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The car door slams shut as a large Saber-tooth Tiger steps onto the sidewalk outside of the huge frat house. He peers up at the building, noting the flashing lights and music coming from inside. He sees drunk females laughing with some equally drunk males out on the porch and spilling out onto the shoddily cut lawn.

One side of his muzzle raises in disgust, showing more of his long tooth, before a hand slaps his shoulder and a squeaky voice speaks. “C’mon Luke. It’s gonna be fun!”

Looking down at the smaller Weasel, Luke shakes his head. “I dunno man, I’m not much one for parties.”

Grinning up at the taller feline, the Weasel laughs. “Luke, you gotta stop worrying about school so much, you’re top of the class as well as the most sought after wrestler on the team. Y’need to blow off some steam. Get a girl. Hopefully with big tits.” A lewd grin touches the weasels mouth and his eyebrows wiggle.

Shrugging out from under the smaller male’s hand, Luke shakes his head and makes his way to the house, passing a couple making out on the front porch. He weaves his way inside, shouting to his wrestler buddies as they yell his name. Grinning, he makes his way to the kitchen and goes to pop open a beer. Taking the first cold sip he sighs, now he can party, alcohol makes it easier to be social.

Turning to survey the party, he watches as scantily clad women parade past, smiling flirtily at him and wiggling their tails and tits. He watches impassively, leaning against the counter. Most women are vapid and silly, he doesn't really want to deal with them. But the other option is the men, which are more fun to talk to, but the thought of taking a dick to the ass just seems like a whole pain.

As he watches the party rage on around him, he sighs and sips at his beer, when one of his team mates comes over to him, he grins and laughs at the stupid jokes, but doesn’t really feel like being there, Benny had insisted he come out, but he just wanted to stay home and study. Be away from people.

When the tiger leaves, he goes back to staring at people over the rim of his bottle, the people becoming a blur as the night goes on and the more beer he drinks.

After a while he notices a petite, black female cat staring at him, she has on a corset that is done up tightly, pushing her large breasts up and slimming her waist. Her legs are covered in fishnet stockings and leather shorts. Buckled boots cover her feet and calves, rising just below her knees. She smiles at him, her head tilting to the side, her tail swishing lazily behind her.

With a start, he notices what she’s sitting on, a young brown furred canine is kneeling with his hands on the floor to make a seat for her. She slowly strokes her fingers over his scalp and he has a blissful look to his long muzzled face.

Looking at this, Luke wishes he was in the canines place, his ears flushing as the thought passes through his mind. Why would he want to be the female’s seat? But the thought makes him long for someone to force him down, make him beg, use him.

With his ears blazing, he looks away, coughing into his fist. He shouldn’t be having those thoughts. He’s an alpha wrestler. But his eyes keep flicking to her, he wants to be that male.

After a while, Benny comes back over to him, smelling of smoke and musk. He must have found someone to bum a cigarette off of. “Hey man, why you just standing here? Go find a girl!”

Looking down at the smaller male, Luke offers a small, half smile. “Nah, I’m okay.” But his eyes betray him, flicking back to the female. He frowns at her, his short nub tail raising slightly.

Benny grins, “Yo, want me to introduce you? She’s a professional Dominatrix. Might be your speed.”

“What?” Luke asks, his eyebrows furrowing at the small weasel.

“She’s one of those women that men pay for her to dominate them.” Benny says with a shrug, his eyes glittering.

Bristling, Luke growls at his friend. “I...” He trails off, staring at the woman, Benny’s right. Maybe that’s what he needs.

“I’m right, ain’t I?”

“Maybe.”

Slapping his friend on the back, Benny leads Luke over to the woman. “Hey, Arabella, this is Luke.” He says with a flashed grin.

Looking at Benny, all she does is raise an eyebrow at him.

Shoving his hands in his pockets, Benny shuffles his feet. “Mistress Arabella.” He murmurs.

“Much better.” She says with a small smile. Standing, she pats the canine she was sitting on, on the head and he stands up, waiting next to her with his hands clasped in front of her. He has a small collar around his neck, and his chest is bare, but he doesn’t look embarrassed. Looking up at Luke, Mistress Arabella smiles slightly. “Luke,” She purrs. “I’ve been waiting to speak with you.”

Swallowing against a sudden lump in his throat, Luke dips his head. “About what?” He asks quietly.

Smiling slowly, she steps forward. “I knew you would want to speak with me about what I can do for you.” She says quietly, her presence sending an electricity shivering over Luke’s fur. She oozes a dominant aura and he wants to fall to his knees and beg her for her help. But he doesn’t, he trembles under her sharp green gaze, but he wont do that here with all his friends around.

Stepping closer, she brushes her sharp nails over his chest. Tugging on his collar, she purrs at him. “Kneel.” She whispers.

Trembling, he can’t stop himself as he sinks to his knees. Relief coursing through him as he finally succumbs to the wants of this woman.

“Good Kitty.” She purrs, stroking one ear.

A low rumbling purr comes bubbling up from him, her nails feel good on his fur. And her looking down at him, it fills him with a peace, he’s usually so tall, towering over everyone and he doesn’t feel comfortable with it. But her staring down at him with her bright green eyes, half lidded and a small smile on her short muzzle. He feels like he’s supposed to be here.

She scratches at his scalp for a few moments, her nails trailing through his thick fur to under his chin. She scratches gently at his chin and he lifts his muzzle, the low purr still bubbling up from somewhere deep inside of him.

Stepping back, she smiles down at him, leaving him wanting her touch again. A yearning making his hand reach out to her before he comes to his senses and rises to his feet again. “Luke, I think you need me.” She murmurs, pulling a card from in between her breasts and handing it to him.

He holds the warm card and looks down at the small swirling letters. It’s her business card, her phone number and email on it. “What?” He asks, confused.

She reaches out and taps at the card, her nail clicking softly on the glossy surface. “Call me tomorrow Luke.” She says with a half grin, turning away she clicks her fingers to the canine and he follows her through the mass of people. Leaving Luke with a hard cock and a yearning for more of her touch.
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Staring down at the card, Luke feels his head pounding from his hangover. After she left, he had taken to chugging a few beers with his buds so they didnt think anything of him kneeling in front of her. He feels embarrassed by it, but every time he thinks of her commanding him, his cock gets hard again. He want’s to hear her commanding tone and feel her Alpha aura. He shivers. Maybe this is what he’s been missing out on with other women. Fuck, if any other female had done even half that, he would have immediately tried to marry her.

Shaking his head, obviously marriage to Mistress Arabella is not going to happen, but he just wants someone to dominate him. She seems the best option right now. It helps she’s smoking hot. Laughing to himself he pulls his phone toward him and dials her number. It rings a few times before she answers, her voice a low purr. “Hello?”

Swallowing against his suddenly dry throat, Luke forces his muzzle to move and speak. “Mistress Arabella?”

“Luke! How wonderful for you to call!” She says with a throaty laugh. “I’ve been waiting to hear your dulcet tones.”

A smile touches the corners of his mouth. “You told me to.”

Laughing at this, Arabella purrs into the phone. “So Darling, I think you and I should meet up. Meet me at the Stonefire coffee shop in an hour. I think you and I need to talk about your needs.”

Swallowing again, Luke nods before realizing she can’t see him. “Yes Ma’am.” He says quietly.

“Good Kitty.” She purrs. “See you soon.”

As the phone disconnects, Luke stares at it, his cock straining against his sweat pants, throbbing with need. Her voice had made it stand at attention, just her voice. Gods he needed a release. Shaking his head he stands and moves to his small bathroom, combing his fur and changing into a semi nice button up shirt and some dark jeans. As he slips his feet into his shoes he looks up into his door mirror. The eager expression on his face is something he hasn’t seen in a long time. He doesn’t usually go on dates, especially right now that he’s almost graduated. But her presence and voice just make him yearn to be near her. Her commanding aura makes him shiver with need.

Frowning, he shifts uncomfortably on his bed, his cock straining against the heavy denim of his pants. Hopefully she can help with this urge. It’s becoming too much to bear right now.

Within a few minutes he’s out the door and in his car, heading
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