There’s no such thing.” Lucky said. “And if there’s anything I can do to turn you on more, I want to try it.”

Patrick let out a laugh. “I don’t think you’ll be able to handle it.”

“I will. I’ll do anything.”

Patrick swallowed. This was getting out of hand. But for all that Lucky had been a pain to deal with, he had also shown himself to be more of an asset when pushed. Perhaps it was time to put all his cards on the table. Share what would really make Patrick go wild. The kind of kink he didn’t dare share with any of his one-night stands. The kind that he had only tried once over internet dating and it had scared Patrick how much he had enjoyed himself with it. He still had the rest of the pack that his date had left behind, hidden in a locked box in the back of his cupboard.

“Okay.” Patrick said slowly. “I’m not making any promises though. You do this for me and it’ll make me horny. Maybe that will push me over the edge enough to do something with you. Maybe it won’t.”

Lucky looked like Christmas had come early.

Patrick checked the time. “I need to run some errands today. I’m having lunch with friends and I won’t be home until dinner. It’s the weekend, so I don’t have any extra chores for you. Dinner is your responsibility, but if you want to get take-out or order in that’s fine. I’ll split the costs with you.”

Lucky nodded.

“But I do have a dress code for you tonight. I’ll be home at six. At that time, you’re not going to be wearing anything other than your collar. Understood?”

Lucky’s eyes were wide. “Y-yes sir.”

“You’re my pet. It’s time you’ll start dressing like it. I’ll get some extra supplies I’ll need for tonight and we’ll see how much you can handle after dinner.”

A duffle bag

Patrick actually felt a little nervous as he opened his front door. He had spent the last couple of hours at a sex shop gathering what he would need. He had decided to be open and vulnerable about what he wanted, and there was a good chance that would send Lucky running. Actually, there was a good chance that it would send Lucky off laughing and then deciding to go public.

But Patrick was still doing this. For the small chance that Lucky was actually serious when he said he would do anything.

The table was already set, like Patrick had gotten used to. Unusual however was Lucky, slowly shuffling out of the kitchen wearing nothing but his collar. His face was flushed deep red and he was holding his paws in front of his crotch. He was fidgeting with nerves. “Welcome back.”

“Turn around.” Patrick said.

Lucky swallowed and then nodded. He slowly turned around, giving a clear view of his naked ass and back. 

“Paws to your side.”

Lucky hesitated only for a few seconds, before he did as told.

“And turn around again.”

Lucky squeaked, but then obeyed. He had his eyes closed and looked like was about to faint with the amount of blood rushing to his face. Strange that he had any left over, considering the amount that had flowed to his crotch. The canine cock was fully erect, the knot on display and a small bead of pre on its end.

Despite all of Lucky’s reservations, a part of him was enjoying this then. That was good.

And as Patrick suspected, the humiliation was doing more to turn him on than the erection was. “On the floor. Eat your dinner.”

Patrick could not help but stare at the dog as he ate. Wearing no more clothes made the collar stand out more, the band of red leather wrapping around the pup’s neck and marking him as being owned. Lucky ate out of his bowl and only occasionally glanced over, immediately flushing and diverting his gaze once he realised Patrick was staring.

“It’s delicious.” Patrick said, because Lucky was unable to look at Patrick.

Lucky’s blushing face got a grin added to it.

“Clean up and meet me in the living room.” Patrick said. He had his bag of fun and needed the pack that was still in the bedroom. It was hidden from view by a dufflebag that Patrick also dumped the other paraphilia into that he had picked up. He was going to do this in its proper order.

Patrick was sitting on the couch when Lucky finally came over. He was fidgeting with his paws, clearly trying to keep himself from covering himself up.

“How does this feel?” Patrick asked.

“It feels… like I’m being a good boy.” Lucky said. “I feel exposed and I just want something to cover myself up with. Especially because I know you don’t like the knot. But I don’t have permission to do it. It makes me… makes me feel aroused, sir.”

“I’ve noticed you call me sir when you’re obeying commands. Do you like being my pet?”

Lucky nodded strongly. “It’s not what I wanted when I came here, but it feels… it feels like it’s what I needed.”

Patrick nodded. He reached into the bag and pulled out the first item. “Do you know what that is?”

Lucky had to stare at it for a few seconds. He looked confused, because he had some inkling of the shape, but no idea about the specifics. “I’m not familiar.”

“It’s a chastity cage. It gets locked around your privates and will keep you from getting erect.”

Lucky swallowed. “That way you don’t have to see my knot.”

“That’s part of it.” Patrick admitted. “But it’s about more than that. It gets locked on and I’ll hold the key. Much like the collar marks you at my pet, the chastity cage marks your dick’s subservience to me. You won’t be able to orgasm without my permission. You won’t even be able to grow hard, no matter how aroused you are.”

Lucky looked at it with a sense of awe. His cock was throbbing. “It’s giving more of myself to you.”

“Yes.” Patrick licked his lips. Lucky was actually going for this. “I’ll admit that I’ve fitted felines with such a device before. With cats, it’s always been a temporary tool so that they are forced to focus on the pleasure I give them instead of what’s between their legs. I’ve never felt the desire before to leave them on after I’m done. That’s not what I’m describing here with you. I’d like to put this on you and leave it on most of the time.”

“Wh-what’s most of the time?” Lucky asked. 

“It would be unlocked twice a week for supervised cleaning. And whenever I allow you to masturbate. How often do you masturbate now?”

Lucky swallowed. “Three or four times a day.”

Patrick gave him a look.

“I know it’s a lot. But I keep thinking about you and I’m hoping if I take care of it myself I’ll be less needy when you’re around.”

“If you’d agree to this, then we would slowly increase the time between orgasms so that it would be a weekly privilege. One you can lose if you don’t behave.”

“I’m masturbating so often for a reason. I don’t know if I can follow other rules if I stop doing that. I might get too horny.”

“Don’t underestimate me.” Patrick said. “I have other ways of punishing you if you step out of line. And I specifically enjoy the idea of having you always aroused, without granting you reprieve. If that makes you act out, it might be a reason to adjust the game. But I will not blame you for horniness that I’m enforcing on you.”

“Th-this is… this is a lot to take in.”

“I understand that. If you need a few days to think it over…”

“No.” Lucky shook his head. “I’ll do it. I just… it feels a little scary. But in a good way. I’d like it, to give that control over to you. It’s just hard to imagine what it’d be like to be wearing this thing.”

“Actually, that’s a cheap training model for the first month. There’s a similar one in my bedroom right now, but I had to get a new one to fit on your canine physiology. It’ll help you get used to the feeling and decide if it’s something you can live with. The next step would be to measure you up for a custom-made steel cage.”

Lucky looked at the plastic contraption. “When would we start?”

“The sooner the better. Most of the other stuff isn’t for now. But this is something that takes getting used to.”

“Okay.” Lucky flushed, but nodded. “How do we put this on?”

It was a bit of a hassle. An ice cube from the freezer at first only heightened Lucky’s arousal, but after a few minutes the cold won out and the knotted cock retreated. Patrick talked Lucky through putting the ring around his balls and fitting on the cage around the sheath. And then it was locked.

Lucky held the key in paw and stared at it.

“You can hold onto that for now. The first time wearing you’ll probably only last an hour before you need to take a break from it. I have a recommended schedule that will let you work towards completely being locked in three days. I’ll take the key from you then.”

“Do you… do you mind taking it already?”

Patrick could not help but grin. “If you give it now, I’m not letting you have it back for at least an hour, you understand?”

Lucky nodded, dropping the key in Patrick’s paw. “I want to show you I’m serious. And that means not just getting used to the… the chastity cage… but also getting used to not having the control. I trust you, sir. And I want to show that.”

Patrick had to swallow. His own cock was growing in a way Lucky’s was now unable to. “Come back into the living room. It’s time for the other things.”

Lucky went for the chair, but then hesitated. Instead he got on his knees at the other side of the table, his legs spread enough that the chastity cage was fully visible. The pup actually looked more comfortable with the cage fitted around his member. And god, he looked a whole bunch hotter.

Patrick took out the next item. “Part of the appeal for me is punishments and rewards.” Patrick admitted. “The doggy bed and the cage. Orgasm denial and orgasm rewards. And this.”

Lucky squeaked.

The paddle Patrick had gotten was large. The size of the panther’s forearm. He already owned smaller ones that he had used in the heat of passion. For this, he wanted something bigger and stronger. Something that made no secret that it was used for punishments. “Do you think you would be able to handle this?”

“Y-yes. If I’ve disappointed you, I need the correction.” Lucky shuffled, his cage throbbing. Clearly there was some arousal for him in the idea.

“Then let’s move on.”

Patrick had not skimmed quantity, even if he had been reluctant to splurge on the highest quality without seeing Lucky’s reaction. He had a remote controlled vibrating butt-plug. This model only had limited range, but the intention was clear. Lucky could be forced to wear it and Patrick would be able to turn it on without Lucky’s input mattering at all.

Patrick had gotten lockable mittens and a doggy harness with leash. He had gotten knee pads and informed Lucky he might be forced to spend large amounts of time not being allowed to move in any way except by crawling on all fours.

There was a dog hood that also served as a muzzle. A ball gag. A ring gag. A urinal gag. An electric collar. Nipple clamps. Chains and ropes. Everything could be locked on. Everything was explained to be intended for use over the course of hours or days. And Lucky accepted it all.

Patrick had to take a deep breath. Because he had nothing left to stall with. “There’s one more thing. But it’s kind of a big one.”

“What is it?”

“I want you to wear these.”

Patrick opened the duffle bag and pulled out the item he had been most dreading showing off.

Lucky looked at it with confusion. It took him several seconds to register the item in front of him. And then his ears turned crimson. “Is that a diaper?”

“Yes.”

“Like… is it for during those long bondage scenes you mentioned?”

“It helps for that. But this is more like the chastity belt. I’d want you wearing these all the time.”

Lucky swallowed, picking up the diaper and holding it up. 

Patrick knew this had been a mistake. 

“This really turns you on?”

The discomfort had to be showing on Patrick’s face.

“Because I have no problem with it if it turns you on. It’d be embarrassing for me, and I won’t do it if it’s just a joke. But if you really like it, then of course.”

Patrick’s jaw dropped. “Just like that?”

“It’s… just another thing I’m giving away to you. L-like the cage. You wanted to have my erections and they’re yours now. You want my… my potty training?” Lucky asked, before barging on. “You can have it.”

Patrick’s breathing deepened. He licked his lips, suddenly filled with an overwhelming urge to follow through. “Lie down on the ground.”

Lucky did as told, lying back on the carpet. He looked so vulnerable, naked as the day he was born. With only the collar around his neck and the chastity cage around his cock. Patrick could not believe the sight. And it would only look better in a few moments.

Patrick grabbed the diaper and unfolded it. He fitted it under Lucky’s bottom. “I don’t just want your potty training. I want your adulthood.”

“My adulthood?”

“I want you to be a baby puppy for me.” Patrick said. “Dress you childishly. Feed you bottles of milk and make you play with toys. How would you feel about that?”

Lucky blinked. He slowly brought his thumb to his muzzle and started sucking on it. “I… I can try.”

“Stop that.”

Lucky winced. “Was that wrong?”

“You’ve been crawling over the floor with that thumb.” Patrick said. He went through the duffle bag and took out a small box. He had bought it and then never gotten the chance to use it. He opened it and pulled out the pacifier. “Suck on this instead.”

Lucky took it and stared at it. It was red, like his collar, and with a big teat that was clearly meant for an adult mouth. He swallowed before opening his mouth and putting it between his lips. He wasn’t sure what to do, but his instincts took over, gently sucking on it.

“That’s adorable.” Patrick said.

Lucky whimpered and hid behind his paws.

“Take this.” Patrick handed over a small panther plushie.

This time Lucky did not need to be given any time to adjust. He took the plushie and cuddled with it tightly, like he was a toddler again and convinced only the small fluffy guardian was going to protect him. It was the cutest thing Patrick had ever seen. And to think Patrick had been worried Lucky would not be open to these activities.

“I want you to pay attention how I’m doing this. I want you wearing 24/7, but I won’t always have time or inclination to change you myself.”

“Okay.”

“If I’m home, you’ll have to ask permission to change yourself. That way I can decide each time whether I’ll be the one doing it instead.”

Lucky nodded.

Patrick sprinkled Lucky’s crotch with baby powder. He gently rubbed it into the dog’s fur, his fingers paying special attention to the most sensitive parts of Lucky’s crotch. When Patrick’s attention turned to Lucky’s balls, the chastity cage had to do a lot of work to keep Lucky’s cock from peeking out. Lucky was panting, clearly enjoying all the attention.

Either Lucky was liking the diapers more than he had let on, or he really had been desperate for Patrick to touch him no matter the circumstances. And Patrick was enjoying himself more than he had thought. He had intended to do this quickly, so he would not have to dwell on Lucky’s privates. 

But Lucky’s cock was appealing while trapped in a cage. Patrick could only imagine how much nicer it would look in a proper steel cage. The dog fur smelled better with baby powder overwhelming their senses, and Patrick knew he was spending all this time lingering because he was enjoying himself. 

“Knees to your chest.”

“Huh?”

Patrick helped the dog along, grapping his ankles and pushing them forward so that his bottom and tailhole were fully exposed. Lucky whimpered at the rough treatment, but the cage was moving again to signal his enjoyment.

The panther applied another sprinkling of powder and paid special attention between Lucky’s cheeks. The dog seemed overwhelmed by the experience. He had just been told that he was going to have to be diapered like a baby constantly just because his master enjoyed it, and now he was getting his tailhole massaged in the course of a change.

Patrick eyed the table. There was a bottle of lube right there. It would be so easy to slide a few fingers inside of the puppy. Strangely, that wasn’t as exciting a thought as applying more powder. So he did that, coating Lucky’s crotch so that the pale fur looked white. “You’re going to smell like a little baby.”

“Wh-whatever you like.”

Patrick folded the diaper closed. Lucky’s cage made it obvious how hard it was working to keep Lucky from growing hard. It made it so much easier to diaper him.

Patrick rubbed at Lucky’s belly. “You’re a good boy.”

Patrick could see the dog’s tail starting to wag, causing crinkling to fill the air.

“Stay down.” Patrick said, as he stood up. “You said you’d do this if it would turn me on. I think it’s only fair that I prove that’s the case.” He unzipped and tugged down his pants, showing his excitement and the bead of pre that had formed at the end.

Lucky looked at it with amazement, sucking harder on his pacifier. “C-can I… can I lick it?”

“Don’t be greedy. You haven’t earned it yet.” Patrick said, putting it away again.

“Yes, sir.” Lucky’s ears flopped. “Of course.”

“But the way you’ve obeyed me tonight, you’re well on your way.”

An attempt

It was an enjoyable evening. Patrick watched a few more shows, and watched Lucky as he tried to feel comfortable while wearing a diaper. The pup had lasted a full two hours before he needed to beg for the key. Patrick helped remove the cage and gave the pup fifteen minutes of respite before ordering him to lock himself up again. While he had grown hard the instant the cage was removed and the soreness had subsided, the erection had not last so long it was a problem locking up again.

Patrick had made it a point to make Lucky present himself a couple of times and checking for wetness. Lucky insisted he was dry, but Patrick simply said only part of the goal of checking him was to see whether he was wet. Most of it was because Patrick liked patting Lucky’s diaper. And reminding Lucky he didn’t get a say in it.

Patrick announced an early bedtime, telling the puppy to come with him. 

Lucky waddled over cutely. He had his new plush with him and the pacifier too. Ever since he had been given the items, he had been loath to let them out of his sight.

Patrick stripped down to his underwear and sat at the edge of the bed. “Wet yourself.”

“Wh-what?” Lucky’s eyes widened.

“You’ve had three sippy cups of water since dinner. I’ve seen you squirm with a fully bladder a few times now. Wet yourself.”

“I can’t with you looking at me like that.” Lucky said.

“It’s an order. Wet yourself, or you’re sleeping in the cage tonight.”

Lucky whimpered, holding his plushie closer. He closed his eyes and concentrated. Patrick was already licking his lips, watching the transformation. Lucky was trying to relax his body. He was spreading his legs and ignoring all his learned instincts. It took a few minutes, but then the diaper visibly started darkening where it was absorbing the urine.

“Good boy.”

Lucky whimpered, clutching the plush as he flooded the diaper with his forced accident. His face was bright red, and his breathing hard. His tail was tucked between his legs, showing off his deep embarrassment.

Patrick pulled down his underwear and started stroking himself. 

When Lucky was done, the puppy let out a few deep breaths.

“Rub it.”

Lucky did as told, pressing his paw against the diaper. First gently and then a little harder. “It’s warm.”

“That’s what it feels like when you have accidents in them like a little baby.”

Lucky flinched, but when he looked at Patrick all he could see was the cock being played with.

“On your knees. You’ve earned to lick it now.”

Lucky’s jaw dropped and with it the pacifier he had been sucking. He hardly seemed to notice as he went to his knees and approached Patrick. The closer he got, the more Patrick could smell the wet diaper. Just when he had thought he could not get any harder.

The pup’s snout got to Patrick’s cock. He gave a gentle sniff. He looked to be in awe, like he was about to break down in worship.

“Go on.”

Lucky reached forward and licked all eight inches of Patrick’s impressive length. And Patrick… thought it was fine. Lucky went again and again, getting more and more enthusiastic.

Patrick thought about all that Lucky had done. Thought about the expression on the puppy’s face when putting on the chastity cage. The cage he was still wearing and would be wearing for a long time. He thought about diapering Lucky and how the pup was forced to use his diapers now. How cute he looked and how it had only taken one order to make the pup obey without question.

And despite all his efforts, his erection faltered.

Lucky tried sucking harder, but that only made it worse. His tongue was too smooth. It just did not feel right. “Stop.”

Lucky pulled back, disappointed. “I’m sorry.”

Patrick grunted in frustration. He had been so aroused. They had done everything that they could have done. It should have worked.

“We’re going to try again.”

Lucky perked up. “Yeah?”

Patrick took his flaccid member in his hand and started slowly stroking himself. “How did it feel to wet yourself?”

“Wh-what?” Lucky’s face flushed.

“Did you like it?”

“It was… it was nicer than I thought it would be. I felt so out of control. So… so little. I didn’t know that could be a good feeling.”

Patrick’s cock was growing again. “Good in what way?”

“I told you that I always felt so stressed. But I don’t feel that way when you’re giving me orders. It feels like I just have to do what I’m told and everything will be okay. And while wearing these… these things…”

“Say it.”

Lucky swallowed. “While wearing the… the diaper, while being told to use it, it makes me feel like I’m not old enough to be trusted with any of these choices. Because I never would have put on this… this diaper, without you telling me to. But wetting it has felt more right than anything ever has.”

Patrick was rock hard again. “Get on the bed.”

Lucky had hardly registered the words when Patrick grabbed his collar and dragged him on top. Patrick ran stood up and held Lucky down with one paw on his back, and one paw over the diaper. It was still soggy and squishy, and even the seat had some moisture. The puppy really had let himself go completely.

“Wh-what are you…”

“Hush.” Patrick ripped the backside of the diaper, creating an entrance. And then he positioned himself to enter. He slathered himself with lube, and then started pushing.

Lucky groaned, grabbing at the sheets of the bed. “Yes!”

Patrick could feel how much Lucky was trying to relax. How willing he was to take Patrick’s length. He could also feel how quickly his hardness was softening. He finally managed to get an inch in, before his erection faltered and he had to retreat.

“It isn’t working.” Patrick said.

Lucky whined.

Patrick squeezed the diaper bottom. It felt so good under his paw. Lucky had wet himself on the panther’s orders. The puppy would do anything that Patrick wanted. And it was not enough. Not for this.

Perhaps it could be for something else.

Patrick pulled out another toy. The one he had kept as back-up. “Do you recognise this?”

“It looks… it looks like your dick.” Lucky said.

Patrick handed over the silicone dildo. It had been a bitch to make so quickly, but it was a good thing he had taken the time for it. He tossed over the bottle of lube. “Play with it. I’ll watch.”

Lucky was hesitant at first, slowly taking the lube to slick up the rubber cock in his paws. He kept looking to Patrick for confirmation that this was really what he was supposed to be doing. But then he positioned himself for it and started pushing it in. He gasped as he pushed in the toy inch by inch, regularly retreating just a little bit and pushing in deeper. He had to bite down on his arm to keep himself from making too much noise.

And that wouldn’t do. Patrick retrieved the pacifier and told Lucky to suck on it. The pup was blushing bright, but did as told.

“This is what it would feel like to be fucked by me.” Patrick said. “Do you like it?”

“Y-yes, sir!” Lucky said around his pacifier, pushing the dildo in again and again.

“I took your erections. I took your adulthood. Now I’m taking the sex. You’re doing this as a show for me. A baby playing with his toys. I can’t make use of your muzzle or your tail. So your place will be to arouse me and then let me take care of myself.”

Lucky slowed to a stop, the realisation dropping in.

“Are you a good enough pet that you’ll be able to do that? Bring me pleasure without ever expecting anything in return?”

“Yes.” Lucky said immediately. He turned to look at Patrick, locking eyes before thrusting the dildo inside of himself again. “L-like this?”

Patrick pulled off his underwear and laid back on the bed. “That’s not how I’d use you. I’d go faster. And harder too.” He started pawing with his legs framing the show that was being performed for him. The sounds Lucky were making were perfection, part embarrassed and part unfathomable pleasure. 

With the shape of the toy, it was so easy to fantasise about being the one railing Lucky. To think he was showing that puppy his place. To give him his reward for obedience.

Lucky had his eyes closed, lost in the pleasure of Patrick’s cock fucking him. Each thrust went in deeper. God. It was already as deep in as the cat had been able to take it. And lucky was still going further. “I’m going to take it all.”

“Do you think you can handle that?”

“I can if it’s yours.” Lucky panted. He grunted as the cock went past the point of pleasure, pressing against the entrance of the colon. But he did not hesitate for one second. He retreated and went it just as hard again.

“Just a little bit more.”

Lucky did his best. And then he did it. He pushed the dildo into his colon, his eyes shooting open and moaning loudly. “D-daddy…”

And Patrick lost it, pawing himself like crazy. It took only a few more moments for the panther to come all over his chest, breathing in deep satisfaction. That had been precisely what he had needed after all of Lucky’s teasing.

Lucky slowly pulled the dildo out, panting and frustrated. His paw went to the front of his diaper, rubbing futilely and groaning at the lack of pleasure. “Can I please be unlocked?”

“No.” Patrick said. “But you can keep using the dildo as long as you want.”

Lucky tried to push it in again, but his arm was too weak for it. Lucky rubbed at his hand and wrist, both cramping from going far past their normal endurance to give Patrick his show. “I’m pretty sore actually. Are you sure I can’t be unlocked?”

“You’ll get an orgasm tomorrow morning. When I’m horny enough to help you with it.” Patrick said. “For now, crawl over here.”

Lucky nodded, doing as told.

Patrick gathered up as much of the cum as he could and held it out. “Clean up my paw.”

Lucky squeaked, before lowering his muzzle with a blushing face. He gave a careful lick. And then another.

The tongue was still unpleasant, but Patrick could handle it much better on his paw than he could on his dick.

“You’ve been such a good boy, you deserve to have my seed inside of you. Even if it’s in a round-about way.”

Lucky seemed to realise the implication, and set to licking with twice the enthusiasm as before. When he was finally done, he sat back, licking his lips and waiting for the next order. The poor sub was so horny and frustrated, hungry for more.

But the only thing Patrick wanted to do was sleep. He grabbed a new diaper for the pup. “Get a shower and get cleaned up from that awful smell. Put on a new diaper in the bathroom.”

Lucky’s ears fell. “The urine smell? It’s only there because you told me to wet myself.”

“I can deal with the smell of a wet diaper. I like it. It’s the dog smell that needs fixing. I need you recently showered if you’re going to sleep in the bed with me.”

Lucky’s eyes widened. “O-of course sir.”

“No.” Patrick said, considering. “When it’s just the two of us, I prefer daddy.”

“O-okay…” Lucky swallowed. “I’ll be right back, daddy.”

Lucky crawled into bed and Patrick cuddled up to him. As suspected, it felt nice to have a diaper seat pressed against his crotch no matter the species. There was still a little bit of dog smell, but Patrick could learn to live with it. He could, if it was Lucky.

A better attempt (Six months later)

Patrick needed only two drinks before he could spot the lion wearing leather. Assless chops and none of the confidence a dom wearing that outfit should display. The panther bought him a drink and they hit it off quickly. The lion had been coming to the gay bar for years, but this was the first time he had dared wear anything as adventurous. He had been hoping it would help him hook up with someone.

And it did. 

Patrick opened the door to his apartment and was pleased to find Lucky standing ready, holding out a tray with cocktails while wearing the outfit laid out for him exactly as instructed. The dog hood really helped him with his confidence and the doggy harness let him feel like he was not completely naked. Even as he was forced to show off the diaper with baby print between his legs.

“I knew you said you had a pet, but this wasn’t quite what I was picturing.” The lion laughed, taking the offered drink. “I can’t believe you can even get aroused with someone around who wears diapers.”

“It turns him on to be forced to wear them.” Patrick said. “And it turns me on to force him.”

“Still, I bet you could get a sub who doesn’t have such weird tastes. I could hook you up with the local chat group. You could have someone better in a few hours.”

Lucky whined.

“Shut up.” Patrick snapped. “Look, you have two choices here. You can keep insulting my pet and get thrown out on the curb with blue balls. Or you can join in on the fun and get your brains fucked out.”

The lion swallowed. “Wh-what do I need to do?”

“Just need to do some teasing.” Patrick instructed. “You would think it’s just the diaper that’s keeping this baby puppy from joining in on the fun. But underneath it, he’s wearing a chastity cage.”

“Oh.” The lion blinked a few times. “So… just like a little baby, he can’t even get hard?”

Lucky’s shoulders dropped, but this time it was out of embarrassment instead of discomfort.

Patrick licked his lips. “Precisely. I’ve been trying to teach him not to talk during pet time, but he keeps screwing it up. It’s been four weeks since his last orgasm. He’s getting pretty desperate.”

“I guess that… if he really wanted to come, he would be a better pet for you.”

“He’s trying.” Patrick sipped the cocktail. “Delicious. Good boy. And not a peep out of you yet. At this rate you can get your reward soon.”

Lucky’s tail started wagging happily, crinkling with every wag.

They really had come a long way, and Lucky had been an eager puppy the entire time. Patrick still remembered coming home from work the first time after Lucky had started wearing. The panther had belatedly realised they had never discussed taking breaks from the padding for emptying the pup’s bowels. And Lucky had admitted to being doubtful about using his diapers like that, but finding only the risk of disobeying Patrick more distasteful.

Patrick had made Lucky describe it and the embarrassment Lucky had felt during the entire ideal had turned Patrick over to the idea of never allowing any breaks. Lucky had to use his diapers like a baby for all its intended purposes. Just the thought of it made Patrick hard.

Patrick’s first pack had only lasted a week. When Lucky had not backed down after that time, Patrick had confiscated all of Lucky’s old underwear, and had placed an order for a month’s worth of diapers. Lucky had been so embarrassed when he had seen the large stack he was expected to go through. Even more embarrassed by how much he liked the different varieties.

His chastity cage had been replaced with the customised steel model. It was so hefty that it seemed like a permanent feature of the pup’s body. Lucky was forced to admit it was so comfortable it felt like it wouldn’t ever have to be removed again.

All of the gear had seen upgrades as Lucky’s position in Patrick’s life had solidified. The collar had a special lock and a personalised tag. The puphood had been custom fitted. They had purchased a variety of outfits for Lucky inside and outside of the house. From a full leather body suit that Lucky had worn to a pride event, to onesies and short-alls for his daily chores.

The dog cage in the living room had been moved to the bedroom. Because even when Patrick wanted to punish lucky, they had reached the point where it would be cruel to banish him from the bedroom entirely. The dog bed was still in the room as well, though it was rarely used for sleeping anymore.

Every day Patrick was pushing the puppy a little bit more, and every day Lucky responded by obeying with more enthusiasm.

They finished their drinks and Patrick pulled the lion into the bedroom. “I like your outfit, but I’m afraid it has to go. I have some other leather I can put you in though.”

The lion purred as he was undressed and was pushed onto the bed. The lion was lying on his belly as Patrick fitted the leather wrist restraints over his paws. Lucky took his place at the foot of the bed, on his doggy bed, on his knees to see what was happening.

Patrick yanked up the lion’s tail and wasted no time inserting himself.

The lion moaned out in pleasure.

And Lucky was staring with his big puppy eyes. Patrick knew the dog preferred to be elsewhere while the panther was having his fun. That this was a kind of torture. But it was a torture the dog chose for himself, because Patrick had told him how much it turned him on to have Lucky watch. 

The dog spent all week obeying commands. He had been stripped of clothes, freedom, and even control over the most basic of bodily functions. All because it turned Patrick on. Patrick felt like he owed the dog some pleasure, but he was unable to provide it. No matter what the dog did, no matter how much he debased himself, his body would never be able to provide the kind of pleasure that a random feline from a bar did.

And Patrick loved rubbing the pup’s nose in that fact. Another humiliation. Just another aspect of their play that made Patrick horny beyond belief.

“Does he have to watch?” The lion asked.

Patrick pushed in deeper. “You’re free to leave if the arrangement isn’t working for you.”

The lion groaned. “N-no. This is fine.”

It was not hard to pound the lion’s ass. He had been pent-up all week and it was good to let out his frustrations. He was also rock hard, seeing his diapered puppy so close and doing as told.

They had made another copy of Patrick’s dick, this one to be used as a plug. Lucky had been ordered to put it inside of himself while the panther was at the bar. So all the while that he was watching the lion get plowed, he was feeling that same cock inside of himself. And he could imagine being in the lion’s position.

Patrick came with a loud grunt, filling the lion’s ass after what felt like a week of foreplay.

The lion panted. “That’s exactly what I needed.”

“Now you just need to come.” Patrick said. “Get on your back.”

The lion obeyed, though he wasn’t sure what was going to happen next. He had been hard as stone during the entire mounting session, and turning around revealed his long dick sticking straight up.

“Lucky, you’re up.”

The lion’s hips wiggled as Lucky crawled onto the bed. He was still chained by the wrist cuffs. “Is he okay with that?”

“He’s my pet. He doesn’t have a say in how I use him.” Patrick said. He undid the puphood that had muzzled the pup. Patrick rested one hand on the diapered bottom, encouraging Lucky to take in the lion’s member into his muzzle. When he patted the diaper, he could feel the base of the plug. That meant Patrick knew exactly where to push to make his puppy squirm.

The lion had more questions, but they were silenced when Lucky went to work. Though Patrick had never grown a taste to the canine tongue, the consensus amongst his lovers so far was that Lucky was extremely skilled. 

Lucky had often said he felt humiliated by the action. This random guy that had just received the kind of attention from Patrick that Lucky dreamt of every single night, and then being forced to give them even more pleasure. To help Patrick make it fun for a sub who wasn’t Lucky. But if Patrick wasn’t able to force Lucky to suck the panther’s cock, making him suck someone else’s was the second best option.

The lion came soon, and Lucky lapped up all the evidence.

“Such a good boy.” Patrick petted the pup between his ears. “On your back.”

The puppy obeyed without question.

Patrick had to take care of the lion first though, unlocking his cuffs. “And you were a good kitten. I had fun and I hope you did too.”

“I did.” The lion said. “What are you going to do with him?”

“He’s entitled to a reward.” The panther said, taking the chain from his neck and using the key to unlock the steel cage inside of Lucky’s diaper. “This should only take a few minutes. You can take a shower and I’ll be done by the time you’re back.”

“C-can I help?”

Patrick smirked. “In what way?”

“I’m not sure… but it feels like I should after he finished me off.”

Patrick grabbed the puppy by the collar and made him sit up. He turned to the lion. “How do you feel about water sports? His diaper’s too dry to hump.”

“Peeing inside of the diaper?” The lion made a face.

“No.” Patrick demonstrated by straddling the puppy’s lap, which caused Lucky to whimper in anticipation. “See how I’m aiming towards his tummy. The diaper’s just going to catch whatever runs down. You can pee against his back.”

Lucky whimpered more, but there was little to be done for him as soon he was being hit with two warm streams of urine.

“This is me marking you.” Patrick said. “You belong to me, pet. And you shouldn’t forget that.”

Lucky swallowed and shook his head. 

“And if I make you be a urinary for our guests, you don’t get a say in that either. You’re just going to sit there and be used because I ordered it.”

“Y-yes sir.” Lucky said.

The lion stepped back when he was done, unsure of what to do next. Patrick stepped back too. He gave the padding a few seconds to absorb everything. It looked properly soaked, and Lucky’s knotted erection was already causing it to tent.

“Rub yourself.”

Lucky’s paws were fast. He had gotten the paddle for touching his padding outside of chastity before, and had been well conditioned to wait for the command. But now that he had that permission, he went to work.

When they had first started, Patrick had limited the dog to one orgasm a day. The pup had been allowed to paw, but not allowed any privacy. He had been forced to pleasure himself in front of Patrick and describe his fantasies. After that first week, Patrick had started with the new rule that Lucky could only come while rubbing his diapers. It had taken the dog two days of unsuccessful attempts before he had managed to do it out of pent-up frustration. That success also marked another turning point. After that, Lucky’s fantasies started including the diapers.

“What are you thinking about?”

“Your scent, sir.” Lucky said. “How you’ve marked me and how I’m only allowed to touch the dick that belongs to you because you’ve given permission. That I can still taste your lover’s seed on my tongue, feel his warm piss on my bottom. Th-that my diaper’s crinkling so much.”

The lion looked at the scene in amazement. “He’s being really honest.”

“That’s because he’s a good boy.”

“I want to be daddy’s good boy.” Lucky said. “I want to be the one getting mounted and still feel seed running out of my backside while I’m being put in a new diaper. I want the… the lion…”

“Oh?” Patrick smirked.

The lion stood at attention.

“I liked it when he peed on me. My diaper seat isn’t usually so wet. It makes me feel little. And he made… he made these nice sounds while being fucked. I want to fuck him too. Make him make those noises.”

“But you can’t, can you?” Patrick said. “Because your dick is locked up.”

“I can’t do anything with it without permission.” Lucky nodded, breathing more heavily. “I can only watch helplessly as daddy pleasures someone in ways I never could.”

“What else are you thinking about?”

“I’m feeling naughty.” Lucky said. “Because I didn’t wet myself enough for my reward. Because I needed help. I’m thinking about being over your lap, sir. About the big paddle.”

Patrick could feel the stirrings in his groin. “I can’t let such naughty behaviour go without consequence.”

“Y-yes sir.” Lucky said, rubbing harder at his diaper.

“On all fours.”

Lucky whimpered but obeyed, humping air. It made his soaked padding move front to back, but did little to give him the stimulation he craved.

Patrick grabbed the paddle. “You want to help? We’re going to need a gag.”

The lion snapped out of his trance and started looking around him. He opened the cupboard and found one. “How about this?”

Marvellously wicked. “Yes, it will do.”

It was shaped around another replica of Patrick’s dick, filling up most of Lucky’s muzzle before locking around the back of his head. Lucky was squirming with excitement, breathing heavily around the gag. It was enough to gag him if they left it in too long, but Lucky enjoyed setting new records every time. And now he was being speared by Patrick’s cock on both ends.

Patrick raised the paddle and let it fall down on Lucky’s bottom. It made Lucky let out a muffled moan. Despite the padding, there was pain. Because of the plug, there was discomfort. And yet both of these led to pleasure for the pup as well.

“Keep making sounds like those, and I’ll get aroused enough for a second round.” Patrick warned the puppy.

And he could see the squirming increase. Lucky always felt so much more turned on when he knew he was doing something that was driving Patrick crazy.

The other nine hits were over far too soon. And if it were up to Patrick he would have kept going. But this was not a real punishment. It was helping his puppy come. And the foreplay was done now.

Lucky almost moved back on his back to paw himself, but Patrick forced him to stay in position. “Be a good boy now.” He said. “Show me how much you like being my puppy.”

And then Patrick put his paw on the front of Lucky’s diaper and started rubbing like crazy.

Lucky moaned around the gag, the sudden stimulation surprising him.

The lion was coming closer, rubbing his new erection. “This is so hot.”

But Patrick only had eyes for his pup. And with such strong stimulation, there wasn’t much needed to push him over the edge. Lucky groaned as he shot his orgasm into his diaper front, and spasmed against Patrick’s paw.

The lion seemed to enjoy listening to the orgasm, shooting out his cum against Lucky’s back with a few grunts.

“Good boy.” Patrick said, giving a few gentle pats. He carefully removed the dog’s gag and then untaped the diaper slowly enough that he could remove the plug without hurting him. A few wipes cleaned the area, before he put the chastity cage back on. It was better to do it now right after orgasm, they had learned. Just a few minutes later Lucky would be aroused enough for another round.

“I think we can all use a good shower.” Patrick declared. “It’ll be a tight squeeze, but we’ll all fit. Especially since Lucky here will be the one cleaning us.”

Lucky was still panting, but nodded sharply. “Y-yes, sir.”

~*~

Patrick slept great. He had a loving pampered puppy cuddling up on him on one side, and a submissive lion snuggling against his other.

Said puppy had snuck away at daybreak to cook them breakfast and was waiting for them with his paws against his chest.

“Good boy.” The lion said, scratching the puppy’s tummy. “You know there’s this pup even next month in Portland. You might enjoy it there.”

“That sounds fun.” Patrick said.

“Yeah, though the crowd I hang with wouldn’t like the diapers. Do you wear those in public as well?”

Lucky nodded. “I don’t feel myself without them. There are a lot of events we have to skip because I can’t go diapered.”

Patrick smiled gratefully at the pup. Lucky had been so willing to pretend to be the one who liked diapers. It had even been his idea. He said it was because Patrick always looked so disappointed having to ask Lucky to wear enough clothes to cover the diaper on Friday nights. Patrick had been too nervous to tell random strangers he had a thing for seeing other wearing them. Instead Lucky humiliated himself and revelled in the way Patrick was turned on by it.

All those events that they had to skip, was because Patrick wouldn’t like Lucky to be outside of diapers for them. Of course, they still went to most of them with Lucky wearing a thin diaper underneath his clothing. But they weren’t going to spread that information easily.

Lucky had his doggy bowl closer to the ground next to Patrick. He always tended to do that when someone else was in the home and a touch of insecurity troubled him. Like Patrick would ever leave that puppy after all they had been through.

The breakfast was delicious. Lucky had taken to making a small spread for Saturday mornings, giving several options. Whatever was left over, was repurposed into lunch. This morning Patrick enjoyed buttered toast with some tomato soup.

“I could get used to this.” The lion smiled. “Do you want to do this again some time?”

“We can exchange numbers.” Patrick said. “Keep in touch and see down the road where it takes us.”

The lion nodded, writing down his number for the panther. He was soon off, thanking both of them for the unforgettable night and the delicious food.

Patrick settled on the couch. He could probably get an episode in before he had to take Lucky our for their weekly chores.

“You always say that.” Lucky said, sitting down and cuddling up against Patrick. “And then every week you come home with someone else.”

“I’m letting them down easy.” Patrick said.

“Isn’t there any one of them you liked enough to let them come back?”

Patrick shook his head. “I’m trying to do numbers. Can’t sleep with every feline in the city if I start repeating myself. I’ve got a reputation to uphold.”

Lucky poked him. “Liar.”

“What’s this about?”

“You kept saying you didn’t want me as a boyfriend, only as a pet. I assumed that was because you were looking for someone else. Why aren’t you?”

“It’s complicated.” Patrick sighed. “I didn’t have time for dating before. I got home exhausted from work and I barely had enough energy to make myself dinner, let alone to work on dating someone. I let myself have one night a week to hook up with someone, and figured I would let it lead wherever it lead. It wasn’t until you started doing all my chores that I have the energy again to date.”

“Then why are you always coming home with someone different?”

“I like the chase.” Patrick admitted. “But I did see people multiple times before. I didn’t always have enough money left over in the budget to go to a bar so I would have no choice. And yes, sometimes I remembered somebody I had slept with before and I missed them enough to meet up again. I’m not doing that anymore.”

“What changed?”

“I am looking for a boyfriend. And everyone I bring home is okay, but they aren’t good enough.”

“By what metric?”

Patrick sighed. “I want someone who walks in the door and likes you right away. Not after I correct them. Not after I promise them sex if they’re nice to you. I want someone who walks in this door and sees you wearing that diaper, and whose jaw will drop to the floor because they see right away what it took me so much longer.”

“Oh.” Lucky flushed, cuddling up against Patrick. “I hadn’t realised.”

“It’s no secret that you’ve had to do a lot to make me love you, and that you love me more than I do you. I can’t change that, no matter how much I try. But the least I can do is search for a boyfriend who can love you in a way that I can’t.”

“I don’t need your boyfriend to love me.” Lucky said. “I just need someone who makes you happen.”

“He’ll have to do that too. He’ll have to be hot and a good submissive, but also someone who can be a dominant for you. Do all the things to you that I fantasise about but I’m not able to.”

“And I suppose he has to be rich and famous too?” Lucky smirked. “You’re setting impossible standards. Part of building a relationship is compromise. Look at how much I changed to be with you.”

“In the beginning you decided you loved me. All the rest was details. That’s the main thing I want. Someone who can love you. The rest we’ll figure out.”

“And what if you never find someone?”

“You’re not so impossible to love, puppy.” Patrick said. “We just need to find the right one. And after all I put you through to earn a place on the bed, I can’t just add someone else unless they’re perfect. They have to earn their place. And a large part of that is liking you.”

Lucky pushed his muzzle into Patrick’s side.

“I love you, puppy.”

“Love you more.”

Yeah, Lucky did. But they found a way to make it work anyway.
�Bit more contemplation





