Me and Pet’s New Friend

The other day I was on the net chatting with someone, a guy close to my age I found interesting.

Yes, I 'm married, but the physical relationship with my husband is very unsatisfactory. It would be more accurate to say it's unsatisfactory when it happens which is very seldom so if you put the two together it equals a whole lot less than unsatisfactory. 

This guy sounded nice and it seemed worthwhile arranging a meet with him. He's not into BDSM or at least I don't think so because I didn't bother to ask. What I think I was looking for is just a nice guy to make love to me once in awhile.

Most of the time my sexual interests are BDSM oriented with me being a switch that's maybe 60 to 70% submissive. The rest is dominant, at least I think so. I'm not sure about it I just know something’s are fun to do.

Plus I found this really sweet guy who is easy for me to talk to. I enjoy being with him. I think he would let me do almost anything I asked him to. I know he would love it if I would take more control of him because he is submissive. He's much more submissive than I am. He's not the wannabe type, but the kind who really would let me own him even if it meant letting me beat him every night and having to share me with someone.

Part of what makes it so much fun for me is that he's frightened of how submissive he is and doesn't have any idea of if nor when he could ever tell me no. So he's fighting it even though he keeps coming back for more.

Me? Sometimes I feel guilty about it, but its fun telling him to do something and then watch him squirm and argue with himself, then end up doing it anyway.

I call him Pet, because he is so nice. Sometimes I almost feel like putting a leash on him.

Even using the pronoun him, lots of times it doesn't fit at all.

I know he is male, but most of the time I think of him as a friend without gender. Does that make sense?

I haven't said anything about most of this because it'll probably just upset him. He keeps hoping he can be my lover and sub, but those two roles don't fit for me. I have to admit if I ever kick my husband out or he chooses to leave the roles of live-in companion or husband and also submissive/slave might go together real sell so long as I can get the other part of me met somewhere else.

Well to get back to my story, I gave this guy my telephone number and then later was upset with myself for having done it.

I was even more upset when he actually called the other day, but he did sound nice. When he asked if I would be willing to meet him, someplace public of course, I wouldn't do it any other way I said yes even when I was thinking no.

Not only do I have enough other things and people in my life, but it is dangerous unless there can be a backup arranged. 

I don't currently have any girl friends I could use and there was only one guy I could have asked. He knows how things are for me at home and knows I have looked elsewhere for friends. I just wasn't in the mood for all the explanations and discussion he's expect.

That's when I thought of Pet. He wouldn't like it because he has hopes of being my lover as I've said. They're unrealistic hopes he knows it and I've told him.

You can't be my Pet and my lover. We might have sex sometimes but once you're a pet you just can't move up into lover role It doesn't work. Emotionally I don't react to him like I do a regular guy.

I respect him a great deal, but let's face it he's a pet and I know way too much about him for it to change.

So I found out when Pet was available for a few hours, did I mention he is married also?

I told him we would plan on getting together that day and right way he perked up getting all excited as if I'd just said get your leash we're going for a walk.

He started hinting that with most of the day together maybe we could play some BDSM games and have sex.

It was probably mean of me, but I said yes that sounded like fun.

The whole time I was thinking you're half right, one of us might have sex, but it isn't going to be you.

I told him when he got up in the morning to put his metal rings on and we would start by meeting for lunch. I teased him by saying it would be sexy and fun knowing he was sitting there at lunch with all those rings around his cock.

I'll have to tell the story later about how he got those rings, but he was like a kid with a new toy and bought several some just barely big enough for him to slip on his cock when it was totally flaccid. Now he likes to put them on some days and even wear them to work, just to tease him self.

One of these days I'm going to buy him a cock cage or some kind of chastity device for when we play and don't want him thinking about his cock instead of my pussy. I also think it would be fun to send it home with him then 4-5 days before we are going to see each other have him put it on. Course the key would be with me.

Here I am off on something else again.

We met, Pet and I at a restaurant and I told him to get into my car. Then instead of going into this place I drove off to the place I was meeting Dave, the guy from the internet.

Pet of course didn't know what was going on so I told him if he was going to be with me all day he had better be good. Otherwise it was a long walk back to his car. Then I rubbed my hand on his thigh.

He thought I meant one thing, but of course I didn't.

Pets can be fun to tease. Remember those toys they put on the end of string and a stick to tease a cat? The cat knows it's a game, but can't help them selves from chasing it.
On the way I asked him how many rings he's put on his cock for today because I'd suggested he put on several.

So he proudly told me he had one on his cock and balls, he's been able to wear it for hours without it coming off. It could sometimes come off by itself like when he takes a shower or been working on something and been concentrating hard on the job. Then he had 4 smaller rings up near the base and these would most of the time stay on by themselves. Finally he had 3 even smaller ones on pulled up over the head. These were hard to get on unless he managed to keep it really small. He had to be really shrunk up for them to come off. These kept the others in place.

Then he laughed and said there was some more room at the end when he got erect, or at least as erect as he could get with all the other stuff on. But, there wasn't hardly any room left for more when he was the way he was most of the time.

It made me smile thinking of all the metal under his pants so I reached over and ran my hand up his thigh and told him I would have to make sure that sweet little thing of his didn't shrivel up too much.

When he gets hard he isn't really little but I like to tell him he is.

When we got to the place where I was meeting Dave it was time to burst the bubble of anticipation he had created.

He was to wait in the car for 2 minutes then come in by himself, sit on the opposite side of the restaurant from where I was. He could order lunch and it could be anything he wanted. He was to keep an eye on me, but not stare. Keep his cell phone out and available in case I needed him.

I knew he wouldn't like it, but what were his choices?

Walk back to his car, refuse to go in, maybe come in and sit with or near me?

I knew he would consider all those things, but he is very submissive and he's also my pet and I reminded him of that.

I also made damn sure he understood that pets have their place and their jobs. My dog didn't decide what he was having for dinner, when we went for a walk he always had a leash on and I decided how long the walk was and where we were going.

I also made sure he understood this wasn't a discussion of whether he was really my pet or not that was a past tense discussion.

"The problem you're having right now Pet, is you've assumed that because I usually talk things over with you that I had to do it all the time. You know that is NOT true.
"I'm going inside now, so if want to pout you have exactly 2 minutes."

Then to help him get over it I rubbed his shoulder, ran my hands down his inner thigh, but I made sure not to touch his cock. The with 100% sincerity I told him, "You really are mine you know."

Then as I was getting out of the car I reached into the back seat got a book and tossed it to him. It was obviously a woman's romance novel and told him, "I got this for you to read while you're sitting there and I want to see you reading it."

He never stood a chance and I knew it. Exactly 2 minutes later he also knew he hadn't.

I had given it some thought and was prepared on how I was going to handle him. It came to me to do it the same way I would at home when my dog got to pulling on the leash trying to take me where he wanted to go. 

I pulled his leash real hard, scolded him, and then with Pet I figuratively patted him on the head, when I ran my hand up his leg. Then told him good boy, when I said he belonged to me. To make it all better i gave him a treat by giving him the romance novel to read.

I had decided there was no way I was going to say do this....OR. It seemed that if I gave him an OR statement it was giving him a choice or at least made him think he had a choice.
Which he didn't.

After I got out of the car I smiled when he couldn't see me. It had been a lot easier than I had thought it might be.
When I went into the restaurant and looked around it was easy to pick Dave out, there weren't many people in there at this time, he was dressed like he said he would be and was obviously looking for someone.
 

Shortly after I sat down, I'm guessing it was EXACTLY 2 minutes later Pet came walking in and sat in a booth on the opposite side.
 

I smiled, a quick thought came to me that later I should scratch him behind his ear, it made me almost laugh out loud.
 

Dave was pretty much like he had presented himself when we had been chatting. He was about 6 feet tall; his looks were good, but not great and just as important his personality was the same as his online one was. 
 

We'd been sitting and talking for about 45 minutes when he started hinting that he had the rest of the afternoon off and he lived alone so if I was interested he certainly was.
 

What is it about men? You meet them for lunch and unless it is a total bomb start hinting about sex to all the way up to really pushing you really hard. 
 

If I hadn't been a little turned on by him, probably because it has been over a month since the last time I'd had sex at home I would have said no. However, besides being along time since the last time it felt like it could be an even longer time until hubby was going to be in the mood again.
 

What can I say? I started hinting back that going to his place sounded like a really good idea. 
 

Besides I had a back up already in place.
 

By the time he asked I had already decided to say yes so it was then I told him about Pet.

 

First I told him I hadn't come alone; there was a backup here just in case. He was ok with that. If he hadn't been or reacted funny I would have basked out immediately. If a guy can't accept a backup or a safe call signal, then there is no way I am going to alone with him.

 

The hard part was convincing him that Pet was harmless and coming with me.

 

As expected Dave's first reaction was to say no, if he hadn't I would have wondered about him.

 

Once I put my hand on his hand and ran my bare foot up his leg he finally gave in to Pet's coming with us. Course he then started laying down rules.

 

I just smiled and told him don't worry about it. Pet, was both his nickname and his role.

 

Once I knew I had Dave settled I called Pet on his cell, told him we were leaving and get ready to follow. He was to wait inside for 5 minutes after I leave, use the bathroom, pay his bill and by that time I would meet him in the car.

 

Just as I knew he would about 8 minutes later he got into my car.

 

I smiled and told him thank you, as we pulled out of the parking lot.

 

I have Dave's address so wasn’t following too closely so it was several minutes before Pet finally asked where we were going next.

 

Technically I guess he shouldn't be questioning me, but I wanted him to ask. It would give me the upper hand and less time for him to whine and moan.

 

When he found out we were going to Dave's he almost threw a hissy fit.

 

I knew I had to deal with him, but by then my mind was mainly on sex and getting fucked.

 

I probably didn't handle him in the best way, but as it turned out it worked. I didn't listen to him as all just reminded him that he thought it cute when I called him Pet, but it wasn't a game. 

 

Period! No more complaining.

 

I didn't know if his feelings were hurt or not and frankly at that point I didn't care, this was about me not him.

 

When we got to Dave's place I decided if I didn't take charge things could go sour in a hurry.

 

Dave isn't into BDSM, but I would let my dog bother friends, so I had no intention of letting Pet do it either.

 

Dave was concerned about Pet and what he might say or do so the best was to deal with it was to convince him he really was my pet and it wasn't just a name I used.

 

The best was to demonstrate it for him; all the words would mean nothing as much as a quick demonstration.

 

Soon as the door closed I turned to Pet and said, "Pet, Dave and I are going to enjoy each other for awhile. You're role is to sit in the corner and not make trouble. I mean it! Not one sound.

"Do I make myself clear?"

 

He'd been looking at my face, but when he heard my voice and saw how serious my face was his head just dropped.

 

"Ok"

 

"No! It's not just OK, have I made myself clear?"

 

He was the proverbial whipped puppy by then and I heard him murmur, "Yes, Maam."

 

"That's still not good enough."

 

"Yes, Maam," this time there was no doubt he meant it and it was said so Dave could hear it.

 

"Take off your clothes, fold them onto that chair and crawl over to that corner over there. Keep your face to the wall and wait till I give you instructions."

 

He gave me a shocked look and I knew he was embarrassed about having to be naked in front of us. He gave a little motion towards his cock because he knew all those rings were n it and was trying to remind me. Letting Dave see them was going to be making it worse for him.

 

"I know you have the cock rings on, why did you think I told you to put them on? If this worked out like they have I wanted Dave to see how your cock doesn't count."

 

He gave me another hang dog look and started undressing.

 

I knew Dave was wondering about Pet's comment of cock rings so as soon as Pet starting taking his pants off I grabbed Pet's cock. I hoped this would get it harder and told Dave to, "Look, I figured if we got this far you would be concerned about him.

"I told him to put as many rings on as he could make fit. So you'd see there is no way he was going to be able to use it today. One of these days I'm going to get him a chastity device for times like this. When I want him thinking more about how to please me than concerned about himself."

 

"Well I'll be damned. He does act just like your real pet. Will he do what I tell him to do?"

 

"He will if I told him to obey you, but I didn't come here to talk about him."

By that time Pet was on his hands and knees looking at the corner.

 

After a few minutes Dave started walking towards the bedroom taking me with him by my hand.

 

"Pet, follow us on your hands and knees."

 

Dave got that funny look again and said, "I don't want some guy watching even if he is your pet."

 

I just smiled and told him not to worry.

 

When we got to the bedroom I told Pet to give me his 'present' position with his ass towards the wall, on his knees his face on his hands. Then I took my shirt put it on his head and loosely tied the arms around his head. 

 

This way Dave could see that Pet couldn't see even if he had wanted to sneak a peek.

 

Then we fucked. It wasn't really making love, but it was a pretty good fuck. His cock was in the 5 1/2 to 6 inch range, just a tad bigger than average. We were both so anxious though it didn't last nearly as long as I had hoped.

 

When we finished Dave rolled onto the other side of the bed and started to get up. I asked him to stay told him to wait, maybe he would be able to go back for seconds in a few minutes.

 

He just laughed and said he doubted it, not having been 17 for a long time now, but he would enjoy lying with me for awhile.

 

What Dave didn't know was I had thought of something that would be both useful and maybe sexy enough to get him going again.

 

"Pet, are you having fun over there?"

I asked him that question because I knew he couldn't really answer it. Pet's submissive and will just about always do what I told him to do. Its fun to see him squirm trying to decide what to do and say. He has an honest streak and its fun to take advantage of it.

 

I could tell he was thinking about how to answer me.

 

I winked at Dave and smiled because I wanted to know I was teasing him on purpose. 

 

I have to give him credit Pet finally came up with a pretty good answer though I knew he was having a difficult time saying it.

 

He was in an embarrassing position physically and now I was making it emotional also. He actually started to blush.

 

"Maam, I'm having fun when you're having fun."

 

I knew he wanted to say more.

 

"Good answer Pet. I'm enjoying myself so far. That would mean you've enjoyed yourself so far also.

"Could you do something so we can go?"

 

I tried to phrase it so he would think I meant go right now.

 

Yes, I know I was being mean. Just a little though.

 

"Yes, Maam," he answered.

 

"Would you crawl over here and clean my pussy for me. It's of gooey and I know there is some of Dave's cum starting to ooze out of me. Be a dear sweetie and lick it clean for me."

His body language was priceless, especially when i had him take my shirt off of him and start to crawl over.

 

He loves giving me oral sex most of the time, but this was cleaning duty and then a little oral sex in front of a total stranger.

 

Plus the deal little pet absolutely hates, and I mean hates the taste of cum, whether it's his or someone else's.

 

I moved to the end of the bed so my feet were on the floor, guided his mouth into place then laid back to enjoy it.

 

As much as he hates the taste of cum he did a good job.

 

I honestly think he was just trying to get it finished up so we could leave.

 

Dave, bless his heart, finished away too quickly, but wow, a little oral sex after a fuck can be really nice.

 

With Dave I came once, but that tongue gave me two more. 

 

A cock is good for penetration and depth, but you can get a lot more stimulation on the clit with a tongue.

 

After the second orgasm from Pet I had him sit back.

 

"Thanks Pet, that's much better than a warm wash cloth."

 

"You're welcome Maam."

 

I rewarded him by running my toes over his ring enclose cock. Least it was intended as a reward, I am not sure how it felt when it started to harden again.

 

"Pet, I've been thinking. Dave's been such a dear letting you sit there, well make that kneel, in the corner and not make you stay in the car. Why he hasn't even made fun if you, very much. He's been nice to me also.

"I think you should say thank you and offer him the same service you just gave me."

At that both of them jerked their heads up and looked at me, neither had positive looks.

Pet didn't want to object out loud but I knew he was thinking about it.

Dave looked at me and said, "I don't think so. I'm not gay and I don't want anyone who is touching me."

"Oh Dave, Pet's not gay. He's sort of bi-sexual, but only when he has to be and take my word for it he doesn't enjoy it."

Dave persisted in objecting, "Maybe but I've never had another guy touch me that way and don't want to start."

"Ok I can understand that. I'll do this for you. I'll take the belt off his pants and loop them around his hands and tie them behind his back. That way he can't actually touch you."

"Yea, but his mouth can and that's what you want him to touch me with."

"Now Dave, does it really make a difference whether it's a woman's or a man like him and his mouth, once you have your cock in it?"

Pet' enthusiasm for my idea had started low and was getting worse at about the same rate Dave was thinking if might be alright after all at least to try.

What finally convinced Dave to try it was when I mentioned that if laid back, closed his eyes and relaxed he just might find the strength for a second round with me.

When he finally said ok I could see Pet's head go down and I could tell he was contemplating saying No and what it might cost him.

I had to decide whether to be a Bitch or a Sweetie.

I decided the best thing was to just take charge. To do that it seemed the easiest was to take away his choices.

I hoped off the bed grabbed the first thing I saw rather than work at getting his belt off his pants. It turned out to be a necktie of Dave's that was lying on his dresser, which actually worked better than a belt anyway. 

I took hold of Pet's hands and had them looped and tied in less than 30 seconds.

Dave had a bit of a problem through this whole process of getting Pet to go down on him, but once it happened I honestly think he enjoyed it. What made it easier for him was thinking of Pet of sort of half male and half female, or maybe something in between. He was the one that said he liked red lips when a woman gave him blow jobs.

The whole time i was telling him how much I loved having him as my pet, which is entirely true.

While I was behind him I motioned to Dave to move a little closer which he did. Pet didn't even notice at first since his he'd been looking at me.

Once I had his hands restrained I started pushing his head slowly, but firmly into Dave's crotch.

His cock was almost totally soft and I figured it probably smelled pretty bad with sweat from the day, maybe a little pee, plus my juices and his cum.

Pet didn't resist, but he didn't cooperate much either.

When he got close enough I told him to open his mouth and put it in. Then to help him get started I held his nose till he had to breath and I pushed him the rest of the way onto Dave's cock.

He put Dave's limp cock into his mouth. When he did I ruffled his hair, whispered, "Good boy," in his ear. Then I winked and mouthed to Dave, but didn't say it out loud, "My Pet."

Dave chuckled at our private joke and shook his head.

I had to remind pet that Dave would probably need his balls cleaned also. Course I don't really think he forgot, maybe just over looking it.

Dave just sat there for a couple of minutes watching and smiling, shaking his head. 

I knew he couldn't believe what was happening.

"Don't worry about Pet, he might not like what he's doing, but in his own way he's having fun. Look his cock is even up a little, which is pretty good for him."

While I was saying this I used my bare feet to rub up and down on Pet's cock and balls.

I leaned over about then and started kissing Dave using my hands to rub up and down his chest.

It worked like I had hoped it would. Dave started to react and when I reached down to check his cock with my hand I could feel it had gotten hard.

I patted pet on the head, looked at him and said, "Give me 'present' again Pet."

I saw him lift his head and start to move, but by then my hands and head were on other matters.

Dave took a lot longer this time which I think was a lot more fun for both of us, it was for me. We changed positions a couple of times, once I glanced to the end of the bed. All I saw was the top of Pet's ass so I figured he was holding position like he had been told.

When Dave finally finished this time he got up quickly and went to the bathroom.

I had a couple of little orgasms this time, but nothing big. I wanted at least one more good cum before I left and I knew exactly what probably would get it for me.

"Pet, it seems like I need cleaned again. Would you be a good boy and do it for me."

I honestly tried to be sincere, but it might have come out a little teasing sounding or maybe the best word would be condescending.

I never doubted he would do it. 

Sure enough he got up and started moving over to me when I realized the poor boy was having trouble because his hands were still tied behind his back.

There was no sense being mean and I didn't want him to throw his back out which he sometimes does, so I slid down to him.

I got his mouth where I needed it and used my hands to caress his head. 

"Baby, thank you for being so good today. If you can cum, now would be a good time and its ok with me."

I then used my feet to play with his ring covered cock.

I could feel it stir inside all those rings. I was actually surprised because I don't think any of them had slipped off all day. That meant his cock had kept at least a little stiff the whole day. 

Poor Pet, having those rings still on him probably made it a lot harder, (a little play on words there) to cum. It was probably was getting sore by now also.

I could feel him getting a little harder and that most likely made it hurt even more, but how else was I to help him?

Then I think my feet might have been a little too rough a few times because he kept jerking like I might have been hurting him instead of helping him.

To be totally honest I really wasn't thinking too much about him right then.

With my hands keeping his mouth right where it felt the best, it didn't take too long for the first one to arrive.

Actually I think it was in the middle of that one I might have actually kicked my feet a little too hard.

After that first big orgasm I held him in place for a little while and sure enough a few minutes later I was rewarded with another one. This one was slow and sweet, just flowing down threw me.

When it ended I knew I was finished for the day.

I got up released Pet's hands and then we both got dressed.

I sort of felt sorry for him because I could tell he was anxious to get out of there. He was probably disappointed in not being able to cum himself, but I had given him permission. It isn't my job to do it for him.

I don't know, maybe he figured I owed him something after we left.

Dave had gotten dressed and was waiting for us in the living room. He was also feeling uncomfortable again about Pet having been there and also given him that half a blow job.

I gave Dave a quick kiss and told him I'd had fun and would like to do it again sometime if he did.

Dave smiled and said he would to but.......He was looking at Pet silently asking if that included him also.

The whole day had been enjoyable to me and I could have fun again with him with or without Pet. However, that was going to be my choice and I wasn't going to give it away.

I told Dave that exact thing it would be my choice and if he was saying I couldn't bring Pet with me then I probably wouldn't be seeing him again.

Dave backed down like I figured he would. I mean like a no strings woman, attractive also, wants to have sex with you and you also got a blow job at the same time. He’d be a damn fool to turn that down. Especially when you consider he got not one, but two good fucks.

In the car as I was taking Pet back to his car he started whining like I was afraid he would.

The essence of his complaints was I had taken advantage of him; he hadn't been given any choice; it was humiliating; what if Dave had known him from his personal life.

I was feeling pretty mellow from a great day. There were several ways I could deal with this. I'm sure most dominants would have told him to shut up and punished him for even thinking he had a right to complain, but I think in the end I handled it the best way for me.

I pretty much ignored him on the drive to his car. Actually I kept saying things like, "Dave turned out to be a really nice guy."; I talked about how much fun I had today, totally ignoring whether he had or not, things like that.

When I drove up to his car he still wanted to talk about the day, but I told him I was running short on time and had to get home.

As he was getting out of the car I told him, "We," I emphasized the we,”had a good day together, I'm glad you were with me. I want you to jack off this evening and while you're going it to remember all the absolutely delicious tongue licking you gave me this afternoon. Oh, and Pet, call me tomorrow afternoon. Maybe we can talk about getting together again next week."

"Ok" 

"What was that "Pet?' I put a little sternness into my voice.

"Yes, Maam"

"Good bye, Pet"

Like I've said before, he's basically a good boy. Besides it wouldn't be nearly as much fun if he gave in too easily.

Although as I just finished re-reading what I just wrote, it is my strong opinion that he also enjoyed his outing with me, although he won't allow himself to admit it.


 

 

 

