“Hello, Eddie.  How are you today?”

Eddie looked back at the female Maned Wolf and hoped he didn't look as much like a deer in the headlights as he feared.  “I'm fine.  Is this just a drop by, or should I invite you in?”

She Grinned back at him  “I think I would appreciate being invited in and, say, served a cup of tea?”

“In that case, won't you come in, Melissa?  If you'll take a seat, I'm just about to pour some tea.  Russian Caravan!  Do you take sugar or milk?...”

Eddie kept the Good Host conversation going as he walked into the kitchen and gave a nervous glance to the still naked Maned Wolf cub hiding behind the microwave cart.  They shared a grin and both nearly giggled aloud as Eddie arranged a serving tray with his favorite tea and Scottish shortbread cookies.  After handing a couple of the latter to the boy,  he made sure that his robe was properly arranged and went back out to the living room.

As the duo exchanged small talk over the tea, Eddie's attention was drawn to the not-quite-quick flashes underneath the short skirt of unprotected girl parts.  It took a while, but he finally realized that she was coming on to him.  Hard.

“So, do you like what you're seeing, Mr. SanHusky?”

Eddie's ears burned, but his voice stayed even  “I do.  As a matter of fact, I'd like to see more.  You are a beautiful female, Melissa.”

“Well, let's see what you have to show me.”  She was on her knees and flipping his robe aside before he could stop her  “Umm...really?  You've been blushing like a schoolboy for half an hour and...nothing?”

His voice was quavering a little now  “Melissa...I'm sorry, you really are gorgeous, but you're not meek enough to let me feel like a man, and you're not domineering enough to make me feel like a little boy, so...yeah.  Nothing.”

“So, there's no chance of anything happening between us?”

He laughed  “Well, I wouldn't say 'no chance,' it just might take some time and effort.”

She stood up and pulled her dress off.  “Well, then, should we send my son off somewhere, or will it make it easier for you if he stays?  I think we need to involve him in this conversation anyway.”

She raised her voice slightly  “Chris?  I know you're here, come on out!”

A small head peeked around the edge of the doorway and the rest of the body followed timidly after.  He returned his mother's hug and was more than slightly surprised when she guided him up onto Eddie's lap.

“Look, boys, here's the deal; we all know that I haven't been spending the time that I should with my son.  We also know that you, Eddie, are the only one in the neighborhood that has paid him any attention while he was growing up.  I also know that Chris has spent the last couple of weekends here, so I'm assuming that you've established a good relationship.”

She took a deep breath  “I have the chance to 'get off the streets,' as it were.  Not that I am a literal street walker, but I do have a select list of clients that like oral and anal.  One of them has a friend, a large, very tall Tiger, that I met last night and he decided that he wants me in his harem for a year or two, depending on how long I can last.

“Yes, close your muzzle, that last part scares me too, but I've thought about it as long as I can, and just have to do it.  I already got a half payment, it's solidly invested as of the first thing this morning, and the last thing I have to do is make sure that my son is well taken care of while I'm...otherwise involved.  Obviously, Eddie, you like Chris.  The way he was moving last week, I'm sure you've had some kind of fun, and I don't care.  As long as he doesn't become some kind of sex slave, and I'm sure he won't, I'm fine with whatever you do.”

Eddie found himself holding onto Chris tight enough that he was surprised the cub wasn't gasping for breath.  “Um...Okay, but...why the...seduction?”

“I only have one big worry left.”  She spread her legs and pulled at her vagina to show the stitches that held it closed  “I haven't had sex here since I conceived Chris.  Our cultural leaders would actually hear an argument from the next male to enter me if he claims fatherhood of my previously born.  If you were to cut my stitches and take me, I trust that you won't take any more advantage of that than you need to for Chris's sake.”

Eddie grinned lustfully at her  “So, do I get tie you up and have some fun myself, then?  I mean, after all, it sounds like you're trying to become a sado-slave, why not give your new hubby first dibs?”

“Why do I get the feeling that you know who I'm talking about?”  Melissa was looking a bit worried

“Oh, I probably do.  An almost seven foot tall Tiger with an appetite for exotic canines can only be Claude LaRue.”  He grinned wider at her expression  “He's known as Le Tigre de Sade.  Once I have you tied up, I'll show you his website.  As a matter of fact, I'll probably tie you up so I can take you from behind, and I'll have a slide show of pictures from his site running.  It'll help me do what I need to do, anyway!

“Chris, get me some rope, a few clamps and a good belt!”

The boy jumped up to comply and Melissa was treated to the sight of Eddie's erection, just a little too big to be described as 'modest' and throbbing in its hardness.

Her voice was small and weak  “Well, at least your motor's running now...”

He approached her and bent to give her a gentle kiss, molesting her as thoroughly as he could while waiting for her son to return with the requested items.

Chris came down the stairs at a dead run, his own erection making his excitement more than evident, and handed his finds to Eddie, except for the video camera.

“Alright, toy, arms straight out!”

Her green eyes looked at him over her black muzzle  “Toy?  Really?”

Eddie grinned back, slightly chagrined  “Well, Master LaRue refers to all of his slaves as 'fuckmeat.'  I don't really like using that word, but I figured I'd...”  Then, with a touch of anger,  “Really, Melissa, are we doing this or not?”

She drew a breath and slowly let it out  “Look, Eddie...or should I call you Master SanHusky?”

He grinned and spread his arms  “Actually, it should have been '...or should THIS ONE call you Master,' but don't worry, you'll learn!”

She stared at him with an incredulous look until he grinned and nodded at her while holding his own arms straight out at shoulder height.

“Yes, Master!”

“That's better!”  He replied as he strung a length of rope around the back of her neck  “Now, I'll admit that I'm not very experienced at this, but I'm pretty sure I can guarantee you won't be using your arms until I decide to let you.”

“Eddie, do we really...”

“YES!”  He was pleased to see her jerk and to catch a whiff of panic scent at his sudden stern outburst  “Now turn around, and quit sassing me or I'll have to send you to your new owner well bruised!”

“Sorry...Master.”  Came the subdued reply

“Now drop your arms.”  He had constructed a harness consisting of a loop around her neck and one around her chest and he tied her upper arms to the sides of that harness.  “Raise your arms behind your back, parallel to each other”

“Yes Master”  Her voice was still subdued, and her fear scent was increasing to intoxicating levels as he looped the rope around her lower arms, tying the ends off around her wrists.

“Edd...Ma...Master, I'm really not sure about this!”

“First off, once again, there is no 'I' for you, it is 'this one'”  He replied while running his hand up and down her long, black mane  “Second, it doesn't matter.  There is no more what you want, there is only you serving your Master.”

“No, Eddie, there isn't.  I'm done, let m-m-mph!”

He wrapped another rope around her muzzle several times, a little annoyed that he couldn't tie it the way he wanted to because of her struggling, but was satisfied that the end result allowed her to get her breath, but not make any loud or coherent noises.

She continued to struggle, so he gave her a not-quite-gentle clout across that wrapped muzzle, eliciting an indignant squeak from the bound female.  As he was very unhappy with her expression as she stared back at him, he flicked the tip of her nose.  As her expression didn't change much after she finished sneezing, he did it again

“I can do this all day, meat, how much do you want to put up with?  Lower your gaze!”  She did so, looking like she was about to cry.  “Now hold still, I want these clamps right on the tips of our nipples where they'll hurt you the most.  Oh, yes, you should be scared!  You know the pain of a hypodermic needle when it just pierces your flesh?  It's kind of like that, except it's a knitting needle and it doesn't stop.

“Open your eyes and watch, meat!”  He decided by her whine as she complied that he was starting to get this dominance thing right  “Now, push your chest out so I can get to your nipples.  That's it, now stay still”

He had to admit that she did a pretty good job of doing so as the cruel butterfly clamps bit down on the way too sensitive flesh, but she still ended up pulling the clamps from his fingers trying to get away from the pinching.

Eddie stood back and let Chris get video from every possible angle as his mother rolled on the floor in pain.  It took several minutes before she calmed down enough that he could straddle her  “Chris?  Another set of clamps, please.”

The female whined and tried to wiggle away before he gave her another firm clout on the muzzle “Stay still!”

She did her best as he applied the next four sets of clamps  “Get up.  Now!”

He waited for her to get her feet under her before reaching down and helping with a pull on three of the chains connecting the pairs of clamps.

“Over this way!”  She didn't have much of a choice as he showed her the direction he wanted her to go with a steady pull on the chains.  “Do you wish your nipples would just rip off your body yet?”

By her pained whimpering and tear soaked face, he knew the answer before her head began to nod.

He used the constant pressure on the chains to guide her up the stairs and into his room.  He stood her behind the chair, again using the chains to force her to bend over it before finding more rope to connect the top chains to the legs of the desk and the chains on her abdominal nipples to the chair.

“I might suggest that you stay very still.  Don't worry, it'll probably become easy for you fairly quickly, Master LaRue tends to be very strict with slaves who can't hold a position.”  He finished off by tying her tail over her back and giving her a few firm slaps on the bottom.

“Now, let's take a look at your new life, shall we?”

Eddie brought the site up quickly and let Melissa take in the cover scene of Master LaRue standing tall behind several females, most of them canine, standing feral style in front of him, all of them facing the camera.  The tiger's pants were open in the front to show a barbed penis that looked to be a full foot long and as thick as an average wrist.

“Master LaRue is into anal because he has a hard time finding females that he can hilt in vaginally.  Are you alright?  Open your eyes, Darling, there's so much more to see!”

Eddie entered the gallery and put it in slideshow mode, enjoying both the pictures and Melissa's reaction to them as they flashed on the screen.  They started with scenes of whippings and tight bondage, the females obviously in terrible distress.

He started cutting the stitches that held her cunny closed, pulling the threads out slowly  “Master LaRue doesn't fool around.  He pays top dollar for his slaves...well. You already know that part, so he takes as full advantage as possible for as long as they can handle it.  Oh, we're getting to the good part now!”

Melissa began to cry when the first picture of a fully prolapsed anus flashed onto the screen.  Several more began to follow, and Eddie, after removing the last of her stitches, wasted no time thrusting into the nine years virgin canal.

She howled in pain through her bound muzzle as the Husky/Wolf pounded hard into her, actually grabbing handfuls of her species trademark black mane for leverage.  She moaned and cried as he roughly pounded her, glad that Chris had gotten him off a few hours earlier, because he was getting way too hot way too quickly.

He yanked out, leaving Melissa groaning in either pain or exhilaration, he couldn't tell which, then slammed back in as soon as she started calming down.  “Chris, get me that brush, would you, please?”

The boy looked away from his filming long enough to hand Eddie the indicated wooden backed brush  “Here you go, Dad!”

Eddie grinned back at him  “Thanks, Son!”

The brush landed hard on the red flank in front of him  “Clamp down!”  She squealed in pain, but didn't do as he wished, so another hard crack sounded from the opposite flank  “I said clamp down!”

The female complied and her silky canal tightened around his hot shaft  “Much better.  Now wiggle.  Wiggle!”  The last was accompanied by another burning impact with the brush and she hastened to comply with his command.  “That's it, meat, wiggle and thrust, wiggle and thrust!”

He held still and forced the female to pleasure him, her gasps and whines evidence of how much she was simultaneously torturing her own nipples as the cruel clamps pulled at the ropes that attached them to unmoving objects.

Eddie kept her going with occasional smacks with the wide brush, her vocalizations assuring him that each new impact was that much less appreciated, and each desperate movement bringing him closer to the edge.  He considered pulling out and letting himself cool down a bit, but he decided it would be better to make her actually get him off the way she was, and he didn't want to stretch it out until she was physically unable.

He closed his eyes and smiled as his knot began to grow, the corners of his mouth pulling back and up into a euphoric grin that quickly split his muzzle into a moaning howl of his own as he exploded into the female.  He continued to bark and howl as the female kept to her task, her movements bringing him some of the most intense pleasure he had ever experience, possibly even better than when he'd taken her son's anal virginity.  He endured it for as long as he could before ordering her to stop.

“That's a good girl, that's a good, good girl!”  He whispered in her ear as she moaned out her emotion  “Let it out, that's it!”

He removed her makeshift gag when she calmed down and she remained silent  “Good girl.  You may speak.”

“Oh...Master!”  Her voice was weak and breathy  “What have I gotten myself into?”

She screamed and cried when he took the clamps off of her nipples and stood her up  “A lot!”  He replied with a wide grin,  “When is Master LaRue expecting you?”

“He's giving me a week, Master”  She replied, unable to resist answering the hybrid's excited little boy grin with a pleasant one of her own,  “He's going to pick me up next Friday evening.”

“Good!”  Eddie replied  “That will give us some time to put your house on the market and sell what you won't need.  We'll get you a pet bed so you can sleep on the floor at Chris' and my feet...what's wrong?”

She looked back at him with a confused expression  “So, suddenly you're Mr. I Have All the Answers?”

His grin was downright frightening when he answered  “As I said, you either need to be dommy enough to make me feel like a little boy, or meek enough to make me feel manly.  By the time you come back to me, you'll no longer know how to say no, so let's all get used to that, shall we?”
