
Toy Boi:

By TerraMGP


High heels clicked on solid composite floor. The small wood-floored room easily devoured most sounds. Heavy panting and breathing. The sound of muffled groans. The soft caress of leather-on-fur. All of it faint save for the steps.


“You are pathetic, you know that?” a melodic voice finally cooed. A soft, black fleeced ram hovered menacingly in tight corset and thigh-high boots. The stiff sharp leather a bright white to contrast the natural coloration of its wearer. The figure bent down far pushing a soft bubble butt in the air, allowing his small cock to wave in a pretty pink cock cage along with swollen aching balls.


He was a ram, though few people would guess it at first. Be it a result of puberty blockers and low grade hormones, or perhaps simply a matter of naturally stunted maturity the corset-wearing figure had tiny bumps for horns and a soft girlish face only made more so by virtue of makeup and a shining silver septum ring. The ram boy grinned mischievously though shock white lipstick and laughed at the discomfort of his prey. His victim, for that’s what the well built Doberman before him really was.


“I thought you said you were willing to do anything for a little time out of the cage, slut.” the ram boi barked watching the blush on the canines face grow. “Yet here you are struggling to get a simple toy up that fuck-hole of yours. You should be grateful I didn’t find some truck stop to pimp you out in. I bet a nice big hog would have had no problem hilting himself in you no matter how much you whined and begged.


A ball gag kept the Doberman from speaking. He tried, muttering loudly though the hard rubber and something pushed in behind it. The sissy ram smirked and undid the simple gag pulling it free and with it allowed a pair of panties to fall out of his maw and onto the floor.


“I’m sorry Miss Daisy.” The dog yipped. His toned and taught ass pushed down once more getting a little more of the overly thick horse dildo into his tight and little-used rectum. “I’m trying. I promise.”

Daisy just rolled his eyes and sighed in comically exaggerated frustration. “You silly little worm. What, you thought the cage would come off and you’d get to touch it? You think after just one little month you were going to get a treat? Maybe I’d let you jerk off over my boots and lick it up, then you could walk out of here to pretend you’re a real man in the real world again?”

The canine looked away and whimpered. Even with his arms bound behind him it was clear he wanted to pull his face into his paws and hide it. It probably was what he thought, or hoped. Especially the way the pre dribbled down his rock hard shaft and over his knot. Finally free from the cage and reveling in the bliss of hitting its full, if not exactly impressive, length.


“Oh you silly, stupid boy!” Daisy cooed before pulling his face up against the sissy-ram’s crotch. The scent was somehow male, yet feminine. Much like the boy himself. Perfume and musk dancing over the sharp Doberman nose in a way that made his lungs scream for more. His heart thumping in his chest even as he looked up at the sissytress with hopeless pleading eyes.


The Dobie felt firm leather pushing against his shaft. A paw gripping his cheek and guiding it up forcing him to look into those big green eyes. His own trembling blue orbs filling with tears as he started to whine.


“Let me be clear with you.” Daisy cooed “You don’t get to cum today. You begged to be let out, and that’s all you’re getting out of this session. I’m being nice enough that the bad little puppy can goon for me. I mean, I have plenty of sluts who like to goon for me all the time. But they get to have their little cocks and clits free.” The words oozed from Daisy’s lips. His eyes lighting up as recognition passed though the canine’s face. An attempt to rise stopped by the merest pressure on the kneeling pups shoulders forcing his ample body back down to the point of discomfort with the scrawny sissy frame. Daisy cooed as she felt the stiff horse shaft toy bulging out his tummy just a bit. Grinding the caned shaft between his own stomach bulge and the ram’s boot.


“Please can’t I cum, Mistress?” The canine groaned. His long broad tongue began lapping at the cage, seeking out any little hole or opening it could. He pushed and prodded his nose into the soft pelvis fleece of the pretty Ram taking in snootfulls of that intoxicating androgynous scent. The look of absolute shame on his face did little to overcome his trembling moans of pleasure and lust while worshiping the sealed up shaft and dutifully downing any stray drops of pre that may grace his tongue.


Daisy allowed this, at least for a short while. The warm worshiping tongue probing and prodding every inch of flesh and fur it could reach while the poor puppy was stuck with eight inches of silicon horse dick still between his ass and the floor. The sissy ran his crop over powerful back muscles. A body sculpted for an MMA octagon now clenching and twitching helplessly too afraid to push any further down. Too weak from pleasure and submission to pull itself up off of the toy impaled deep within. The ram gave his puppy bitch a firm swat on the ass watching muscles clench and twist. A loud groan pressing into his pelvis as the tough canine boy groaned and whined before going limp against his sissytress .


“You really think you deserve to cum, you silly little worm?” Daisy snorted as he cast back his thick mane of curly headfur and cast a dour gaze at the boy. “How long do you think it was since the last time I let you spurt, hmm?”

“Twenty eight days, mistress” The canine barked. His hips starting to buck again. It wasn’t much, clearly more an attempt to earn favor than anything. But Daisy chuckled at it all the same.


“Twenty eight days. That’s it. That’s really all, hmm? As I recall that was a rather nice one too, wasn’t it? I let you hump a nice soft pillow while looking at my ass. I bet you imagined you were humping me the whole time didn’t you my silly little slut.”

The Dobie nodded his head meekly and tried to lean harder on the boot. Daisy pushed down on his shoulder before he could hump and the poor boi just whined helplessly.


“Do you know how long it’s been since I came last? Six months. Yet you don’t hear me whining do you? Don’t hear me begging like a bitch in heat. Why would I? I could rail your ass, or any other fuck toy I have crawling around worshiping me. Not that any of you deserve even the taste of pre I offer you.“ The ram snickered and licked his lips leaning in close. “So, why would I feel anything when you’re struggling with a couple of measly weeks? Look at you. All those muscles and still such a weak little nothing. “The words were clear. It was impossible to even call it an implication. Daisy swatted his submissive bitch on the thigh once more and started to bob on him causing the pup to groan as he felt another inch slipping into that poor rump.


“If you really want to cum maybe I should let my other pets take turns railing you. Using you. Maybe even stroke off over you myself. It would be a rather sad state of affairs. Disgracing myself so just to give you such an honor. Still if I do, maybe you‘ll stop yipping like a puppy and use those pathetic little balls to act like a man instead of the cock hole you really are!” Suddenly Daisy’s whole shin was resting on that powerful chest. His weight enough to push the pup back and nearly onto the floor. Even with his arms bound the Doberman was able to keep himself upright which seemed to please the sissy dommie enough that he stopped pushing back. Yet the position was a strain on every muscle the canine had and left him unsure if he could sit up again on his own even if he wished to.


“Fuck yourself.” The command sharp and foreboding. Daisy drawing only the barest hints of joy as realization crossed the canines face. “Right here. Like this. Hump on the toy. Get it in your slutty little dickhole. Show me It’s not a waste of time to let you hang around after you give me your silly tribute and I may consider letting you cum.” Daisy pushed the pups chin up and kissed him roughly. A simple tongue barbell lapping and licking around while the sub boy struggled to keep himself up. Basking in the utter conquest of the kiss while his body rocked up and down burning every muscle he had.


Things started slowly from there. The toned ass slowly pushed itself down on the shaft to take another inch. Pain and pleasure blooming in concert while he rocked his way down letting his swollen balls and throbbing cock ache their way along the well polished leather. Even with the hard leaning angle holding him back it was difficult to wedge more in when his body was so unused to it. Tears formed in the big blue eyes of the fighter Dobie while Daisy leaned back and eased a touch of the weight on him. Specifically to ensure the makeshift thrust of fucking himself would feel less pleasure from the grinding of boot and bulge than he wished.


“Oh I guess you really don’t’ want to cum that badly after all do you? Here I thought you were a tuff pup. Getting in the ring with all those big, strong, sweaty men. Hammering on each other until someone goes down. You think they’d still respect you seeing you like this? Think they wouldn’t’ just up and decide to bend you over and rail you themselves if they knew what a weak little bitch you are.” Daisy grinned oh so wide and gave the pup a slap on the face before pushing back down and growling. The trembling submissive struggled to bend his arms down and keep himself up while pressing back down on the toy sinking even further into the shaft and drawing out a girlish yelp of shameful pleasure.


“P-please, Mistress.” the canine barked “Whatever you want. I’ll be a good boy. I promise. Please let me cum.”

“Weak little bitch.” Daisy laughed. “You really can’t take it can you?”

“No Mistress.” The pup groaned


“And if I told you that you’d get to cum if you hilted yourself? That I’d paw off your pathetic little puppy cock myself if you can get it all in and fuck yourself like the whore you really should be?”

Daisy finally pulled back and insanely the pup boy began bouncing. His body clenched and his eyes tearing up while he made the effort to press himself down inch by painful, blissful inch on the shaft. It was an all too familiar sight. Bucking and bobbing. The slow build of a pistining rhythm as chiseled abs swelled and fell with each thrust. His red swollen puppy cock bounced freely at each heavy bucking thrust swallowing a tiny bit more of the shaft.


“What are you?” Daisy laughed haughtily.


“A bitch, Mistress.” The pup muttered already blushing hotly. The statement got him a swift crop swat to the chest that made his nipples burn from the supple sting.


“That’s not a real answer you silly little slut!” Daisy growled firmly as his slender hips cocked to one side “Don’t just tell me what you think I want to hear. Tell me what goes into that mushy little puppy brain while you hump yourself silly for your betters!”

“I’m a fraud!” He finally yipped as he got his way to three quarters down. Heavy drips of pre now dribbled on the floor in a puddle under him. The pup stopped and shivered with the swollen tummy curling his hands into fists as his brain struggled to make his body comply with the demand to violate himself. “I’m a pathetic, hopeless, needy little bitch-slut. I should be girled up and put out on the street to earn you money. I’m lucky you let me pay you tribute. I don’t deserve this body. Every time I walk in the ring I should get bent over and fucked.  B-because anyone who fucks my slutty ass is still straight. Still a real man. I’d be the luckiest pup in the world if you’d just bend me over and fuck me with your superior sissy cock, Mistress. If you could fuck my face. Put me in makeup and smear it around with your pretty ram jizz.”

This all came with sobs and groans as the boy hammered himself down on the shaft. The dam of masochistic lust now shattered and his cock standing stiff against the bulge in his stomach now fully exposed and on display for the one who utterly dominated him, body and soul.


Daisy’s response to this was simply to place the sole of his boot down on the tip of that red rocket and gaze contemptuously into the submissive play thing’s eyes. Watching sternly while the pup boy began to hump and fuck himself silently. This was his reward. What he was permitted for the weeks of enforced chastity and wonderful hours of physical and psychological torment Daisy put him though. 


“Remember.” Daisy cooed gently “I wanna hear you say when you’re about to cum. If you cum without permission, well, you’ll wish six months for a ruined hand job was what you’d get.” The ram licked his painted lips eagerly and gripped the short cropped headfur of his bitch boi. Yanking back and spitting in his face. Drinking in the eager, panting, whining moan of pure bliss as the telltale tremor moved up his spine.


“I-I’m cumming.” he finally barked only to feel the boot pulled away. The young man, his body trained for the better part of two decades to cope with any kind of physical assault, collapsed in a pile of jelly and need as Daisy yanked him forward, gaping his rump and leaving him curled on the floor in a puddle of his own shame and jizz. The promised crescendo of pleasure robbed from him leaving nothing but whining pleas and throaty little groans from an utterly ruined and sorely missed orgasm.


“Hmph… Silly pup.” Daisy’s boot soon pushed against the Dobie snoot, leaving him shuddering as he dutifully licked at the messy streaks of cum covering it. The ram watched the worship intently. Honest and desperate devotion given to the one who had left the poor pup so utterly broken and needy there on the floor. When he was finally satisfied Daisy finally bent down and began to slip a tight silver cage back around the deflating canid shaft. One quick click from the padlock and it was done. The session’s end clearly marked.


“Go ahead and get dressed, cunt.” Daisy giggled “I’m sure you have more training to do. Lucky you, I’m the one who gets to think about if you can cum at all later, so you can keep your mind on it.” The sissy watched his toy, his ‘client’, sheepishly lick the floor clean and going to the door of the dungeon space to gather up his oh so normal clothing. It took embarrassingly long for the fighter to dawn a simple set of jeans and a T shirt. Probably because those big blue eyes never left the lackadaisical Daisy standing oh so innocently in the middle of the dungeon space.


He pulled the wad of bills from the space between his chest and the corset. Daisy had already counted it out before the client got his little fun for the day. It was a trick Mistress had showed him to help let them feel weaker, as if they weren’t even trustworthy or competent enough to assemble the correct amount.


Giving the wad of bills a kiss the ram boi made his way to the locked door at the back of the dungeon space and climbed the stairs up to the small penthouse where a beautiful red fox woman luxuriated on a large round bed. She gave a passing glance from her phone towards Daisy and hung one boot off of the bed. Daisy quickly moved to kneel before the bed and nuzzle the boot reverently. 


“Enjoy yourself, little toy?” the platinum blonde fox cooed giving Daisy a little tap on the cheek with her boot tip.


“oh yes Mistress Mindy.” Daisy nodded tracing his tongue along the boots high heel and squealing with shivers of delight “he’s rather cute once you crack the shell. I’m almost shocked at how a tuff boy like that is so eager to be made my little chastity slut. Especially when I’m so low compared to my beautiful goddess.”

The fox pulled her boot away and shifted on the bed until she was nose tip to nose tip with Daisy. Her own blue-green eyes flashing with delight. She reached down to pluck the wad of bills from Daisy’s hand and smooched her pet on the nose tip. “Flattery will get you nowhere, toy.” She cooed “Actually, flattery will get you another month in that silly cage. But, I suppose it may also get my knotty strap-on rammed up your little sheep hole tonight too.” With that she guided the boi onto the bed and let him curl at her feet before going back to her phone. Daisy simply luxuriating in the presence of his obvious superior.

