A wylde life.

By Sengir84

It was 2 AM. Michael Wylde looked down on his latest plaything. The tied-up and blindfolded Dalmatian bitch that was on his table was a new addition to the gang and she was quite eager to fuck her way up to the top. Of course, the higher-ups had no interest in a simple cum dumpster, but for someone like Michael, whose lust was near insatiable, she was good enough.
The 18-year old male white wolf was a convicted rapist and had a violent streak ever since primary school. He got in frequent trouble with authority figures, ranging from teachers to his adoptive parents to the police. No-one knew how to set him straight. He served some jail time when he was 14, but that only lead to him learning other ways to illegally get satisfied and get money too.
His latest shtick was hacking databases and blackmailing, but his inner self could never be contained for long. So for that, it was good someone like this was eager to throw herself at him. He was pretty sure she was totally into it as well. 
Still, having someone almost completely into the things you do to her, no matter how depraved, is still not comparable to the complete and utter dominance of someone who is not willing. Every once in a while Michael would still prowl the night town, looking for someone to sink his teeth in to.
He felt that urge rising once more when he heard the Dalmatian call.

“Where’d you go master? Please use me as you would like.”
“And who said you could talk slave!” Michael snarled at her, striking her leg with a whip.
The woman moaned, but stayed quiet. She loved the way Michael treated her.
“So, wizened up eh? I guess you expect a reward now.”
He slid a finger over her body, going from her neck down to her vagina. However, he stopped just before he reached the final goal and withdrew it.
He moved further and opened another door. In that door, a few dogs were sitting in cages. He never had trouble controlling the mutts either and figured that a dog like her could use a dog first. He opened the cage from a German Shepherd and lead it to the woman on the table. The Shepherd went straight for her vagina, licking the surface. 
The Dalmatian had no idea what happened. First the finger, then nothing and now someone was licking her. The fact that she could not see anything turned her on even more and she could no longer control her voice, letting out a slightly louder moan. However, this was immediately answered with a whip to her arm. “You are to stay quiet. Or should I assist you in that?” The woman closed her mouth and tried to hold it in as best she could, but she could not resist completely. She wanted to be whipped. So she moaned loudly again, and again, until she was gagged as well.

Michael was slightly disappointed. He knew she was defying him on purpose because she wanted to be punished. But this meant he didn’t have as much power over her as he wanted to have. 
He snapped his fingers, signaling to the German Shepherd to back off. He then untied her from the table and led her to a pole. He tied her hands together behind the pole and forced her to sit on her knees with her ass up in the air. He then signaled the dog to come back.
The Shepherd licked her for a few minutes, then mounted the woman. It took him a few tries but the dog plunged himself into the woman’s ass, quickly knotting her.
The Dalmatian had an idea of what was happening, Michael had done similar stuff before and his pack was quite famous within the gang, but being forced to have sex with a feral  dog still was something that she did not enjoy as much. 
Michael removed the gag and replaced it with his dick, telling the woman to suck it. She eagerly took it into her mouth and started bobbing her head matching the movements of the Shepherd behind her. When she felt the seed of the German Shepherd fill up her ass she started to move her head and tongue on her own, no longer able to use the momentum from the dog.
Michael grabbed her hair, unsatisfied with the rhythm, and moved her up and down himself. Roughly facefucking the tied down woman. After a few minutes he pulled out and came over her face.

Still not completely satisfied with the way she looked, he went back to the cages and released two more dogs. These Bullmastiffs were a bit larger than the German Shepherd. The latter just got his knot out of the woman and was called back into his cage by Michael.
Michael left the tied-up woman with the two dogs in the basement and went up for a bit.

He looked at his computer and checked the latest software updates. He quickly got the source code for the updates and started to look for new ways to get information out of leaks. His currently used lead was apparently patched up. He still had enough information out of the last leak to get a decent income and keep his bosses happy. 
He heard the bitch moaning in his basement and figured at least one of the two was working on her now. Just as he was contemplating going down to shut her up once more, he got an IM on his phone.
<URGENT: We need to talk. Have to give a warning>
He recognized the number. It was his boss. Michael guessed that a job went bad. Still, he knew better than to let the man waiting. The woman was still tied up anyway.

He went out of his house and drove a few blocks. Most of the gang was gathered already, but the grunts were suspiciously absent. Only the higher-ups and some of the tech guys were there. Michael himself only recently became one of the tech guys, so he knew the value of meetings like this.
The big one-eyed crow, the leader of the gang, grabbed a mic and started to speak.
“Alright, it looks like most of us are here. We have an urgent update on a few former gang members.
The traitor Richard Leostra is slowly gaining more influence amongst the authorities. I’d like to update his status to ‘do not mess with’. He seems to stay low and may have bettered his life, but the amount of influence he has gathered is substantial.
On a related note, he recently enrolled our formerly youngest member, Tassy Two-tail, in a primary school nearby. He seems to favor her over most of his other cubs in his orphanage, so be on the lookout when your actions might influence her or her contacts.

That is all for now. Split up carefully and completely. You all have your assignments.”

As the group split up once more, Michael got intrigued. Having someone updated to that status was no small feat, and he had an interest in Tassy as well when she was still with them. The thought of binding her to him excited him and he imagined all the thing he would do with the cub on his drive home. 
When he got back he went to his basement to survey the current scene. It had been almost 50 minutes since he left his home and as such, close to an hour since he left that woman there with his dogs. 

The Dalmatian woman was by now sprawled on the floor and soaked in the cum of the two Mastiffs. The two dogs themselves were just resting in a corner of the room. Michael lead them back to their cages . As the woman heard the scuffling of the cages and Michael’s footsteps, she tried to get up once more, but found it really hard while still being tied up to the pole and almost completely exhausted. 
Michael untied her hands and threw her over the table once more. This time he would have his turn with her. He didn’t bother with niceties, he never did. He grabbed her hair in his left hand and plunged his cock into her pussy. He needed more release after his last thoughts. He slapped her ass with her right hand while fucking her at full speed and within moments he shot his load into her.
The woman barely reacted anymore after being subjected to the situation for almost two hours. Michael released all of the restraints and took off her blindfold. As he started to move towards the staircase he told her: “Be out of here when I wake up. I’ll call for you when I need you once more.”
[bookmark: _GoBack]The woman weakly acknowledged that she heard him and collapsed. He left her there and went upstairs. As he went to his bed he thought to himself that he needed someone new. Just using this bitch was becoming a chore. Perhaps he should go out tomorrow.
