The Deer Shaking off Fear

Umber, an Umbreon master that used to live with five pets, now only has four after his dominance was challenged. Wily, a Riolu dom, made a bet that he could take all of Umber’s pets away from him. It was laughable, until suddenly it wasn’t.

Chapter 2: Fall

Umber was still shaking. Umber had spent the night with Mikael, the one pet Umber felt like he could be vulnerable to. After last night’s humiliation, he had not had the energy to be dominant. But he had still been horny and he had needed some outlet. Mikael was still half asleep as he pinned Umber down and mounted him so hard that Umber came without even touching himself. He had stayed knotted in the Mightyena’s embrace for the rest of the night.

“Is Lucas under the shower?” Hazel asked. “I was looking forward to seeing the damage. Did you even leave him in one piece?”

“Lucas didn’t come home last night.”

“Oh no.” Sarah said. “Did something happen to him.”

“He’s chosen to stay somewhere else.” Umber grit out.

As much as he tried to hide his discomfort, it was hard not to let it affect him. He had thought Lucas was loyal to him, but he should have realised his most recent pet would be the easiest to take away. Part of him wanted to say something to the rest of his little family. To say something about how much Umber cared for them and how much it would hurt if anyone else were to leave.

But no. That would do them a disservice. Just because Lucas betrayed him, did not mean any of the others would.

“We’re going to have a party tonight.” Umber said. “Just the five of us.”

“My boss asked me to work late.” Hazel said.

“And you will tell him no.” Umber said. “And I will make it worth your while.”

Hazel grinned, running a hand through her hair. “Fuck yes. I’ll tell him where he can shove his overtime.”

Umber nodded with satisfaction. The mood around the breakfast table was lifted.

“Count me out though.” Mikael said. “I have plans I can’t cancel.”

That was a shame. Though Mikael would never be an actual submissive for Umber, it was still nice seeing him walk around naked. Mikael pretended to be a pet while around the others, and sometimes Umber could make him do some interesting things. Umber would order him to lie on his back and show off his tailhole. Umber had often fantasised about claiming it, and while all of them were together, the way Mikael would act would let Umber think it could happen.

Of course, once in private Mikael would take his revenge for the humiliation, and that was its own reward.

“The four of us then.” Umber said. “I can’t wait.

That evening, Umber visited the sex shop before he went home. He got the deluxe package of lubricants, all different flavours and styles, together with an assortment of new toys for everyone to try. He had found a small bullet vibrator that Sarah would enjoy, letting her pleasure herself without having to put anything in her virgin entrance. He even had the shopkeeper package everything like little gifts.

As soon as he got home, Hazel was all over him, excited about their gifts and demanding to open hers immediately.

“We can open them after dinner.”

“Which is ready.” Sarah called out with a smile.

The dinner table was set out with the good plates, and Sarah had outdone herself. The only problem was the empty seat at the table, which was burning a dark pit inside Umber’s stomach.

“Where’s Rai?”

~*~

The lion rubbed at his neck. Just a few hours of basic calculus lessons and stress was already flooding his body and tightening his muscles. It might even be worse, if he did not have the evening’s fun to look forward to. Umber’s parties were always a delightful mix of humiliation and pleasure. Just the thing Rai needed to get rid of the stress.

And to think there had been a time when he had spent every waking hour working to get his doctorate. Just thinking back to it made him shiver. Maybe in a few years he would think about expanding his hours again and challenging himself. But for now he was happy. And that was more than he could say for quite a while.

He was almost finished packing up when the door to his classroom opened.

“My office hours are on Wednesday.” Rai said automatically.

“I’m sure you can make an exception.”

It did not sound like any student the lion recognised. When Rai turned around he could see the Riolu, standing with a pride that made him look taller than he really was.

“Going to try your talks on me?” Rai asked in amusement. “You’re not as impressive as you think you are.”

Wily walked into the room, closing the door behind him and locking it shut. “I managed to convince Lucas, didn’t I?”

“Look, I get that you’re trying to show off. But you don’t understand. Umber was there for me during a very difficult time in my life. I’m not going to turn away from him.”

“How loyal. What I don’t understand though is what Umber has done to earn your admiration. I’ve seen the way he takes care of you. And I’ve seen the way in which he lacks. I can’t help but feel like you’ve been out in the storm and gotten under the first umbrella you saw, mistaking it as shelter. You’re drenched and shivering and convincing yourself you’re dry and happy.”

“Get to the point. I teach Math, not English.”

“Fine then. You need a tougher hand than Umber is providing.”

“What’s that supposed to mean?”

“I saw you at Umber’s party. I saw right through you. You did something wrong and you needed correction. Your body was craving it. And Umber failed to provide it.”

“There were just a lot of people around.” Rai protested, a blush creeping on his face. “He punishes me plenty well in private.”

“You don’t look like someone who’s had a proper punishment. I think you’ve been getting away with naughty behaviour for so long that you’ve forgotten what it’s like to face real consequences. To have your butt burn instead of glow.”

Rai swallowed. His pants felt tighter.

“I don’t have a talk for you. That’s not what you need. Instead I bring much needed consequences. And since you’re just a naughty little lion, you’re in no position to refuse them.” Wily walked by the blackboard and picked up a ruler, examining it for thickness.

“I’m not going to cheat on Umber.” Rai said, no matter how appealing this all sounded. No matter how much he wanted to feel that ruler strike him.

“I’ve heard about your rules. You’re not supposed to have sex with anyone other than him. There’s nothing in there about being punished.”

“There’s not?” Rai had to go over them in his head. “There’s not.” He could do this. He could do this and he could still be Umber’s pet. He checked the clock. “I have fifteen minutes. I can… I can give it a go.”

“A proper punishment is measured in hours, not minutes.” Wily said. He cracked the ruler on his paw. “Drop your trousers and bend over.”

Rai had to swallow. He considered himself one of Umber’s most loyal pets. But his dick was getting hard to ignore. And it had been so long since Umber had taken him over his knee. He was used to getting teasing pats on his bottom, to getting threatened with a good time that never came. Rai used to think that was fine. It wasn’t his place to want anything as a pet. But surely, that also meant that with how badly he wanted this, it was going to be okay.

He was a naughty lion for wanting this. And there was only one treatment such a naughty lion deserved.

Rai’s face was flushed as he undid his belt and lowered his pants. He bent over his desk, taking a firm grip on the wood.

Wily wasted no time. He stepped forward and let the first hits of the ruler come down swiftly and mercilessly. Rai winced, his mouth opened to let out his little grunts of pain. His erection was pressing uncomfortably against the desk.

“Those are some nice marks if I say so myself. Would you like to see them?”

Rai nodded beside himself. He heard the phone camera click and then Wily walked over to show off the result.

“I always like the first strikes. You can still see each individual hit.”

Rai swallowed at the sight of his own ass. There were thick red lines on the picture, and part of him felt like this was what it should always look like. That the only thing wrong was that it wasn’t more red. He whimpered and licked his lips.

“Don’t you worry. I’m just getting started.”

~*~

Somewhere along the way, Rai had lost all his clothing. He had been sent to stand in the corner and Wily had pulled some articles off before they had continued. After a while, Wily had told him to undress the rest of the way and he had obeyed. He was sweaty and exhausted. His ass burned. His thighs felt like they were on fire. And he had never felt more submissive in his entire life.

“I think we’re done with the punishment for now.” Wily said, putting his belt away.

Rai let out a sigh in reluctant gratitude. A sigh of desperate frustration.

“It’s time for your reward.”

Rai wanted to. He wanted to desperately. But he still had his promise to Umber. “I-I can’t… I’m not going to cheat on him.”

“I know the rules, little lion. And I see how you’re a stickler for them. You want to please and do as you’re told. You want guidance and true punishment when you accidentally break the rules. I see you. You want to be a good kitten.”

Rai nodded. What was the point of having the naughtiness spanked away, if he wasn’t going to be better?

“But you forget that those rules only apply while you’re still Umber’s pet. It’s not cheating if you’re mine. So just say the word. And I’ll make sure you can finally be what you’ve always wanted to be. A good pet.”

Rai was panting. His head was fuzzy and it was hard to make decisions. He was confused. But there was one thing Wily was completely right about. The lion had never been punished like that. Umber did not have the self-control to last more than a few minutes before putting the paddle away and grabbing the lube instead. It’s what Rai liked and what he thought he wanted.

It just wasn’t what he needed.

“O-okay.”

“Call me daddy. And tell me to fuck you.”

“Y-yes daddy. F-fuck me…”

Wily’s paw landed harshly on Rai’s abused ass. “I don’t take orders from you, pet. You’re in for another round of punishment tomorrow morning just for that. First, hands on the desk.”

Rai complied. He leaned forward all he could, presenting his ass that was beaten glowing red. He was expecting Wily to be as ruthless a breeder as he was a dom. Instead Rai felt Wily’s paws around his dick. He gasped in delight when Wily started stroking him.

“Not just another round of what you had for tomorrow. I’ll have to be even harsher if you’re still enjoying yourself through what’s supposed to be a punishment.”

“Y-yes daddy.”

“I can’t mount you like this. Just a few inches in and you’d explode.” Wily said, stroking up and down the lion’s member. “What would your employer say if he found sperm spots on the carpet?”

“I’m sorry, daddy.” Rai moaned. “I-I’m close.”

Wily chuckled. “Of course you are, slut. You don’t even need this stimulation now that you’re this close, do you? I could just give you a few more licks of the belt and you’d come.”

“S-sir…”

“Do it then. Come for daddy.”

Rai bit into his arm to muffle the roar as he imagined the belt hurting him even more while he was forced to suck on Wily’s impressive length. He released his orgasm into Wily’s waiting paws without any more needed encouragement.

“That concludes your reward. Now let’s finish your punishment.”

Rai looked back to see Wily slicking up his cock with Rai’s seed. He pressed it between Rai’s cheeks, and the lion could feel the pressure against his tailhole growing.

“Not like a naughty little lion has earned to feel pleasure during his mounting. Maybe next time.”

Rai groaned with a frustrating pain as he felt Wily enter. There was a heat inside of him that he had never experienced before. He had no idea that he could feel this submissive without being horny. Or perhaps, that he could be this horny for cock even when his body had already climaxed. Umber had never managed it.

So while Wily claimed his ass, Rai did not feel regret about his decision. Just anticipation for when he would be a good enough pet to earn not just the penetration but also the pleasure of Wily’s cock.

~*~

Rai’s face was flushed. He had been ordered to hand over his underwear while getting dressed and was now trying to keep his tailhole clenched enough not to leak any cum onto the seat of his pants.

Wily was typing on his phone and Rai was so excited about going home with the Riolu that he had forgotten who Wily was probably texting. His new master had taken enough pictures during Rai’s christening that he probably had his pick to send to Umber.

“Come along now.” Wily said, after putting away his phone.

“To your home?”

“No. We have one more stop tonight.”

~*~

Mikael lapped at his beer. It was a Trappist imported from Belgium, served to him in a doggy bowl. He had his front paws on the bar and wagged his fully erect member from side to side seductively, just barely hidden by his coat. He made sure to keep an eye out for who was checking him out. A lot of subs couldn’t handle Mikael’s full length, but it was still fun to tease them about it. Some of them were good enough to try it and Mikael rewarded them by going slow.

Mikael was hoping to mount at least a dozen people that night. He did not often go out to be a dom, so he was planning on taking full advantage of it now that he was. Umber was fun, but he was too busy sticking his dick in whatever he fancied to be a bitch for Mikael as often as the Pokemon needed.

Though that was unfair. Mikael had fully agreed to the arrangement. Umber’s ass was a good fuck and Mikael liked being one of Umber’s pets, though he would never admit it. Being a dom was fun, but also lonely. And it was nice to wake up to Sarah’s breakfast and to cuddle up to people on movie nights. Mikael was happy.

And the little bit of happiness he lacked, he got from his monthly visits to the Gothic Asshole.

“I’ll have what he’s having.” The Riolu said as he took a seat next to the feral Pokemon.

“If you’re here to give me the pitch, I’m not interested.” Mikael said. “So you can move along now.”

“You haven’t even heard what I’m going to say.”

“I can guess the gist of it. But I’m only a submissive for Umber. Tonight I’m planning to dom.”

“Ah yes. Just tonight.” Wily gave a grin that was far too knowing.

“Do you doubt my capabilities?” Mikael turned slightly to let he coat he was wearing stop hiding his erection. “How about I make you feel how good I am first hand?”

“That’s a pass. Unlike Umber, I’m not so easily swayed.”

Mikael eyed him suspiciously. What did this interloper know? “I’m not sure what you’re implying.”

“Lucas told me all about you. Umber and you think you’re so subtle, but everyone knows Umber’s the one taking the orders behind closed doors.”

“Then why are you even trying?”

“A real dom wouldn’t subjugate themselves for parties and pretence. Which leads me to the conclusion that you’re not a full dom. Not like me and not even like Umber.”

“I’m comfortable enough in what I am that I can pretend otherwise.”

“No. You’re so afraid to admit you have submissive tendencies that you have to put up a play to indulge yourself even the tiniest bit. I’m comfortable with who I am and I will admit right now that I’ll spread my legs if I ever find a dom who’s able to better me.”

“Is that a challenge?” Mikael pulled back more of his coat. The night could be pretty fun after all if he could show this annoying newcomer a lesson.

Wily accepted his beer and took a long hard sip. “Impressive tool you’re packing. But not enough to sell me on. What other moves do you have?”

“Never needed anything else.” Mikael grinned. “Subs are lining up just to have a peek at it.”

“That’s sad. A real dom doesn’t need to show off his cock to have the subs eating out of his hands.”

“You’re just jealous.”

“What, you think I couldn’t steal away every sub in this bar if I dropped my trousers right now? Where’s the fun in that? I like to use my words.”

“Well, I like to use my dick. It’s faster.”

“I’ll bet you that without being able to sway that dick around, you’d be raising your tail within minutes.”

“Hah! Fat chance.”

“I’d have you licking out of my paws and begging for more.”

“I’d like to see you fucking try.”

Wily smirked. “That sounds like consent to me.”

~*~

Mikael had to blink. He wasn’t quite sure where he was. It was too dark to tell. Everything was fuzzy after his talk with Wily. He vaguely remembered finishing his drink. And a rag pushed over his muzzle that smelled funny?

He shuffled uncomfortably. His coat was missing and he could feel metal around his paws. Restraints. And that wasn’t the only place he could feel metal.

The lights flipped on and Mikael could finally see where he was. It was a playroom of sorts and Mikael was dead in the centre. He had metal cuffs around his paws, which were chained to the ground. Around him were several pieces of furniture used in restraining people in various ways. There was a breeding bench and an X-cross mounted on the wall. The room was also lined with spanking implements, dildos and buttplugs.

He looked between his legs and cursed. Just like he had thought, there was a chastity cage trapping his cock. It was high-quality steel as well, unbreakable without some serious power tools.

“Let’s make a deal here.” Wily said as he walked into the room. He was only wearing a bathing robe and the way it hugged his body made it look like he was naked underneath it.

“Let me go!”

“You’re free to go whenever you wish. But I’m not giving you the key to your cage without conditions.”

Mikael growled at him.

“If you’re as much of a dom as you say you are, then this shouldn’t affect you. Convince me that you hate it, and I’ll let you walk out of here unlocked from the cage.”

“And how am I supposed to do that?”

“Quite simple. Look at your dick and tell me how you feel when you see yourself locked up like this.”

Mikael rolled his eyes, but did as told. The metal cage hugged his dick and it was far smaller than it had ever been. It surprised Mikael that the cage had fit, even if he had been flaccid in his unconsciousness. “It’s supposed to be hard and you’ve trapped it.”

“I did.”

Mikael opened his mouth to complain, but his eyes were fixated on the steel. Such a small device and it was holding back such a huge cock. It was stronger than Mikael was, the tiny thing. It hardly made any sense. He knew he should just say he hated it. But somehow the words were not leaving his lips.

“What would you think about being locked like this permanently?”

Snowly let a whine escape involuntarily. His dick throbbed inside of the cage. He would loath it, he surely would. He was a dominant Mightyena who lived to make other men his bitch. But all that Mikael could think about were those men laughing at his locked-up dick and having their way with him. Without his dick, he was no longer a man. He was a bitch, meant for breeding.

Why the hell did that turn him on so much?

Wily approached, smirking. He slipped off his bathrobe to reveal his cock in a similar cage. He made his way to the back of Mikael. “I had you figured out from the moment I saw you. You’re not a dom. I’m guessing your dick got that big when you were a teenager and you liked the way people admired it. You met people who wanted to take your cock and you convinced yourself that made you a dominant.”

“No, I’m…” Mikael tried to find the words. He bit his lips instead.

“Raise your tail, bitch.”

Mikael did as he was told, not even sure why. The way Wily was talking was intoxicating, like there was not a trace of doubt in his mind that Mikael would obey.

Wily inserted a finger into Mikael’s tailhole and Mikael could not help but gasp in pleasure. What the fuck was that feeling?

“You’ve been so focussed on fucking others, you’ve never had anything inside of you before, have you? Not even to try?”

Mikael moaned. The finger was going deeper and rubbing at what had to be his prostate. God, Mikael could not silence his pleasure.

“Umber should have seen that side of you. He should have forced you to try this out. It’s not good for a sub to pretend to be dominant. And you’ve been a naughty little puppy for too many years now.”

Mikael arched his back. There was a second finger inside of him.

“I’m going to fuck you now.”

“Y-you’re wearing a cage.” Mikael breathed.

Wily simply smirked as he went to a closet and picked out a knotted dildo. “You’re the one who can only be a dom when unlocked. I don’t share that problem.”

Mikael’s eyes widened. It looked far too large to fit in him. He struggled in his restraints. “Let me go.”

“No.” Wily pushed the toy against Mikael’s tailhole until it entered.

Mikael felt like he was seeing stars. The was an object going inside of him that was larger than his actual cock right now. Because everything was larger than the tiny cage containing his excitement. An excitement that existed despite Mikael being a dom that was being dommed. It made no sense.

But it felt so right.

Wily was not gentle, fucking Mikael roughly with the dildo and thrashing his ass. Every time Mikael pleaded for Wily to go slower, Wily just pushed through. And Mikael learned to enjoy the new speed and intensity just like Wily knew he would.

Time seemed to go on forever for Mikael, feeling nothing but the intense ecstasy of anal sex that was forced on him. But eventually Wily slowed again and pulled out the dildo.

Mikael was panting, feeling thoroughly fucked. His cock was straining in the cage. And he knew that everything Wily had said was coming from a place of truth. Mikael had a submissive side that he had been ignoring. A side Umber had never been able to get out of him. Perhaps… Wily was the better master after all.

“You want me to be your pet, right?” Mikael asked. “Fine. I’ll do it, but I won’t be in this cage all the time. Once a week at most when I’m submitting to you. The rest of the time I’m your pet in name only, like I was for Umber. Just let me come and I’ll call you my master.”

“I’m sure that’s what you want.” Wily said. “But it’s not what you need. You are going to be my pet. And there are going to be no conditions. You’ve played the dominant enough. What you need is training and obedience. You are going to be my pet, but not because I’ll unlock you and let you come. You’re going to be my pet because I’m going to unlock myself now.”

Wily reached down to the discarded bathrobe and took out his chastity key. He unlocked himself and like magic, his cock grew immediately to its full glorious size.

“You waved your cock around for every little game and that made it tiring.” Wily said. “This is how you do it. You make someone submit. You make them realise what a bitch they are. And then you show them what they can have.”

Mikael swallowed. Wily’s manhood was every bit as beautiful as promised. Mikael thought he himself had been gifted by the gods with his big cock. Compared to Wily’s impossible miracle, Mikael was a joke. It only felt fitting that he had been contained by the chastity cage now, punished for his hubris.

“You are going to be my pet because that means I’ll fuck you. It’s as simple as that.”

Mikael wanted to snarl. He wanted to complain. But all he could do was drool. “Yes.”

“Good boy.” Wily smirked. “Time to let you feel what a real cock feels like.”

Mikael was afraid how much he would like it. He gasped out loudly when Wily entered him and it was exactly like the toy and nothing like it. It was warmer and softer. And it made Mikael feel like Wily’s bitch. Mikael had no idea how good it could feel to be on the receiving end of an insatiable manhood.

And boy was it good.

The feeling of his tailhole opening up wider than it ever had before, feeling not cold like silicone but warm and real. It was not just being forced to participate in Wily’s sexual games, but to be used for Wily’s pleasure. It was feeling Wily’s hard cock stretching him with no regard of how Mikael would feel about it.

And more and more was coming. Each time Mikael thought Wily had hilted, he had more inches to push inside of him. 

“I can’t take anymore…”

Wily’s paw smacked Mikael’s ass roughly. “Not up to you, pet.”

Mikael whimpered, his body radiating the intense pleasure he was feeling as warmth. This had to be what a bitch in heat felt like. He could not handle one inch more. But he craved more with his entire being. His ass wanted to clench, keep Wily from going deeper. But his tail raised itself higher, betraying Mikael’s true desires.

And finally, finally Mikael could feel Wily’s balls against his own. The heat of Wily’s body warming Mikael’s butt cheeks. The cock was so deep inside of him, it felt like it had reached his lungs. It would certainly explain why he had so much difficulty breathing. It was torture and Mikael thought his mind would break from the intensity of it. It was undiluted pleasure and Mikael wanted it to never stop.

Wily retreated and Mikael could not believe how wrong the emptiness felt. He wanted it back.

“Already humping against my cock?” Wily growled with amusement. “How quickly your true colours are shown.”

Mikael’s face burned with embarrassment. But it hardly mattered. He needed Wily’s cock back. He needed to feel complete again.

Wily finally reversed direction and started pushing in again. Mikael let out a long groan of satisfaction while he could still breathe. His throat caught when Wily hilted again, the cock assaulting Mikael’s prostate for just a second before moving back again.

“And already dribbling out of your cage?” Wily could not help but chuckle. “Like a bitch getting wet for her master. How fitting.”

Wily transitioned into slow thrusts, the tip pushing against Mikael’s most sensitive spot each time. Mikael had thought himself a dom, a good fucker. But he had never been able to fuck with such precision. His mountings had always been about his own pleasure, not the sub’s. Wily was somehow able to achieve both effortlessly. “H-how come you’re so good?”

Wily went faster and faster. “You silly, silly pet. This kind of skill comes natural to real doms.”

The Mightyena might have said more, but it was getting hard to parse words. The pleasure was overriding all of Mikael’s senses. That cock moving in and out of his body, faster and faster, harder and harder, until the rhythmic pressing against his prostate felt more like a continuous massage. His difficulty breathing was not limited to that final hilt, but instead was a constant feeling. He gasped for air where he could, but he was losing so much more with his moans.

His head was getting lighter. It was so hard to think. It was so hard to do anything but feel that immense pleasure that he had denied himself his whole life. To feel his own dick futilely attempt to get hard inside of its cage, as if a bitch like Mikael had any right to being stiff. It did not matter that being fucked without a cage would have been more pleasurable for Mikael. It did not matter that it could have been more comfortable, or it could have been easier.

His job was to just be a cock sleeve for his master, a good breedable pet. The pleasure of his cock was denied to him. To never be felt again without his master’s permission. All that he would be allowed to feel was the repeated thrusts going in and out of him, fucking up his brain until nothing but a submissive mess was left behind.

Somehow… Mikael could not wait.

And then Wily stopped. Snow could not believe how empty he suddenly felt without Wily inside of him. He had not felt Wily coming. What was going on?

He saw Wily walking around him, towards a small cupboard in the corner. His cock was fully erect, red from fucking. Mikael could not help but lick his lips at the sight of it. It was glistening with lube.

Wily reached down into the mini-fridge and pulled out a bottle of cold water. He gulped half of it down in one go, standing straight and angling his cock so Mikael could fully take it in. He smirked, before grabbing a doggy bowl and filling it with the rest of the water. He held it out for Mikael. “Drink, pet.”

Mikael nodded and lapped it up. He was used to eating and drinking from dog bowls, but somehow this felt worse than it ever had. More humiliating. This was not someone offering him a drink. This was a master hydrating his pet.

“I’m thinking about finishing up in someone else.”

Mikael looked up in alarm. “Wh-what?”

“Drink.” Wily said, pushing Mikael’s muzzle down again. “You were so reluctant to be fucked and kept telling me to stop. It sounds to me like you can’t handle my cock, pet.”

“N-no…” Mikael whimpered, finishing up the last of the water so he could turn his attention to Wily, could put on the most pleading face.

Wily chuckled. “You’re the fastest I’ve ever broken a ‘dom’ before. This is a personal record. Do you want more of my cock?”

Mikael nodded vigorously.

“Use your words, bitch.”

“B-breed me, daddy…”

Those were the magic words. Wily’s penis throbbed with need and he moved back into position behind Mikael. He entered again and he skipped all of the build-up of last time.

“F-fuck…” Mikael groaned.

Mikael was not sure how much time passed, just that he was grunting with every thrust and moaning with no more regard for his dignity. He just needed Wily’s seed inside of him. His throat felt raw, he was already thirsty again and he had to keep his eyes shut because seeing was too much stimulation when Wily’s cock hit his prostate and was milking him without ever even touching his caged cock.

Wily finally grasped Mikael’s tail tightly and came with groans of delights. Mikael could feel the thick cum inside of him, hot and sticky, claiming him as a pet. Mikael’s cock was small inside of its cage, like it already knew that a bitch like him did not deserve the pleasure of a man.

Wily slipped out and undid the chains. They both knew that the chains were no longer needed to keep Mikael from escaping. Where was Mikael going to go? A bitch belonged with her master.

“On your back.” Wily said.

Mikael could not believe he was obeying. But his ass was sore and he had never felt as humiliated before. His entire identity had been taken from him. He was not the kind of person who obeyed. And yet here was, doing as told. And feeling happy about it. Because all he could think about was how good it had felt to be put in his place, and hoping it would happen again as soon as possible.

Wily was positioning a camera phone to take a picture and Mikael whined. “Nothing public.”

“Don’t worry.” Wily said. He was holding up the key to Mikael’s chastity cage and putting it inside the frame. “This is just for Umber.”

Umber felt like a lifetime ago. Mikael was surprised to realise that he felt nothing for him anymore. He had been a nice piece of ass, but it was hard to imagine himself fucking anyone ever again. All he wanted was to present himself for Wily and feel that beautiful cock again. It had been rapture.

The picture snapped and Wily sent it away. “Now it’s about time that we get you to your new bed. We’ll start with a dog cage and see how much dominance is left in a few weeks, shall we?”

~*~

Umber had been devastated to see Rai’s betrayal. But even that did not compare to what he felt when he saw Mikael wearing a collar and chastity cage. Mikael had been the impossible pet, the one that would never submit to Wily because he had never submitted to Umber. Umber had asked him so many times. They had had so many conversations. And each time Mikael had said he would only ever be dominant.

Umber’s entire world was falling apart.

“Don’t ever leave me.” Umber said.

“What?” Sarah asked.

Hazel rolled her eyes. “You’re my brother. We’re stuck together no matter what, silly.”

Umber hid his eyes behind his paws, trying to conceal the tears. “Promise me.”

“Of course we promise.” Sarah said. She sat down next to Umber and cuddled against him. “You’re the love of my life. I’ll never leave you.”

Umber sniffed. Because his other pets had promised similar things. All this over a bet. Umber had been so stupid. Why had he risked all this over something so small? And fuck that Wily for dismantling his whole life over a silly bet.

Umber looked to his last two remaining pets. One was his girlfriend, the other his sister. It should be impossible to steal them away. With a steadying breath, he took them to the bedroom and took out a box of toys. He made Hazel wear a strap-on and made Sarah suck her off. He rode Hazel’s artificial dick and came over her tits. He watched as Sarah dismounted the dildo from the strap and then helped Hazel fuck herself with it. And as soon as the original orgasm had subsided, Umber pushed a plug under his tail and took over Hazel’s mounting himself.

They laid exhausted on the bed, cuddling together.

Umber looked to his last two remaining pets. It should be impossible to steal them away. But if there’s one thing that Umber had learned from this experience, it was that he should not be risking anything.

“I’m going to call Wily and call of the bet.”

His two pets held his paws as Umber made the call. He had never been more embarrassed in his life, but eventually Wily agreed to a meeting. 

Umber kissed them both on the head. “I’m sorry. This is all my fault. But I’m going to fix it now.”

~*~

Umber looked with distaste at the clientele of the coffee shop. It was supposed to be a kink business, but their idea of kink was fleeting and unimpressive. Gay men trying their first leather outfit. Straight women blushing as they bent over for a spanking. These were people playing at kink and Umber had never respected it.

But Wily had told him to come here and so Umber had put aside his regular reservations. He was sipping a latté and waiting for the Riolu to show up.

And so he did, with a far too big a grin on his face. “Hello Umber. Lovely to see you.”

“Cut the crap.” Umber said. “I’m here to call off the bet.”

“No thank you.” Wily smirked. He had a cup of espresso that he was nursing annoyingly.

“This has gone too far already.” Umber said. “This was supposed to be a joke, but you’ve really taken my pets away from me. You’ve made them betray me. You’ve taken the people I didn’t think you would. I’m putting an end to this before you go after the pets you have no way of getting and your futile attempts end up hurting them.”

“You’re the one who suggested this game.” Wily said. “Why are you so mad that I’m playing it?”

“I’m mad at my pets for making me lose. Look, just stop, okay? I’ll suck your cock. Just give me back my pets and stop what you’re doing.”

Wily’s expression sharpened. “We have entered a contest, you and I. I conquered your pets for myself and you’re not getting them back. And no, I’m not stopping here either.”

“What’s your damage, man?”

“I have this thing where I take being a dominant seriously. Where I care about my pets enough that they realise that it’s their place to be owned by me.”

“I take being a dominant seriously too!”

“No. You do not.” Wily took a sip of his coffee. “When a deer sees something that scares it, its first reaction is to freeze. Then it will shake off that fear and do what it must to survive. Fear reveals the true nature of the animal. A deer exposed to fear is not naturally courageous. It has to work for it. Do you think the mountain lion has to shake off fear whenever it’s hunting? No, it is born with courage and does not have to find it.

“What’s your point?”

“My point is that you pretend you’re like the fearless predator, but I see you shaking. I know your true nature.”

“My… nature?”

“Your nature as a submissive. It’s not that your pets are disloyal. It’s that you are a bad master, Umber. You were never supposed to own pets and I need only expose your incompetence to make them be drawn to someone better.”

Umber shook his head. “You’re tricking them somehow.”

“You can’t be so delusional that you can’t see it, can you?” Wily laughed. “I think you might be. You’re not a good master.”

“I am. And part of that is calling off the bet now. I’m protecting Sarah and Hazel and I’m not going to let you bother them with your tricks.”

“You’re not calling off the bet because you think it’s impossible for me to finish the job. You’re calling it off because you’re afraid I’ll succeed and you’ll be left alone. This has nothing to do with them and everything with you.”

“No.”

“And you shouldn’t feel like you’ll be left alone.” Wily smirked. “I’ll be there to have you suck my cock, after all.”

“Stop it.”

“I already know exactly what buttons to push to make them leave you. Have you figured it out yet? Where you’re making them unhappy?”

“They’re not.”

Wily finished his espresso and stood up. “You know where I live. If you truly think your former pets needs rescuing, come visit me and talk to them. Then you’ll see exactly how much happier they are now that they’ve found a real master instead of one pretending to be one.”

Umber stayed seated. Part of him wanted to follow. Surely he could talk to Mikael and make him see reason. Surely Lucas and Rai would see him and come back. Surely.

But Umber stayed seated, because the truth was that he wasn’t sure. He had seen pictures of his pets and they had all been enjoying themselves in ways that Umber had never managed. He was scared to visit Wily’s house and find out that it was a trap. That there was some cheat Wily was using that he could then use on Umber. He was even more scared to visit and find out that there was no cheat.

Umber sipped at his latté and preyed. He had two more pets. Surely they could stay loyal to him.

Surely.

