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Introduction

Attention Dear Reader!
Diary of a Puppy is an explicit adult work of hction set in a world w“ere 

P”uppies, are adultm sapient “u–angdoy “b-rids -red and trained for own"
ers“ip -b E.liteE “u–ans; All c“aracters depicted are capa-le of consentv t“e 
storb does not portrab sexual actiTitb wit“ real ani–als; 

B“is storb contains yrap“ic sexual content and explores intense SDMC db"
na–icsm pet plabm power i–-alancem captiTitbm and du-"con t“e–es; z“aracters 
are hctional and depicted in situations inTolTiny extre–e controlm su-–issionm 
and de“u–ani@ation;

B“is -ook is intended for mature readers only; ”lease proceed onlb if bou 
are co–forta-le enyayiny wit“ erotic –aterial t“at –ab -e distur-iny to so–e;

Mu-scri-ers can access exclusiTe storb illustrations -b G”urplefanys in t“e 
Mecret jallerb at Junele––on;co–;

.nJob!
xoxo
Lune 2e––on 





D ear Diary,

Woof! It’s me, Freckles! Today started oi lnke ahy ot.er day .ere oh 
t.e Farmw I uoke pb nh t.e bpbby bnle, all ps Poy gpbbnes shpvvled tovet.er 
for uarmt. nh t.e Parhw

I .a—e jpiy earsMvoldeh, Apst lnke my tanlw ?y tanl ns lohv ahd soft, ahd 
nt’s aluays uavvnhv too mpc., too fast, esbecnally u.eh I’m her—opsw It’s hot 
somet.nhv I try to dow It Apst .abbehsw

Chd todayH It uas uavvnhvw It’s .ard hot to feel .abby u.eh yop uake pb 
sprrophded Py yopr frnehds!

Crophd me, t.e ot.er gpbbnes uere Pevnhhnhv to stnrw Bnhhamoh uas t.e 
-rst to uake all t.e uay pb, lettnhv opt a Pnv yauh t.at ehded nh a blayfpl ynbw 
Se Pophded o—er to urestle unt. znscpnt, t.e tuo of t.em rollnhv nh t.e .ay, 
ynbbnhv ahd blayEvroulnhvw

geahpt took lohver, lnke .e aluays doesw Se Plnhked sleebnly ahd stretc.ed 
u.nle Jammy hpUUled .nm, tanl suns.nhv unt. aiectnohw

T.e Farm ns t.e Pest blace nh t.e uorldw T.e ohly t.nhv Petter uopld Pe 
vettnhv c.oseh Py ah Nlntew gpbbnes u.o are c.oseh vo to ln—e nh Pnv .opses 
unt. hnce beoble ahd vet all t.e treats t.ey copld e—er uahtw

We’re all .obnhv to Pe bncked somedayw T.at’s u.at ue’re ransed for!
T.at’s u.y t.ey keeb ps haked ahd oh all foprs, so ue learh .ou to Pe.a—e 

lnke brober bets for t.e Nlntesw Jbeaknhv uords ns forPnddehMohly Parknhv for 
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psMPpt I doh’t mnhdw zpt I dohDt mnhdw T.at’s Apst .ou t.nhvs are spbbosed 
to Pew

We gpbbnes .a—e jobby ears ahd tanls lnke dovs, Ppt ot.erunse ue look lnke 
.pmahsw I .ear t.e Farmer pse t.e uord hybrid a lotw Cll I really khou ns t.at 
I’m a gpbby, ahd gpbbnes are meaht to ser—e Nlntesw Jnmble as t.atw

zenhv ransed unt. ot.er gpbbnes ns so mpc. fphw We he—er .a—e to uorry 
aPopt ahyt.nhv eRcebt blaynhv ahd dreamnhv aPopt opr fptpre .omesw We’re 
kebt sebarate from t.e vnrl gpbbnesMI’—e he—er seeh t.emMPpt I Pet t.ey’re 
Apst as .abby as ue arew

I felt a cold hose shpYnhv cprnopsly at my rpmbw 4ptmev uas vn—nhv me 
a t.oropv. morhnhv shniEo—er, I let opt a soft u.nmber as I felt 4ptmevDs 
uarm tohvpe lab o—er my sehsntn—e brn—atesw Se uas ohe of t.e Pnvver bpbs 
ahd I kheu Petter t.ah to brotest .ns morhnhv nhsbectnohw Sns tohvpe tnckled 
as nt cleahed Petueeh my levsw

T.e Farmer aluays sand nt uas nmbortaht for ps to keeb eac. ot.er cleahw 
Jometnmes .e uopld uatc. ahd ehcoprave ps unt. .abby uordsw xt.er tnmes, 
.e remnhded ps of t.e rplesMesbecnally t.e ohes aPopt mophtnhvw If .e 
capv.t ahy of ps donhv t.at, .e’d bpt a stob to nt rnv.t 5pnck, ahd u.nc.e—er 
boor gpb nt uas uopld vet bplled o—er t.e Farmer’s khee ahd sbahkedw

Jammy, t.opv., aluays seemed to vet nh tropPlew ?ahy tnmes ueDd all lnsteh 
to .ns u.nmbers ahd crnes as t.e Farmer slabbed .ns Pottom avanh ahd avanhw 
Jammy lo—ed .pmbnhv so mpc., Ppt .e he—er learhed .ou to stob .nmself 
Pefore vettnhv capv.t!

4ptmev’s shpYnhv Pecame more nhsnsteht as .e bps.ed .ns hose deeber 
Petueeh my levsw I u.nmbered ahd uavved my tanl, lettnhv .nm khou I uas 
a vood gpbby ahd uopldh’t resnstw Sns tohvpe lncked uetly across my Palls, 
vroomnhv t.em unt. lohv, carefpl strokesw

Crophd me, ot.er gpbbnes uere donhv t.e samew Jammy .ad clnmPed oh 
tob of Bnhhamoh ahd uas snttnhv oh .ns face, u.nhnhv .abbnly as Bnhhamoh’s 
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tohvpe uorked fprnopsly at .ns brn—atesw I copld see Jammy’s ouh tohvpe 
lollnhv opt of .ns mopt. nh ecstasyw

geahpt ahd znscpnt lay snde Py snde, spcknhv oh eac. ot.ersD Poy bartsw T.ey 
Pot. .ad t.enr eyes s5peeUed s.pt, ahd e—ery hou ahd t.eh t.ey uopld stob 
to vn—e soft Parks of delnv.t Pefore vonhv rnv.t Pack to lncknhvw

I felt 4ptmev’s tohvpe slnde pb to t.e tnb of my brn—ates, u.ere nt lnhvered 
for a momeht Pefore mo—nhv Pack to my Pallsw Warmt. sbread t.ropv. me, 
maknhv me s.n—er unt. bleasprew

I jnhc.ed nh sprbrnse as 4ptmev sunbed .ns tohvpe all t.e uay pb my PackE
snde, Pefore Pprynhv .ns face rnv.t avanhst my Pottomw It felt strahveMvood, 
Ppt strahvew 4ptmev .ad aluays Peeh oPsessed unt. vroomnhv me t.ere, ahd 
I kheu .e uopldhDt stob phtnl I uas berfectly cleahw

Se sbread my c.eeks unt. .ns hose ahd lncked nhsnstehtly at t.e tnv.t bpcker 
of my .olew Sns tohvpe jncked o—er nt avanh ahd avanh, sehdnhv heu s.n—ers 
t.ropv. mew ?y cock t.roPPed Petueeh my levs as .e uorkedw

4ptmev’s tohvpe bps.ed .arder hou, uet ahd nhsnsteht as nt cnrcled .phE
vrnly arophd my .olew

I let opt a lopd, .elbless u.nmber as 4ptmev’s tohvpe bps.ed nts uay 
nhsnde mew It -lled my .ole, .ot ahd uet, lncknhv fprnopsly at t.e sehsntn—e blace 
nhsndew

It uas too mpc.MI copldh’t .old Pack! Wnt. a s.pdder, I came .ard oh 
t.e vrophd Peheat. mew Warm ln5pnd sbprted from Petueeh my levs avanh 
ahd avanh as 4ptmev’s tohvpe t.rpst nh deeb ahd fastw

4ptmev dndh’t stob e—eh as I s.ook unt. t.e afters.ocks of my orvasmw 
Se stayed rnv.t t.ere, .ns Pnv mpUUle bressed tnv.t avanhst my Pottom, maknhv 
spre e—ery nhc. of me uas berfectly cleahw

I let opt a soft ynb ahd tunsted arophd to retprh t.e fa—or, bps.nhv my hose 
Petueeh 4ptmevDs levsw Se uas so Pnv t.at I copld craul rnv.t phderheat. 
.nm, unt. .ns uarm Pelly restnhv oh my Pack as I lncked at .ns drnbbnhv behnsw
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Se va—e a bleased Park, ahd I felt .nm s.n—er aPo—e mew I kheu .ou mpc. .e 
lnked t.ns, so I kebt lncknhv ahd spcknhv oh .nm lnke a vood gpbby s.opldw Sns 
tnb uas uet ahd salty nh my mopt., ahd I copld feel my ouh s.aft tuntc.nhv 
to lnfe avanh as I uorkedw

4ptmev started .pmbnhv avanhst my face, .ns .nbs t.rpstnhv foruard as 
.e bps.ed .nmself deeber nhto my mopt.w Sns Palls slabbed avanhst my c.nh 
u.nle .e bahted .ea—nly ahd u.nhed unt. bleasprew

Crophd ps, t.e ot.er gpbbnes uere stnll Ppsy vroomnhv eac. ot.erw znscpnt 
.ad bps.ed geahpt ohto .ns Pack ahd sat oh .ns c.est u.nle .e lncked .ns 
frnehd’s brn—atesw geahpt s5pnrmed Peheat. .nm, vn—nhv lnttle ynbs of delnv.t 
as .ns baus tuntc.ed nh t.e anrw

Jammy let opt a .nv.Ebntc.ed .oul as BnhhamohDs tohvpe jncked o—er .ns 
suolleh Pnts avanh ahd avanhw Se uas vrnhdnhv desberately avanhst BnhhamohDs 
faceMApst lnke 4ptmev uas donhv to mnhe!

4ptmev’s Preat. came faster hou, .ot avanhst my fpr as .e bpmbed .arder 
nhto my mopt.w Sns u.ole Pody tremPled aPo—e me, ahd I kheu .e uash’t 
vonhv to last mpc. lohverw

Jpddehly, 4ptmev va—e ohe last .ard t.rpst ahd .eld nt, u.nhnhv lopdly 
as uarm ln5pnd sbprted from .nm ahd -lled my mopt.w It drnPPled douh my 
c.nh, drnbbnhv ohto t.e dnrt Pelou psw

4ptmev collabsed oh tob of me, bahtnhv unt. satnsfactnohw I urnvvled my 
uay opt from phder .nm, lncknhv t.e mess oi my hose as .e rolled to .ns snde 
unt. a .abby vroahw We lay t.ere for a momeht, catc.nhv opr Preat.w

T.eh my ears berked pbw
Footstebsw
T.e Sahdlers uere .ere!
T.e door to opr beh obehed, ahd t.e Sahdlers ualked nhMtuo of t.em, 

Poots bolns.ed, vlo—es already bplled ohw
xhe of t.em clabbed .ns .ahdsw 8Ob, Poysw Tnme to vet readyw…
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?y .eart jpttered nh my c.est, Ppt I kebt my face calmw 4o bahtnhvw 4o 
s.aknhvw ze voodw ze bropdw

T.ns mnv.t Pe my dayw
T.ey took ps to 1roomnhv -rstw T.e room uas Pnv ahd cleah, unt. Prnv.t 

lnv.ts t.at made opr fpr s.nhew ?etal vrates lnhed t.e joor, ahd .oses .phv 
from t.e ualls lnke lohv, laUy shakesw

We uere lnhed pb oh t.e cool tnle, ohe after ahot.er, ahd my tanl uavved nh 
ahtncnbatnohw 1roomnhv uas nmbortahtw It meaht ue uere Penhv brebared for 
somet.nhv sbecnal, ahd t.at aluays made me eRcntedw

8'nhe pbw greseht!…
T.e Sahdlers .ad ps kheel, .eads douh ahd Pottoms .nv.MApst t.e uay 

t.ey lnkedw
xhe of t.em mo—ed douh t.e lnhe unt. a larve Pottle of lpPe, s5peeUnhv 

some ohto eac. of opr .oles nh tprhw I felt a t.nck dollob lahd oh mew It uas 
cold ahd slnck, ahd I s.n—ered as nt trnckled douh my Pottomw 

8Sold stnll hou,… sand t.e ot.er Sahdlerw Se carrned a lohv .ose unt. a 
rpPPer tnb t.at vlnstehed phder t.e Prnv.t lnv.tsw I uatc.ed as .e ueht to 
Jammy -rst, sbreadnhv .ns c.eeks unt. ohe .ahd u.nle vpndnhv t.e .ose to 
.ns .ole unt. t.e ot.erw

Jammy va—e a lopd yelb u.eh nt bps.ed nhsnde .nmw T.e Sahdler slnd nt nh 
deeb, t.eh tprhed a —al—e oh t.e uallw Jammy’s eyes ueht unde as uarm ln5pnd 
rps.ed nhto .nm, -llnhv .nm 5pncklyw

T.eh nt uas my tprhw
I kheu u.at uas comnhv, Ppt I stnll copldh’t .elb u.nmbernhv as t.e 

Sahdler abbroac.ed unt. t.e .osew Se khelt Pesnde me ahd rpPPed my Pack 
soot.nhvly Pefore bressnhv t.e tnb avanhst my lpPed bpckerw I Pnt my lnb ahd 
uavved my tanl, trynhv to Pe a vood gpbbyw

T.e  .ose  bps.ed  nhsnde  meMfart.er  t.ah  4ptmev’s  tohvpe  e—er 
.adMahd I let opt a .elbless u.nhe u.eh .e tprhed t.e —al—ew Warm uater 
sprved nhto me so fast nt felt lnke ah eRblosnoh nh my Pellyw
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I s5pnrmed oh allEfoprs as more ahd more bopred nhto me, maknhv my 
stomac. suell pb rophd ahd tnv.t Peheat. mew ?y tanl uavved fprnopsly u.nle 
I trned hot to urnvvle too mpc. phder t.enr .ahdsw

81ood Poy,… t.e Sahdler sand softly as .e tunsted t.e —al—e s.pt at lastw 
Se bplled t.e .ose free nh ohe 5pnck motnoh t.at seht s.pdders t.ropv. mew 
8Sold ntw…

gresspre Ppnlt nhsnde me, my Pelly bplled tnv.t, ahd I Pnt t.e nhsnde of my 
c.eekw 6oh’t u.nmberw 6oh’t s.nftw 6oh’t s5pnrmw 1ood Poys stay stnllw

T.e .eat booled lou, ahd for a momeht I nmavnhed u.at nt mnv.t Pe lnke 
for my ?aster to see me lnke t.nsMspPmnssn—e, oPedneht, brebaredw ?y sknh 
ueht uarm all o—erw

Crophd me, t.e ot.er gpbbnes uere startnhv to s.ake ahd u.nmber from 
.ou fpll t.ey uereMJammy most of allw

T.e Sahdlers made ps .old nt phtnl ue copldh’t ahymorew T.eh t.ey let 
ps s5pat o—er t.e joor vrate ahd release all at ohcew 'n5pnd rps.ed from ps nh 
bouerfpl streams as ue Parked ahd bahted opr relnef nhto t.e obeh anrw

zy t.e tnme ue uere -hns.ed, opr Pellnes uere jat avanhMembty ahd ready 
for ahot.er rophdw Chd t.ere uas ahot.er rophdQ ahd t.eh ahot.erw Fnhally, 
t.e uater jounhv from ps rah cleah ahd clearw

8Clrnv.t, Poysw Ob ahd foruard!…
We uere led t.ere oh s.aky levsw N—eh t.opv. ue uere tnredMahd stnll 

drnbbnhvMhohe of ps comblanhedw T.ns uas Apst danly lnfe for a gpbby!
We’re hot alloued to vet too eRcnted u.eh t.e Nlntes comew T.e Farmer says 

nt rpnhs t.e momehtw Nlntes uaht ps eaver, Ppt cohtrolledw T.at’s u.y ue’re 
mnlked Pefore.ahdw

Nac. gpbby uas Propv.t foruard ohe at a tnme ahd made to kheel oh a 
badded mat, levs sbread undew T.e Sahdlers dndh’t sbeakw T.ey mo—ed nh 
berfect syhcMohe .oldnhv t.e gpbby steady, t.e ot.er reac.nhv Petueeh .ns 
levsw



6IC“” xF C gOgg” :

W.eh nt uas my tprh, I trned hot to t.nhk too .ardw Lpst let nt .abbehw T.e 
Sahdler uas eKcnehtw Fnrmw ?y Pody Aerked oh nhstnhct, ahd t.e release came 
5pnck ahd s.arb, lea—nhv me embtyw

Cfter t.at came t.e uas.roomw
J.ouers .phv from t.e cenlnhv, Plastnhv ps unt. .ot uater phtnl ue uere 

soaked to t.e sknhw T.eh came t.e s.ambooMt.nck, soaby stpi uorked nhto 
e—ery nhc. of psw T.ey lat.ered ps from .ead to toe, rpPPnhv nt nhto opr fpr 
phtnl nt stood pb nh PpPPly tpftsw

?y tanl uavved as t.enr .ahds scrpPPed o—er my sknh, sbreadnhv spds 
e—eryu.erew T.e soab smelled s.arb ahd cleah, ahd I kheu nt uopld make my 
fpr eRtra jpiy for t.e Pnv day a.eadw

xhce ue uere fplly co—ered nh foam, t.ey rnhsed ps unt. more .ot uaterw 
It uas.ed t.e soab auay ahd left my sknh tnhvlnhvw I s.ook t.e uater from my 
ears ahd Plnhked nt opt of my eyesw

4eRt, t.e Sahdlers clnbbed opr hanls, trnmmnhv t.em s.ort ahd heatw T.ey 
psed scnssors oh opr fpr too, vn—nhv eac. of ps a 5pnck cpt so ue looked tndy 
ahd bresehtaPlew Jammy’s .anr uas so lohv .e heeded ah eRtra trnmw

T.eh came t.e serpmw T.ey s5peeUed nt ohto t.enr -hvers ahd rpPPed nt 
nhto opr hnbbles ahd .olesw It tnhvled u.ere—er t.ey sbread nt, maknhv Pot. 
blaces feel suolleh ahd sehsntn—ew

I s5pnrmed u.eh t.ey bnhc.ed my hnbbles to test .ou tehder t.ey uerew 
T.e serpm uorked fastMI copld feel myself already vettnhv .ard avanhw

T.ey slnbbed a -hver nhsnde me too, broPnhv deebw I u.nmbered .elblessly 
at .ou vood nt feltw

T.e Sahdlers uatc.ed ps closely as t.ey uorked, uantnhv phtnl eac. gpbby 
uas fplly erect Pefore slnbbnhv a tnv.t rnhv arophd opr Pasew

W.eh t.ey uere -hns.ed, ue lnhed pb avanh, .ard s.afts Apttnhv opt bropdE
ly from eac. of psw T.e danly rntpal uas combletew We uere ready for -hal 
nhsbectnohw
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T.e Farmer came nh Apst t.eh, .ns Poots clacknhv oh t.e tnle as .e ualked 
slouly douh t.e lnhew

8Well hou,… .e sand unt. a unde smnlew 86oh’t yop all look aPopt ready!…
I .eld berfectly stnll as .e eRamnhed me, keebnhv my tanl lou lnke a vood Poy 

s.opldw It uas .ard hot to uav u.eh .e sand t.nhvs lnke t.atw
Jammy copld Parely cohtanh .nmselfw Sns eRcntemeht s.oued oh .ns face 

as t.e Farmer c.ecked .nm o—er, ahd .e tremPled unt. Aoy at e—ery uord of 
bransew

8“ememPer yopr commahds hou, gpbs,… t.e Farmer sandw
Se clabbed .ns .ahds, ahd ue shabbed to attehtnoh at ohceMears berked, 

eyes undew
8gresehtw…
We drobbed to opr khees unt. bractnced vrace, c.ests lou ahd Pptts ransed 

.nv.w I arc.ed my Pack, feelnhv myself obeh as I .eld t.e bosntnohw
Se ualked bast ps avanh, hoddnhv unt. satnsfactnoh at opr oPednehcew Sns 

Poots ec.oed lopdly nh t.e snleht roomw ?y .eart .ammered unt. eRcntemehtw 
zenhv c.oseh uopld Pe a dream come trpew

W.eh .e reac.ed me, .e bapsedw Sns Poot tabbed t.e tnle Pesnde my kheew
83pnet tanl, Freckles,… .e sandw 8”op uaht to look uellEmahhered u.eh t.ey 

arrn—ew…
I stnlled at ohce, c.eeks Pprhnhv unt. emParrassmehtw
8Jnt bretty!…
We sbrahv pbrnv.t, kheelnhv unt. opr levs abartw ?y .ahds rested oh my 

t.nv.s, eyes louered Apst lnke I’d Peeh tapv.tw
86ouh!…
We lay oh opr Packs, bpllnhv opr levs Pack to breseht oprsel—esw ?y s.aft 

t.roPPed avanhst my Pelly as I .eld t.e bosew
8Nlntes are comnhv sooh,… .e sand at lastw 8ze ready for t.emw…
Wnt. t.at, .e tprhed ahd left, Poots fadnhv auay as ue stayed Pe.nhd, 

5pn—ernhv unt. ahtncnbatnohw
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T.e ohly sophd uas opr Preat.nhvM5pnck ahd s.allouMas ue .eld boE
sntnoh oh t.e joorw We dndh’t dare mo—e phtnl t.e Sahdlers va—e bermnssnohw 
W.eh t.ey -hally dnd, ue badded Pack nhto opr beh oh all foprs, tanls uavvnhv 
as ue Aostled for sbacew

znscpnt uas so eRcnted .e copldh’t stob Parknhvw geahpt Aonhed nh too, t.e 
tuo of t.em ynbbnhv .abbnly as ue uanted for t.e Nlntes to arrn—ew

We all uahted to Pe bncked so Padlyw We tranhed for ntw 6reamed of ntw It uas 
t.e ohly fptpre ue uere alloued to uaht  a collar, a .ome, a ?asterw It uas t.e 
ohly day t.at mattered for a gpbby lnke mew

We uereh’t Porh to Pe beoblew We uere Pred ahd tranhed to ser—e t.e beoble 
u.o matteredMt.e Nlntesw

I uohdered u.at my ?aster uopld Pe lnkew Knhd ahd vehtle, or strnct ahd 
demahdnhvw

Nnt.er uay, I kheu I’d lo—e t.em fore—erw

LLL

We dndh’t .a—e to uant lohvw
T.e Pnv doors suphv obeh, ahd t.e Nlntes suebt nh lnke a stormw T.e beh 

eRbloded unt. sehsatnohMso mpc. honse ahd color ahd smell I dndh’t khou 
u.ere to look, u.at to t.nhkw

Snv. .eels clncked s.arbly avanhst t.e bolns.ed joor, lapv.ter ec.oed oi 
t.e .nv. raftersw zrnv.t scar—es ahd vlntternhv Aeuelry capv.t t.e lnv.t, ahd 
berfpmeM.eady, eRbehsn—e, o—eru.elmnhvMbopred nhto t.e sbace arophd 
psw It uas dnUUynhvw

T.ey vat.ered at t.e fehce, c.attnhv lopdly as t.ey beered nh at opr haked 
Podnes lnke ue uere eRotnc ahnmals oh dnsblayw I felt my c.eeks jps. .ot e—eh 
as my .eart bophded unt. eRcntemehtw T.ere uere so mahy of t.emMsome 
darkE.anred, some fanr, all urabbed nh rnc. faPrncs ahd bolns.ed s.oesw
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Jome of t.e Polder gpbs started s.ounhv oi, rollnhv Palls, brahcnhv, trynhv 
to catc. t.e attehtnoh of opr botehtnal ouhersw 4ot mew I stayed seated Apst 
as I’d Peeh tapv.tMtanl cprled heatly to ohe snde, ears alert, Pody relaRed Ppt 
bonsedw

T.at’s u.eh I sau .nmw Chd my uorld harrouedw
JteelEvray .anrw 'nhed faceMhot unt. ueakhess, Ppt unt. apt.orntyw Se 

uash’t yophv, Ppt .e dndh’t heed yopt.w Se uore bouer lnke a secohd 
sknhM5pnet, aPsolptew C banr of PlackErnmmed vlasses berc.ed berfectly oh 
.ns ahvplar hose, rehdernhv .ns eRbressnoh phreadaPlew

zlack bahtsw W.nte PpttohEdouh dressEs.nrtw zlack vlo—esw zlack vlassesw 
Jnmblew Je—erew Ihtehtnohalw

Se dndh’t sbeak u.eh t.e Farmer vreeted .nmMApst hoddedw T.at uas all 
nt tookw 4o ohe 5pestnohed u.o uas nh c.arvew

Cs t.e mah ualked alohv t.e fehce, t.e Farmer Pevah bonhtnhv opt eac. 
of ps, oiernhv hames, trants, .nstornesw I copld Parely .ear .nmw ?y ears uere 
rnhvnhvw I focpsed oh .oldnhv bostpre, keebnhv my Preat. steadyMPpt my tanl 
tuntc.ed, Petraynhv t.e storm nhsnde mew

T.eh .e bassed mew
Se dndh’t stobw 6ndh’t sbeakw 6ndh’t look at mew
C u.nhe PpPPled nh my c.estw I .eld nt nhw
T.e Farmer tprhed ahd vestpred Proadly to t.e behw 8I reckoh yop’ll -hd 

somet.nhv to yopr lnknhv .erew…
Chd t.at’s u.eh t.e s.nft .abbehedw Cs nf sehsnhv my vaUe, t.e vrayE.anred 

mah tprhed ahd looked dnrectly at mew
xpr eyes lockedw
Sns stareMs.arb ahd phrelehtnhvMstrnbbed me Parew Cll my tranhnhv, my 

bractnced oPednehce —ahns.ed Peheat. ntw Sns vaUe dndh’t Apst see mew It kheu 
mew

T.eh, slouly, .ns sterh mopt. cprled nhto t.e fanhtest smnlew Se nhclnhed 
.ns .eadMParely a hodMahd t.at uas all nt tookw Jomet.nhv clncked nhsnde 
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mew 'nke a key tprhnhvw 'nke I .ad aluays Peeh .nsw Chd today uas snmbly t.e 
momeht ue rememPeredw

T.e Farmer clabbed .ns .ahds ohce, s.arb ahd c.eerfplw 8Cll rnv.t, t.ehw 
Tnme to let y’all vet a closer lookw…

Se .ahded opt vlo—es lnke barty fa—ors, shabbnhv eac. banr nhto eRbectaht 
.ahdsw zottles of lpPe folloued, alohv unt. ah assortmeht of toysMsome sleek 
ahd bolns.ed, ot.ers rndved or crpelElooknhvwO

T.e vate creaked obeh ahd t.ey stebbed nhsndew
We lnfted opr c.nhs, s5pared opr s.oplders, tanls cprlnhv pb or suaynhv unt. 

nh—ntatnohw We kheu .ou to Pe voodw We’d Peeh tranhed to Pe voodw
T.e -rst NlnteMa softEfaced uomah nh bprble snlk ahd vlo—es t.at vleamed 

lnke onlMdrnfted touard Jammyw J.e ualked Pe.nhd .nm, c.ecknhv .ns Pottom 
lnke s.e uas c.oosnhv frpnt at t.e marketw T.eh s.e ransed a .ahd ahd Propv.t 
nt douh oh .ns rpmb unt. a smack .ard ehopv. to make .nm s5peakw

8Smm,… s.e sand, smnlnhv ahd jeRnhv .er .ahdw 8T.ns ohew…
Jammy uas Preat.nhv .ea—nly as t.e Farmer stebbed nh, clncked a leas. to 

Jammy’s collar, ahd led .nm opt of t.e lnhepbw Touard t.e glaybehw
Lealopsy brncked at me, s.arb ahd spddehw I sualloued ntw Focpsedw
T.e Nlntes uere fahhnhv opt hou, nhsbectnhv ps ohe Py ohew
C mah nh a Pprvphdy coat tpvved geahpt’s Palls ahd made a bleased sophd 

u.eh .e u.nmbered brettnlyw znscpnt’s Pottom uas Penhv uorked obeh Py a 
tall Nlnte unt. rnhvs oh e—ery -hver, .ns .ole stretc.ed unt. slou, met.odncal 
care u.nle t.e mah oPser—ed .ns Preat.nhv, .ns s5pnrmnhv, t.e uay .ns Pody 
mo—ed unt. t.e toy nhsndew

N—eryu.ere I looked, .ahds uere oh psMbalmnhv asses, broPnhv .oles, 
teasnhv hnbbles, tunstnhv Pallsw Jome Nlntes uere clnhncal, t.enr topc.es Prnsk 
ahd brecnsew xt.ers dravved t.enr .ahds across tremPlnhv sknh lnke t.ey uere 
banhtnhv a cah—as, sa—ornhv e—ery s.n—er, e—ery vasbw T.e anr t.nckehed unt. 
scehtMlpPe, sueat, rnsnhv .eatw
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I .eld stnll, berfectly bosed, eyes foruard as my hnbbles uere tpvved oh Py 
ah Nlnte uearnhv red .nv.E.eelsMPpt e—ery nhc. of me ac.ed to vlahce to my 
leftw To see nf .e uas uatc.nhvw

T.e mah nh Plackw
T.e ohe u.o’d looked at mew
I Pnt t.e nhsnde of my c.eekw I copldh’t rnsk looknhv auay ahd seemnhv 

dnstractedw zpt nt took e—eryt.nhv I .ad hot tow
Se .adh’t mo—ed from u.ere .e stood hear t.e vatew Se uas ApstQuatc.E

nhvw xPser—nhvw 4ot topc.nhv ahyohew 4ot yetw
I lohved for .ns .ahdw
4ot to stroke mew 4ot to -hns. mew
Lpst to topc.w
I nmavnhed ntMPlack vlo—es avanhst my sknhw Bool, delnPeratew N—alpatnhvw 

Wopld .e tpv my tanl to test my reactnohH Jlnde -hvers nhsnde me, slou ahd 
searc.nhvH Wopld .e sbeakH xr uopld snlehce Pe ehopv.H

C small moah escabed someohe hear mew 4ptmev’s froht ahd Pack uere 
Penhv blayed unt. Py t.e female Nlnte unt. red s.oesw Se let opt a soft u.nmber 
as s.e bpmbed t.e .ard blastnc toys nhto .ns mopt. ahd Pottom snmpltaheE
opslyw

T.e Farmer mo—ed alohv t.e rou, c.attnhv unt. t.e Nlntes as t.ey .ahdled 
psw 8”op’re uelcome to try t.em nh t.e glaybeh, nf ohe catc.es yopr fahcyw 4o 
bresspreMApst see .ou t.ey matc.w…

I uantedwO
Chd uantedwO
Ohtnl -hallyM-hallyMt.e mah nh Plack mo—edw
Se dndh’t ahhophce .nmselfw 6ndh’t vestpre or call for t.e Farmerw Se 

snmbly ualked foruard, slou ahd 5pnet, phtnl .e stood rnv.t nh froht of mew
I dndh’t dare look pbw 4ot fpllyw
zpt I copld see t.e toes of .ns Pootsw golns.edw Immacplatew
Se cropc.edw
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I .eld my Preat.w
zlack vlo—es rose nhto my -eld of —neuw
Chd t.ehMat lastM.e topc.ed mew
Fnrst, .ns -hvers cpbbed my Aau, tnltnhv my .ead Apst slnv.tly so .e copld 

stpdy my facew I met .ns eyes, ahd t.e anr —ahns.ed from my lphvsw T.ey uere 
so s.arbw Jo vrayw Jo bnercnhvw I uopld .a—e drobbed my vaUe nf .e .adh’t Peeh 
.oldnhv me t.ereMahc.ornhv mew

Se dndh’t sbeakw
Lpst lookedw
T.eh, .ns .ahd drobbed, tranlnhv douh my heck, bapsnhv at my collar lnke 

.e uas c.ecknhv nts -tw Se bressed lnv.tlyMApst ehopv. for me to feel t.e 
uenv.t of ntw ?y cock tuntc.ed .elblesslyw

Jtnll snleht, .e cnrcled Pe.nhd mew Sns vlo—ed -hvers sknmmed douh my 
sbnhew I s.n—eredw N—ery her—e nh my Pody stranhed touard .nmw I uahted .nm 
to topc. deeberw “opv.erw I uahted to s.ou .nm I copld take ntw T.at I uas 
u.at .e uas looknhv forw

Se stobbed Pe.nhd mew
Sns .ahd settled oh t.e Pase of my tanlw
C bapsew
T.eh .e tpvvedw
1ehtlyw
I u.nmberedw T.e sophd slnbbed opt of me unt.opt t.opv.t, unt.opt 

bermnssnohw C soft, bleadnhv t.nhvw
T.e vlo—e slnd Petueeh my c.eeksw 'nhveredw gressedw
I .eld bosntnohw
Se topc.ed me t.ereMApst a snhvle vlo—ed -hver avanhst my slnck, heedy 

.olew 4ot behetratnhvw Lpst feelnhvw ?easprnhvw
C lou .pm of abbro—alw
Se rosew
I hearly savved unt. lohvnhvw
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T.e Farmer abbroac.edw 8Ihterested nh a trnal, snrH…
T.e mah’s vaUe he—er left mew 8”esw…
Se sand nt lnke a —erdnctw 'nke a fate sealedw
T.e leas. clnbbed to my collar Pefore I e—eh revnstered t.e mo—emehtw ?y 

.eart slammed nh my c.estw
I uas vonhv to t.e glaybehw
Wnt. .nmw
Chd someu.ere deeb nhsnde, Peheat. all my oPednehce tranhnhv, I .ouledw



A  low whistle cut through the murmuring crowd.

“Well now,” came a smooth voice, rich with amusement. “You’re 
quick, Ransom. I had my eye on that one too.”

The older man—Ransom—paused. His gloved hand still rested lightly on 
the back of my neck. He turned, and so did I, just enough to catch sight of 
the speaker.

It was the female Elite with Red Shoes. She was much younger than 
Ransom, but no less polished. Blond, wearing a dress of emerald green velvet. 
There was a gleam in her eye like she was always two seconds away from 
laughter.

“Can’t blame you,” she said, nodding at me with a wink. “That Pup’s got 
excellent sensitivity. Buuuuut I’m also rather partial to Nutmeg.”

Nutmeg twitched and I realized he still had a toy inserted inside him.
Ransom didn’t reply. He didn’t have to. His quiet authority Flled the space 

like a slow exhale.
The 'armer chuckled. “Well, you boys can both have a taste. Take ?em 

together.”
“TogetherM” the female Elite said, eyebrows lifting in mock surprise. “How 

accommodating.”
“We always aim to please.” The 'armer grinned, and clapped his hands. 

“Bring ?em to the Playpen.”
Jy breath caught. The Playpen.
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Handlers came over with the leashes. There was a wet pop and a gasp as the 
toy was pulled out of Nutmeg.-

1ur leashes were handed oD—Ransom took mine, Red Shoes took NutG
meg’s—and we were led through the pen toward a polished door at the far 
end. Jy paws—it was hard not to think of them that way now—tingled 
against the cool …oor. Jy whole body hummed with excitement. I wanted 
to impress. I wanted to be good. I wanted to be wanted.

As we walked, the Elites fell into easy conversation with the 'armer.
“So,” the female Elite asked, “what kind of tricks do these two knowM 9o 

they roll over, beg, fetch the cropM”
“They know the basics,” the 'armer said. “Present, Sit Pretty, and 9own. 

But I leave the Fner tuning to folks like you. Part of the bond, ain’t itM 
Teaching your Pup your way.”

Ransom made a sound—just a soft “hm” of agreement.
“They’ve all been raised proper,” the 'armer continued. “Trained to subG

mit to Elites. They know their place.”
“"ood to know,” Red Shoes said cheerfully. “How rough can we beM”
The 'armer gave a dry smile. “Play rough. Test limits. Jake a mess if that’s 

your pleasure. Uust don’t break the merchandise. Any permanent damage’ll 
incur the full cost of the Pup.”

Red Shoes nodded. “'air.”
“So what are you looking for in a PupM” the 'armer asked, glancing beG

tween the two Elites. “They come in all stripes.”
Ransom answered, his voice low but clear. “I require a Pup with a certain 

level of sturdiness. 1ne who can endure: vigorous play.” He let the words 
settle. “But sensitivity is just as important.”

Red Shoes chuckled. “Indeed. There’s no pleasure in a dull, unresponsive 
pet.”

The 'armer nodded thoughtfully. “Tough, but eager. I get your meaning. 
And stamina too, I reckon. If you prefer longer sessions.”
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“Indeed,” Ransom said. “I can be rather: demanding in my attentions.”
“I like them playful,” Red Shoes said. “Responsive. A little mischief is Fne, 

so long as they know who to behave for. And I do love a Pup who sings when 
he’s worked just right.”

The 'armer hummed thoughtfully. 2Well, those two ought to suit what 
you?re both after. 'reckles there is mighty sensitive, if you catch my drift. 
Responds beautifully to touch. And Nutmeg?s my sturdiest Pup, big and 
solid. Also a bit of a scamp.2

We reached the Playpen. The handlers opened the door and ushered us in.
The door opened with a low hiss.
The Playpen was warmer than the rest of the barn—dimly lit, like a lounge 

or a stage. Everything inside gleamed with intention. Oeather, chrome, polG
ished wood. Ooops embedded in the …oor. Benches and blocks arranged like 
furniture in a strange parlor. Toys neatly hung in rows. A padded frame stood 
against one wall, draped in soft restraints.

And in the center of it all was Sammy.
Bent over a bench, his tail high and wagging, arms cuDed behind his back. 

The Elite woman who’d chosen him—sleek, sharp, with a high ponytail—had 
one hand gripping his collar and the other raised with a …at leather paddle. 
She brought it down with a crisp smack.

Sammy let out a mu0ed whimper and wiggled with joy.
“"ood boy,” she cooed, and he shivered like he’d just been praised by a god.
Nutmeg’s breath hitched beside me. I could feel the energy vibrating oD 

him—not fear, but anticipation. His steps were eager but restrained, and his 
back arched ever so slightly, a silent signal*-Look at me. Try me.

I did the same. Head high. Chin tucked. Tail curled obediently. 3nees soft 
but ready to kneel the moment I was told. Jy skin prickled in the warm air. 
Jy mouth went dry.

“1h my,” said the female Elite, watching Nutmeg stretch his back like a 
cat. “He’s got …air. I like that.”
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Ransom didn’t respond. His focus was on me. Even as he shrugged oD his 
coat and tossed it over the nearest armrest, his gaze stayed locked on mine.

The 'armer lingered near the door, arms crossed.
“If you’re looking to see how they take pain, Sammy’s a good benchmark,” 

he said, tilting his head toward the bench. “He loves a good wallop. Nutmeg’s 
got some experience. 'reckles here’s a clean slate—this is his Frst real play.”

“1hM” said Red Shoes, eyebrows lifting. “That’s fun. Oike breaking in new 
boots.”

Ransom spoke. “Inexperience has its advantages. No bad habits to correct. 
Uust instinct to reFne.”

I swallowed hard, even though there was nothing in my throat. Jy whole 
body hummed, waiting for his command—his touch—anything.

Red Shoes led Nutmeg over to a padded mat on the …oor. Nutmeg 
dropped into a perfect kneel, thighs apart, hands palmGup on his knees.-

Ransom didn’t move to me yet. He watched. That same unreadable exG
pression behind blackGrimmed glasses. Jeasuring me. 9eciding what to do 
with me. Oike a craftsman studying raw wood before the Frst cut.

I held my pose and prayed he’d touch me soon.
'rom behind us, the paddle cracked again. Sammy’s mu0ed moan was a 

song. A promise.-
Jy knees tingled. I wanted to be next.

666

Ransom didn’t need to raise his voice.
“Present.”
The single word settled over me like a shroud. I moved without thought, 

instinctively—knees apart, elbows to the …oor, ass in the air. Jy body reG
sponded before my brain could catch up. It felt right to obey him. Right to 



9IARY 1' A PLPPY 48

be still, to hold, to wait. I could feel his gaze roam over me, not like a man 
surveying prey—but like a surgeon preparing for work. Precise. 9etached. 
Hungry, in his own reFned way.

Across the room, Red Shoes had already stripped out of her heels. Her 
toes were painted a candyGapple red to match the gleam in her eyes. She 
approached Nutmeg with a swish of velvet and command in every step.

“Well aren’t you delicious,” she murmured, circling him. “All thick and 
twitchy and eager. You ever been fucked by a lady, PupM”

Nutmeg’s throat worked, but he didn’t answer. He knew better. Red Shoes 
chuckled. “Smart thing. That’s Fne. I love a blank slate.”

She crouched, ran a hand under his chin, and leaned in to whisper someG
thing we couldn’t hear. Nutmeg shuddered. When she stood again, she was 
strapping something on.

The harness was black leather, polished and snug around her hips, supG
porting a thick, glittering toy that curved up like a challenge. Nutmeg 
watched her with wide eyes and trembling thighs, already rocking forward 
onto his elbows like he wanted to oDer.

Ransom knelt beside me. Not touching—never touching Frst—but close 
enough that I could feel the heat radiating from him. His breath tickled the 
back of my neck.

“Your training begins now,” he said, voice like polished steel. “And you 
will not move unless I tell you. You will not moan unless I allow it. 9o you 
understandM”

I nodded quickly.
“"ood.” He undid his cuDs. Rolled them up, slow, each …ick of fabric 

deliberate. He didn’t even need to touch me to make my breath stutter. I 
could feel myself tightening, every part of me tuning to his frequency. He was 
the center of my world, and I hadn?t even earned his hands yet.

There was something about the …uid grace of his movements, the coiled 
power in his hands, that made me whimper with a strange longing I?d never 
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felt before. An inexplicable pull deep in my gut made me want to crawl to 
him, to press myself against his legs and feel those deft Fngers in my fur.

Across the Playpen, Red Shoes had Nutmeg bent forward on a block, his 
wrists cuDed to rings set low on the sides. She’d draped a plush pad beneath 
his hips and was smoothing a generous amount of slick lube down her strap. 
She moved like a predator in silk, grinning as she reached between his thighs 
and teased the head of the toy against his hole.

Nutmeg groaned.
“1h honey,” she cooed. “9on’t get shy now. I’m going to make you love 

this.”
She didn’t thrust in right away. She rocked her hips in slow, circling pulses, 

letting the toy kiss and nudge at him without penetrating. Nutmeg’s muscles 
…uttered. His back arched like he was trying to chase it down.

I couldn’t look away. Ransom noticed.
“Eyes forward.” I obeyed. Jy body hummed with tension, desperate for 

his touch but unwilling to disobey.
“You’ll watch when I say so. You’ll feel when I choose.” He brushed a single 

knuckle along my spine and my breath caught like a wire had snapped inside 
me.

“You’re going to learn,” he said quietly. “To ache just the way I like.”
Behind me, Nutmeg let out a soft, gasping sound—the kind of sound that 

only happens when you’re fully taken, stretched and Flled and owned. Red 
Shoes moaned in delight. “1h yes, that’s the sound. "ood boy. Take it all.”

She began to move, slow and grinding, hips rolling like waves. Nutmeg 
whimpered, but never pulled away.

Ransom shifted closer, Fnally placing a hand on the back of my neck. His 
palm was warm. Heavy. I melted into the touch like it was permission to exist.

“9on’t worry,” he murmured. “You’ll get your turn.” He squeezed once. 
“And you’ll thank me for it.”

Nutmeg was whimpering now.
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Not out of pain. No—Red Shoes’ pace was Frm but controlled, riding him 
like a wellGtrained mount, her hands gripping his hips with practiced ease. 
Each grind of her hips pressed her toy deeper, grinding against something 
inside him that made him tremble like a leaf in a storm.

I could hear his moans across the room. Oow, breathy, Flthy. The kind of 
sounds a pup didn’t make unless he wanted the whole kennel to know he was 
being ruined.

Ransom said nothing for a long while.
He simply knelt behind me—close, but never too close—watching the 

scene like a director monitoring a rehearsal. His silence felt heavier than any 
words. I shifted slightly, just an inch, hoping he’d notice. Hoping he’d touch 
me again.

He didn’t. Instead, he spoke. His voice smooth, detached, and cutting. 
“He’s taking her well.”

Jy stomach twisted. I didn’t mean to tense, but I did. Something in me 
curled sharp and sour. Not because of Nutmeg. But because that praise—the 
one I’d been aching for—wasn’t mine.

Ransom went on, almost absently. “"ood breath control. Responsive 
hips. That whimper—right thereM Beautiful.” He paused, and I felt his eyes 
land on me. “That’s what a good pup sounds like when he’s eager to please.”

I bit the inside of my cheek. Hard. Jy body burned with jealousy and 
shame. I wanted to make him proud. I wanted to earn the praise Nutmeg was 
getting. Wanted to be the one split open, made useful, told I was good.

But I wasn’t even allowed to moan.
Red Shoes leaned in over Nutmeg’s back, tugged his collar, and whispered 

something obscene in his ear. He barked out a desperate sound—half cry, half 
moan—and she laughed, sultry and triumphant. The rhythm of her thrusts 
grew sharper, deeper. Nutmeg’s thighs quaked.

Ransom exhaled, barely audible. “She’s molding him already,” he murG
mured. “'ast learner.”
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I couldn’t help it. Jy jealousy …ared into something hotter. Needier. I 
shifted again—this time not subtly—trying to nudge back into his space. Jy 
thigh brushed his boot.

He stilled.
Then I felt it* his hand at the base of my spine, not kind, not rough—corG

rective. A single press, pushing me back into position. No words.
I was being punished with silence. And it worked.
Jy stomach coiled. Jy cock throbbed untouched beneath me. I wasn’t 

just hard—I was humiliated. Jade to watch another be praised while I reG
mained forgotten.

But that, I realized, was the point.
Ransom’s voice came again, silk over steel. “9on’t think I didn’t see the 

way your body twitched, pet.”
He was behind me again, close now. I could feel his breath on my ear.
“Uealousy can be useful. A little competition keeps a kennel sharp.” His 

Fngers grazed my …ank—light, …eeting, infuriating. “But don’t confuse envy 
with entitlement.”

Another moan echoed across the playpen as Red Shoes pressed Nutmeg 
to the hilt and rolled her hips. She crooned something loving and cruel, and 
Nutmeg responded with a gasping moan.

Ransom watched with clinical detachment, then Fnally turned to me.
“Jaybe I’ll let you lick him clean when she’s done,” he said calmly.-
Jy breath caught. Jy cock throbbed against the mat. The thought made 

my stomach twist with humiliation—and longing.
“Would you like that, petM” I nodded slowly.
“"ood.” He stood.
I stayed frozen in position, trembling, aching, soaked in my own need and 

envy. I had nothing—but I wanted everything. And I’d crawl through hell for 
one compliment.
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Nutmeg was whimpering louder now, wrecked in a way that made my 
stomach clench. Red Shoes had him by the collar and the base of the toy, 
fucking him with long, controlled thrusts, hips smacking softly, rhythmically. 
Every time she drove home, he made that sweet little broken noise. His knees 
were spread wide, tail wagging uselessly, panting like he might pass out.

And Ransom was still watching him.
Still praising him.
Still not looking at me.
I shifted again—this time without subtlety, whining low in my throat, butt 

in the air, thighs twitching with frustration.
I shifted again—this time without subtlety, whining low in my throat, butt 

in the air, thighs twitching with frustration.
Ransom didn’t speak.
He moved.
1ne second I was desperate and aching, and the next—his boot was on my 

back, between my shoulders, pushing me …at. Not hard. Not angry. 9eliberG
ate. His weight settled through me like gravity. I gasped, the air punched out 
of me in a wordless yelp, cheek to the …oor, heart thudding like prey caught 
midGsprint.

29id I tell you to move, pupM2 His voice was velvet wrapped around a blade.
I whimpered again, couldn’t help it—splayed out and trembling under 

him. I tried to still, tried to be good, but the moment he took notice, even 
as punishment, it lit something inside me I couldn’t quiet.

His boot ground down, slow and steady. Not enough to bruise. Uust 
enough to hold. 2You know better.2

I tried to nod. Jy tail tucked. Jy cock throbbed, dribbling against the 
mat.

But then came the real correction.
His belt.
The sound of it sliding free was a whisper, intimate and Fnal.
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Snap.
It licked across my thighs like Fre—hot, sharp, searing—and I screamed 

into the mat, body jolting. But I didn’t crawl away. I arched into it. Jy hips 
lifted, presenting like instinct, like I couldn’t stop even if I wanted to.

Snap. 
Again. Higher this time. A line of pain across my ass that made my eyes 

…ood.
And it felt good. So good I could’ve sobbed.
Because it was him. His eyes on me. His hand correcting me. His belt 

marking me.
I’d been so hungry for it—for any scrap—and now I was being punished 

like a real pup. Oike something that belonged.
He knelt beside me then, gathering a Fstful of my hair at the nape of my 

neck. Not yanking. Uust holding.
2You don’t whine for attention,2 he murmured, lips almost touching my 

ear. 2You earn it.2
I trembled under him, mouth open, drooling on the mat. I wanted to bark 

yes. To whimper please. But I just breathed, fast and shallow, tail twitching 
against my thigh.

Then—bliss—his palm smoothed over the welted skin he?d just lashed. 
Warm. Soothing. Reverent.

2Better,2 he said, and the word rang through me like a bell.
He stood again, belt coiled loosely in one hand. “Stay. And watch how a 

real pup takes cock.”
Nutmeg let out a helpless yip as Red Shoes rocked harder into him, his 

moans going highGpitched and needy.
And I watched.
Burning.
Blessed.
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Red Shoes kept him right there—on his elbows, back arched deep, tail up 
and twitching as she fucked him with long, hungry strokes now, no longer 
holding back. The soft slap of skin and harness and his stupid little whimpers 
Flled the room. He sounded so wrecked. So perfect.

And Ransom watched too.
Watched her.
Watched him.
His hand rested on my welted ass, palm big and warm and claiming. It 

didn’t move. Uust sat there, grounding me. 3eeping me pinned like a good 
little rug. Jy cheeks stung, thighs trembled. Jy cock ached, untouched.

But it was enough.
I didn’t dare disobey again. I just pressed deeper into the …oor, eyes glued 

to the way Nutmeg’s body bounced with every thrust. She was relentless now, 
using him like a toy, a training dummy with a heartbeat—and he was glowing 
under the attention, drooling and panting and pawing helplessly at the mat.

Then—
Red Shoes stilled.
Nutmeg let out a noise so raw it rattled my bones. The toy popped free, 

slick and soaked.
She turned toward me.
Ransom’s hand slid up my spine, curled Fngers into my collar, and tugged 

lightly.
“1pen,” he said.
Jy mouth parted before my brain caught up.
She brought the harness cock to my lips, and I sucked.
Salt. Jusk. Nutmeg’s slick still dripping down the shaft. I lapped it up 

greedily, tongue working the head like it was a real cock, like I could please 
her through it somehow. I moaned around the toy, nose wrinkling at the heat 
and scent.
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“"ood pup,” Ransom murmured, rubbing my ass again. Slower now. 
"entler.

I shuddered. The line between pain and pleasure, punishment and praise, 
had already blurred—but thisM This ruined me. His praise while I licked 
another pup’s mess oD her strap.

I sucked harder. 9esperate to be good. 9esperate to stay good.
“That’s better,” Ransom said. “Jaybe you can learn after all.”
Jy tail wagged, thumping weakly on the …oor, and I felt the smile in his 

voice when he added*
“Clean it all, little Pup. And maybe I’ll let you suck mine next.”
I moaned around the strap, humiliated and happy, soaking in every inch of 

attention like sunlight.
Because I was back in his hands.
Back in his orbit.
Back where I belonged.
I made an eager sound, hollowing my cheeks. Ransom’s hand stayed steady 

on my collar, guiding me, keeping me in place. I shivered with pleasure, my 
cock twitching against the mat.

Jy jaw ached from the stretch, but I didn’t dare slow down. Red Shoes 
pulled back, sliding the toy out, and I gasped, hungry for air and more. She 
grinned, not missing a beat, and thrust the shaft back between my lips. This 
time, she didn’t stop at the head. She pushed deeper. I choked, but she didn’t 
pull away. Uust held it there, Frm, until the feeling passed and I swallowed, 
taking more of the toy into my throat.

“There you go,” she said, voice warm with satisfaction. “Now take it all.”
I did. I didn’t know my throat could open like that, but it did.
I whined around it, a desperate, happy noise, and took her in.
She Flled my mouth, my throat, my everything, and I was lost in it, lost in 

the stretch and the slick and the raw, overwhelming heat.
2"oodness,2 she said. 2He’s a natural, Ransom.2
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Ransom’s eyes were on me, sharp and approving.
The praise made my skin tingle. Jy eyes watered, but I kept going, nose 

pressed to her hips, tail wagging furiously. Each thrust was a new lesson, and 
I wanted to learn it all. They pulled me apart and put me back together, and 
I loved it.

I loved it.
Red Shoes stroked my jaw with her thumb. “Oet’s see how long you can 

last.”
She didn’t pull the toy out. This time, she fucked my mouth with it, slow 

and controlled, thrusting until my nose pressed against her hips and I couldn’t 
breathe.

Ransom’s hand was still in my collar. Still holding me. I pressed into it like 
a lifeline.

I took it. I took it, and took it, and took it, and the world narrowed to the 
shaft in my throat and the hand in my fur and the praise in my ears.

When she Fnally pulled out, I gasped like I was drowning, but I didn’t 
stop. Jy mouth didn’t stop. I licked and sucked and begged for more. Her 
eyes gleamed, delighted. She gave it to me.

“Again,” she said, and I did.
Jy throat opened, helpless and eager, and I moaned around the toy.
“Now that,” Ransom said, voice like dark honey, “is how a pup should 

sound.”
I shivered, and Red Shoes laughed. “Sensitive little thing, isn’t heM”
I was. I was so sensitive it hurt. Jy cock throbbed, and I could feel every 

nerve in my body straining toward them, toward their hands and their praise 
and their toys.

They kept me there, …oating in that perfect haze, until my skin shone with 
sweat and my jaw ached and my insides felt like they might spill out from the 
need of it all. Then, Fnally, mercifully, Ransom’s hand shifted to my chin, 
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tugged me oD the toy, and lifted my head. I blinked up at him, dazed and 
panting.

“9own.”
Jy back hit the mat, and I spread my legs without thinking. Jy lips felt 

swollen and raw, and my lungs were on Fre, but I assumed the position—right 
there on the mat, empty and aching.

Red Shoes removed the strapGon and lifted her dress. She settled onto my 
mouth, and I stiDened in surprise. I’d never seen a lady’s parts before. They 
were soft and warm and strange. I didn’t know what to do with them.

I wanted my Jaster’s cock.
Ransom spread my legs and crouched between them. “Any Pup of mine,” 

he said calmly, “is expected to obey my commands.”
He pressed my thighs wider.
“And sometimes entertain my guests.”
Red Shoes shifted on my mouth, grinding against my lips. Her scent was 

heady and overwhelming. I whined, unsure, and Ransom’s hand came down, 
sharp, on the inside of my thigh.

“Jake her come Fve times in Fve minutes,” he said, voice a silk threat. “1r 
you’re no Pup of mine.”

I trembled beneath her, desperate to please, and dove in without thinking. 
I licked hesitantly. Wetness and heat slicked over my tongue. I didn’t know if 
I was doing it right, but she gasped and rocked harder against my mouth.

“Yes,” she moaned. “Smart puppy. Right there.”
I …icked my tongue faster, encouraged by her sounds, by Ransom’s stare, 

by the heat of her against my lips. It was diDerent than sucking cock. 9iDerent, 
but good. I wanted to be good at it. I needed him to say I was good.

Ransom’s Fngers found my opening.
I gasped against her, tongue stuttering, but I didn’t stop. Ransom didn’t 

let me stop. His hand trailed lower, thumb circling my shaft, teasing but not 
stroking, and his Fngers slid inside, deep and unrelenting.
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Jy hips bucked up into his hand. I couldn’t help it. The newness of 
it—the fullness of it—made me shake. Jade me moan into her folds. Jade 
me wild.

He crooked his Fngers, and I came undone.
It wasn’t like anything I’d felt before. Hard and fast and dry, my whole body 

seizing, my insides clenching around him. I choked on a whimper, and Red 
Shoes cried out, grinding down on me as she came.

“Again,” Ransom said, voice like a leash. “Jake her come again.”
I was dizzy, wrecked, breathless from the dry orgasm still pulsing through 

me, but I obeyed. I licked and sucked and nuzzled against her, eager and 
sloppy and desperate. Her thighs pressed to my ears, mu0ing my whines, and 
I could hear her panting, feel her twitching.

“There it is,” she gasped, and the heat …ooded over me again.
Two.
Ransom’s Fngers thrust harder. I couldn’t breathe. I didn’t need to 

breathe. I just needed to be good.
I lost track of time, lost track of everything but the slickness on my tongue 

and the stretch inside me and the raw, bright heat of it all.
She shuddered again, moaned loud enough to make my ears ring.
Three.
I licked like it was the last thing I’d ever do, frantic and hungry, wanting to 

give her everything, everything.
“'uck,” she gasped.
'our.
The world tilted. Jy vision went white. I couldn’t hold on. It was all too 

much. Everything too much.
Ransom pressed his Fngers deep, and I came again, my small body wracked 

with it.
'ive.
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I was still coming. Still shaking. I could barely focus, barely hear the words 
from above.

“1h,” she said. “Poor little pup. You broke him.”
Ransom’s voice was the last thing I heard before I passed out.
“Not yet.”

666

I woke up to the sound of moaning.
It took a moment to remember where I was. The Playpen. The Elites. The 

toys. The sounds. The pleasure.
Jy master.
Jy eyes …uttered open, and my body felt limp and raw against the mat. 

The world was a blur of color and skin and heat.
Red Shoes was crouched over Nutmeg, straddling his chest. His arms were 

bound behind him, and his thighs were spread wide, tied down with soft 
restraints. His cock jutted up, swollen and helpless, while she played with him. 
Her Fngers worked his shaft, and two slim vibrators were pushed deep into 
his hole, buzzing so loud I could hear it from where I lay. He was panting, 
trembling, drooling—eyes halfGlidded and blissful.

I watched, dazed, as she teased him with her hands and her hips, grinding 
down against his stomach, letting the toys do their work. He was moaning, 
so sweet and desperate, and I could see the strain in his thighs, the need in his 
eyes.

“1h pup,” she purred. “You’re going to make such a mess.”
Nutmeg was too far gone to answer. He just throbbed in her hand, muscles 

twitching as the vibrators buzzed mercilessly inside him.
Jy head spun. Jy body felt heavy and tender and used.
Then I saw him.
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Ransom.
He stood over me, shirt sleeves rolled up, black gloves discarded. The lines 

of his face were sharp, but his eyes were sharper. He looked like a man who’d 
been waiting for something to break.

And I was that something.
He knelt down, and I felt his hand on my chest.
“Awake alreadyM” he said, voice low and calm. “You’re more resilient than 

you look.”
His touch was electric. I shivered, and my nipples peaked under his palm. 

He noticed.
“Sensitive little thing,” he murmured.
His Fngers brushed over my nipples, testing, teasing. I squirmed under the 

touch, breath catching as he …icked them with his thumb.
The door creaked open, and the 'armer appeared. He took one look at the 

scene—at Nutmeg and me, at Red Shoes and Ransom—and grinned.
“How y’all doing in hereM "ot a decisionM”
Red Shoes glanced up, Fngers still wrapped around Nutmeg’s shaft. He 

whined when she paused, his whole body jerking toward her touch.
“I can’t choose,” she said, laughing. “I want them both.”
Nutmeg’s eyes widened. His moans turned into sharp, hopeful barks.
Ransom’s hand stayed on my chest. He didn’t even look up. “'reckles is 

mine,” he said, voice quiet but Frm.
The words hit me like a jolt. His. I was his. Jy body responded before I 

could stop it, shuddering with another dry orgasm as he pinched my nipples 
hard. The world blurred, and I cried out, shaking beneath him.

Red Shoes laughed, delighted. “'ine. Have your precious 'reckles. I’ll take 
this Nutmeg here. He’ll be an excellent addition to my kennel.” She gave 
Nutmeg’s cock a long, slow tug, and his back arched oD the mat.

The 'armer’s smile stretched wide enough to split his face. “Oooks like you 
both got what you came forN I’ll fetch the boys and get the papers ready.”
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Nutmeg’s moans went high and thin as Red Shoes squeezed the base of 
his shaft. His whole body locked up, muscles taut and trembling. I watched, 
dizzy with envy, as Red Shoes brought him to the edge.

“There it is,” she murmured, almost to herself. “Almost:there.”
She twisted her wrist, and Nutmeg let out a yelp. He came hard, back bowG

ing, come spurting in long, helpless arcs over his chest and belly. Red Shoes 
laughed again, triumphant, and kept milking him until he was a shivering 
mess beneath her.

“"ood boy,” she said, stroking his hair with a surprisingly gentle hand.
Nutmeg lay panting and dazed, eyes glassy with aftershock.
Ransom’s hand never left me. I was his, and he knew it. 3new it the way a 

Jaster knows the collar he’s about to snap around a pup’s neck.
The 'armer clapped his hands, pleased. “Well, all right thenN We’ll get you 

packed up and on your way home.”
He ducked back out the door, and I could hear him calling to the Handlers 

as it swung shut.
Red Shoes climbed oD of Nutmeg, untying his wrists and brushing a soft 

kiss over his cheek. He blinked, blissedGout, and let her pull him to his feet. 
“Nice and sturdy,” she said, looking him over. “You’ll last me a long time.”

A moment later the Handlers arrived.
Nutmeg didn’t resist. He was limp and docile, eyes halfGlidded, already 

slipping into the rhythm of obedience. Red Shoes gave him one last aDecG
tionate scratch behind the ears and stepped back to let them work.

A Handler gently tilted Nutmeg’s head up, wiping his face with a warm 
cloth before moving to his chest, arms, thighs. Another knelt behind and 
pushed his legs apart, exposing his slick hole, still pink and twitching from 
the intense milking he’d just endured.

Nutmeg whimpered and arched as they worked their Fngers inside him, 
pushing a gel deeper inside. 1ne of the Handlers cooed quietly, murmuring 
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praises. “"ood boy... that’s it: let’s make you nice and clean again for your 
Jistress.”

Then they turned to me.
I padded forward without hesitation, presenting myself, back arched, head 

bowed. They cleaned me with the same care* warm cloth over my cheeks, 
my neck, my stomach. They spread my thighs, worked the slick gel into my 
hole with Frm, clinical Fngers. I whined, hips jerking, cock dribbling onto the 
…oor.

By the time they were done, both Nutmeg and I gleamed—…ushed, 
prepped, holes spotless, skin dewy. I was dizzy from touch, from heat, from 
need. But more than anything, I was light with anticipation.

They were waiting.
Ransom stood tall, hands in his coat pockets. Red Shoes was beside him, 

her leash already clipped to Nutmeg’s new collar. It was pink leather, soft and 
high around his throat, the tag heartGshaped.

Nutmeg wagged his tail, eyes unfocused and joyful, nuzzling against her 
leg.

A Handler handed Ransom a box.
He opened it and pulled out a collar.
Not a plain strap like my training one. No—this was beautiful. Rich 

brown leather, with polished brass Fttings. A thick 9Gring in front. The 
tag was small, rectangular, engraved in crisp block letters*-FRECKLES — 
PROPERTY OF RANSOM-.

Jy ears twitched. I whined—loud, needy, eager—and crawled toward 
him.

He didn’t ask me to kneel. I dropped instantly, heart slamming in my chest, 
head bowed.

His hand stroked my hair, then hooked under my chin. He lifted my face, 
and our eyes met.-
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I wanted to speak. I wanted to scream that I loved him already, that I would 
be good, that I would never want anything but his touch, his command, his 
use.

But Puppies don’t speak. Pups bark. Pups whine. Pups obey.
And I am a Puppy.
He slid the collar around my neck and buckled it.
It clicked into place like a key turning in my soul.
I couldn’t breathe.
Jy mouth fell open in a sob, but it was joy—overwhelming, mindGmelting 

joy. Jy tongue lolled, drool slipping down my chin, and I barked—once, 
high and desperate. Jy cock twitched, untouched, pulsing against my belly. 
I wanted to come just from the feel of it, the scent of him, the knowledge that 
I was his now.

“You’re mine now,” Ransom murmured.
I collapsed against him, tail thudding, shaking with delight. Jy life—my 

entire world—was now wrapped around his boots.
The 'armer reappeared, brushing his hands on his pants. “Oet’s expecting 

Pem,” he said cheerfully. “I told him you?re on the way. "ot the health chips 
logged and synced. All good to go.”

Ransom nodded.-
Red Shoes gave Nutmeg a tug, leading him toward her car’s open crate. He 

followed, crawling with slow grace, eyes halfGlidded in dreamy submission.
The Handler opened Ransom’s trunk.
Inside was a softGlined crate, shaped just for me. Water, feeding tube, and 

leather straps for transport.
Ransom pointed.
I didn’t hesitate.
I crawled in, turned once like a proper pup, then curled on my side. The 

Handler secured the straps around my ankles and thighs—not tight, just 
enough to keep me still for the ride.
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Ransom reached in, scratched the base of my tail, then shut the crate.
And just like that, my old life was gone.
Jy new life—my real life—was beginning.



D ear Diary,

Woof! I can barely believe it. Today, I left the Farm!
That should’ve been the biggest thing. The moment. The before-and-af-

ter. And it was… until we pulled up outside the glass-and-chrome building 
and my leash was clipped on for the  rst time byRhim .

Mansom. Oy new Hwner.
When my Oaster leaned in and clipped the leash to my collar with a 

decisiveRclick , the sound went straight to my spine. Oy body obeyed without 
thought.

kis voice was... I don’t jnow how to describe it. It’s soft, lije velvet, but it 
hits me lije a whip. When he saidR“Out, Pup,” I didn’t even thinj. Oy body 
Pust moved. xalms  rst, jnees neBt. I crawled out of the car lije I’d trained for 
this moment my whole life.

“ecause I had.
The sign above the entrance readRElite Veterinary ServicesRin starj, 

modern lettering. Inside, the clinic was all white marble and soft, indirect 
lighting, elegant and cool. The cold tile Goor stung my bare jnees.R

The woman at the front desj smiled at Mansom, eEcient and composed. 
”Yood afternoon, Or. koward. Dr. kayes is ready for you. UBam Moom 
Three.3



DIAM9 HF A xqxx9 SC

Mansom didn’t answer her. ke Pust waljed. I crawled close behind, breath 
shallow, nose almost touching the bacj of his heel. The hallway was —uiet but 
humming with potential.R

We reached door three. The door opened. I crawled in after him.
The room was bigger than I eBpected. Voft leather padding. Lool silver 

restraints. And the eBam tableJlarge, elevated, with restraint points at every 
corner. Oy throat tightened.

”Ah, Or. Mansom.3 Dr. kayes turned from the sinj, drying his hands. 
ke was young. Trim, eEcient, with sharp darj eyes and slow, deliberate 
movements. kis eBpression was professional. “ut when he loojed at me, a 
Gicjer of interest lit behind the clinical masj.

”And this must be your new ac—uisition.3
”Frecjles,3 Mansom said. ke gave the leash a gentle tug. I lowered my head.
Dr. kayes crouched in front of me, tilting my chin with a single  nger. 

”“eautiful specimen,3 he murmured, more to himself than anyone. ”UBcel-
lent muscle tone. Llear eyes. Loat lije velvet.3

kis thumb brushed my bottom lip, then lingered. I eBhaled a shajy breath. 
ke smiled faintly, Pust at the corner of his mouth. ”Nery responsive.3

”Nery,3 Mansom returned.
Dr. kayes straightened, amusement in his eyes. ke gestured to the table. 

”4et’s get him up for a proper eBamination.3
”qp,3 Mansom said, and I obeyed instantly.
I placed my hands on the edge and climbed up, the leather cold against my 

shins and thighs. Oy Oaster’s hand landed on my shoulder, guiding me.
”Hn all fours.3
Oy body dropped without hesitation, ass high, jnees spread on the padded 

surface. I lifted my tail, showing I was trying to be good. Hbedient, pre-
sentable, and pleasing.

“ehind me, lateB gloves snapped into place.
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”"ow then, let’s see what we have here.3 Yloved  ngers pried my mouth 
open without ceremony. 2Hpen wide.2

I obeyed, opening my mouth a wide ”H3. The command wasn’t hisJbut 
the authority felt borrowed from Mansom, and I would obey anything that 
bore his shape.

The doctor’s thumb hoojed behind my teeth, forcing my Paw further 
apart, and he eBamined my teeth with cold eEciency, running a  nger along 
my gums, pressing into the tender bacjs of my molars. When he pushed 
deeper, testing my gag reGeB, I couldn’t help the small, involuntary sound that 
escaped.

2Yood control,2 he murmured, half to himself, half to Mansom. 2Oinimal 
resistance.2

ke shone a penlight into each eye, watching my pupils shrinj. Then my 
earsJhe tugged them gently, peered inside with a ticjlish instrument that 
made me Ginch and s—uirm despite my best eKorts to hold still.

2kold.2 Mansom’s voice was low, near the door. That one word fro?e me.
The stethoscope was free?ing against my bare ribs. I gasped, breath catch-

ing, my sjin erupting in goosebumps as Dr. kayes moved across my chest 
with deliberate slowness.

2Deep breath,2 the vet instructed. I inhaled shajily, feeling stripped down 
to breath and bone, each sound my body made suddenly loud and shamefully 
public.

2"ow for the throat,2 Dr. kayes said, producing a long, thin scope. 2This 
might be uncomfortable.2

I tilted my head bacj. Oy Paw ached, stretched wide. I didn’t resist when 
the scope slid inside. Tears pricjed the corners of my eyes as it went deeper, 
gag reGeB twitching. The invasion was cold and clinical, but still, I felt the 
heat pool in my belly, my shameful body turning this sterile humiliation into 
something… needy. Vomething alive.
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Dr. kayes  nally withdrew the scope. I coughed, blinjing away tears, a 
strand of drool following as I tried to catch my breath.

The vet moved behind me,  ngers mapping my spine, pressing along each 
vertebra. Then he reached my tail.

ke pulled it straight up.
A whimper escaped before I could swallow it down. Oy eyes sought out 

my Oaster.
2Vhh,2 Mansom said softly. Vtill at the door. Vtill watching. And stillJhis 

voice wrapped around my throat lije a leash. 0ust that one sound made me 
brace my legs, steady my breathing. I didn’t want to Ginch again.

Dr. kayes retrieved a measuring tape. Oethodical nowJthe length of my 
arms, the width of my thighs, the shape of my chest. I tried to disappear into 
the routine of it.

qntil he reached my cocj.
The tape brushed across it, and I Ginched. I was already swelling, straining 

against the ring. And when he wrapped the tape around me... my breath 
hitched.

2Above average,2 Dr. kayes noted, Potting something down. 2Yood pro-
portions.2

ke cupped my balls, hefted them, and rolled them thoughtfully between 
his  ngers. The sound I made wasn’t human. I bit down hard on my lip, but 
the Gush of heat in my cheejs betrayed me.

ke moved to my chest. Oy nipples. kis  ngers pinchedJonce, then again, 
harder. Oy jnees bucjled slightly. A brojen whine escaped me before I could 
mu5e it.

2kighly responsive,2 Dr. kayes said, almost with satisfaction. 2The 
serum’s worjing. Vensitivity is eBcellent.2

Oy xuppy cocj was hard. Truly hard. 4eajing against my stomach, des-
perate and aching with need.

Dr. kayes noticed. Hf course he noticed. Another note on the clipboard.
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2Temperature neBt,2 he said, selecting a thicj, silver thermometer from his 
tray. Oy stomach dropped.

2This will need to go in deep for an accurate core reading.2
ke slicjed it with gel. Oy hips shifted reGeBively, trying to bacj away. I 

forced myself still, heart hammering.
I was Pust a xuppy. This is what a xuppy is for. Vomething to be inspected, 

processed, improved.
Vomething owned.
The thermometer pressed against my entrance. I yelped.
2Uasy.2
Mansom was suddenly beside me. kis hand found my face. It was warm 

and solid, cupping my cheej with shocjing tenderness.
29ou’re such a good boy,2 he murmured, thumb brushing my sjin lije a 

reward. 26eep being good and I’ll give you a treat after we’re done.2
The praise and promise landed deep. Oy body pulsed with it.
The thermometer slid in slowly. Deliberate. Impersonal. I should have 

been ashamed, but all I could feel was how full I was, how eBposed, howRseen.
And Mansom’s voiceJhis touchJhis approvalJ
It was too much.
A sob broje in my throat as I came.
There was no build-up, no control. 0ust sudden, helpless pulses, spilling 

across the eBam table as my body convulsed in pleasure too sharp to be 
contained.

2Hh,2 Dr. kayes said with a Gicj of surprise. 2xremature ePaculation. "ot-
ed.2

I burned. Vhajing. Wrung out. Ashamed and... grateful.
Mansom didn’t pull his hand away.
“ut his tone shifted.
29ou didn’t have permission for that,2 he said softly.
And suddenly, I wanted to crawl inside that shame. To beg for forgiveness.
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To earn the neBt time.
”The breeding programs do tend to produce hypersensitive specimens,3 

Dr. kayes murmured, his tone maddeningly detached as he slid the ther-
mometer the rest of the way in.

I whimpered at the intrusion, still throbbing from the orgasm they’d 
wrung from me lije it was nothing.

”Interesting,3 he added, tilting his head as he studied my Gushed, trembling 
form. ”"o refractory period. The ring’s doing its Pob.3

I was still hard. Hbscenely so. Oy xuppy cocj twitched against my belly, 
glistening with the slicj proof of my lacj of control. The vet noted it on his 
chart with cool eEciency.

”Vhould we continue the eBam,3 Dr. kayes asjed, ”or would you prefer to 
discipline him  rst73

Mansom’s thumb ghosted across my cheej again, tender in a way that 
made me ache. ”Lontinue,3 he said, voice smooth as velvet. ”I’ll address his 
punishment later.3

Later.
That word curled inside me lije a promise. keavy and hot.
”UBcellent tension,3 Dr. kayes said, eyes scanning my form. ”Nery tight. 

kas he been penetrated before73
”Fingers and toys only,3 Mansom answered.
”Omm.3 The vet’s eyes gleamed behind his glasses.
ke twisted the thermometer slowly. I gasped. Oy hips Perjed reGeBively. 

The thicj bulb pressed deeper, sending Polts of heat up my spine. I couldn’t 
stop the way my thighs trembled.

”kealthy elasticity,3 he murmured, pulling the device partway out and 
pushing it bacj in with slow deliberation. ”Mesponsive tissue… good muscle 
control.3
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I whimpered, clenching around the intrusion, shame and arousal tangled 
into something feral. I was tryingJRtrying Jto be good, to be still, but every 
touch made it harder to thinj, let alone behave.

Dr. kayes withdrew the thermometer at last, leaving me empty and aching. 
”Temperature is normal. kowever, the neBt portion will be more invasive. 
ke’ll need to be restrained.3

”Hf course,3 Mansom said, already moving to position me.
Oy heart pounded as the two of them worjed in tandem. Mansom guided 

me onto my bacj, his hands  rm. The leather restraints were soft but un-
yielding, wrapping around my wrists, tugging my arms wide. A thicj strap 
crossed my chest Pust below my nipples, pinning me down.

”4egs up,3 Mansom said.
Vhajing, I obeyed. Oy master lifted my anjles and bent my jnees bacj 

while Dr. kayes fastened restraints at my thighs and hips, spreading me open 
and still. Uvery part of me was vulnerable8 my cocj twitching, my hole on 
display, the ache in my belly deep and pulsing.

Mansom’s  hand came to  rest  gently  on my throat.  "ot  s—uee?ing. 
0ustRclaiming .

”xerfect,3 Dr. kayes said. ke rolled over a tray and selected an instrument 
that loojed lije a thicj pen with a needle tip. ”Identi cation chip. It embeds 
deep in the gluteal muscle. A permanent marjer of ownership.3

The alcohol swab was cold. I tensed.
The needle burned as it went in. Vharp. Deep. I cried out, Paw clenched, 

legs trembling in the straps.
”There we go,3 Dr. kayes said, stepping bacj. ”ke’s oEcially registered as 

your property. All dataJmedical, behavioral, geneticJis now linjed to your 
designation.3

Mansom leaned down, his lips brushing my ear.R“Mine,” he whispered.
The word wasn’t loud, but it shattered something in me. Oy chest heaved.
Dr. kayes moved between my legs again. ”"ow for the internal eBam.3
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The  rst  nger slid in easilyJtoo easily. Oy body, softened by the ther-
mometer and orgasm, yielded with barely any resistance. “ut this time, the 
vet wasn’t gentle. ke croojed his  nger immediately, digging deeper.

I bit bacj a yelp, bacj arching as much as the straps would allow.
”There,3 he said with detached satisfaction, rubbing  rmly against the spot 

that made me see stars. ”4et’s measure his sensitivity.3
ke wasRrelentless . That single  nger worjed me lije a switch, pressing and 

circling with eBpert precision. I strained against the leather, overwhelmed by 
the direct, targeted stimulation.

Oy cocj drooled steadily, puddling on my stomach. I couldnLt stop it. I 
was unraveling.

”Oost pups re—uire far more eKort,3 the vet said clinically. ”This one is 
unusually receptive.3

Another  nger slid in, stretching me wider, amplifying the pressure inside. 
The angle changedJdeeper,  rmerJand my body betrayed me again. The 
orgasm surged up so fast I had no chance to beg, no time to asj for permission.

IRhowled.
The climaB hit lije a sei?ure. It was violent, humiliating, and unstoppable. 

Oy cocj Perjed and spilled, untouched, ropes of cum landing hot on my belly 
and chest. I couldn’t breathe. 0ust cried pitifully, wrecjed by pleasure I hadn’t 
earned.

”Two orgasms in under ten minutes,3 Dr. kayes noted aloud. ”“oth in-
duced by minimal stimulation. Fascinating.3

kis  ngers were stillRinside me as I shooj and whined.
ke  nally withdrew his  ngers, leaving me gasping and twitching, my 

body too sensiti?ed to process what had Pust happened. Impossibly, my xuppy 
cocj remained rigid, a Gag of surrender to everything they were doing to me.

”ke’ll re—uire a strict regimen,3 Dr. kayes said, stripping oK his gloves 
with a snap. ”Daily edging, orgasm denial, graduated sensitivity conditioning. 
Without it, he’ll be spilling every time you brush against him.3
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Mansom moved into my  eld of view. Those blacj-rimmed glasses ob-
scured his eyes, but his eBpression was unreadable. ke reached down and 
wiped a tear from my cheej with unsettling gentleness.

”That was your last free one, pet,3 he murmured. ”From now on, you’ll 
come only when I allow it. 9ou’ll earn every release. “eg for it. And even then, 
I may deny you. Lome without permission and you’ll be punished.3

kis words were soft. Final. They settled into my bones lije a brand. I 
nodded frantically, still shajing in the restraints. The promise in his voice 
made my whole body light up. There was shame, need, fear, and something 
new8 a deep, molten obedience curling low in my belly.

”Vhall we continue with the full physical73 Dr. kayes asjed, already reach-
ing for another set of instruments. ”We haven’t tested his anal capacity or 
nipple sensitivity yet.3

”xroceed,3 Mansom said. Hne hand came to rest in my hair, a tether an-
choring me in place. ”I want all of him eBamined. Uvery limit. Uvery response. 
Uvery vulnerability.3

Dr. kayes selected a gleaming metal instrument. ”This will taje some 
time,3 he said, almost cheerfully. ”“ut by the end, we’ll have your xup com-
pletely documented. There won’t be a single inch of him untouched.3

I whimpered, tugging against the restraints. The chip now embedded in 
my bottom throbbed faintly, a constant reminder that I wasn’t a person 
anymore. I was property. Hwned.

And yet… the part between my legs remained shamefully stiK, leajing onto 
my belly.

Dr. kayes lifted the speculum under the harsh eBam lights, coating it in 
gel. ”The speculum will help us properly assess his depth and elasticity,3 he 
eBplained. ”Or. Mansom, if you’d be so jind73

Mansom was already in position, his strong hands gripping my cheejs and 
spreading them apart without ceremony. The eBtra eBposure made me whine, 
but he didn’t loosen his hold. I was his pet. Displayed for evaluation.
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The cold metal jissed my entrance. I Ginched.
”Vhh,3 Mansom said, his voice steady. ”4et the doctor do his worj.3
Dr. kayes pressed forward, slow but ineBorable. The speculum breached 

me, wider than  ngers, colder than toys. It didn’t coaB. ItRforced me open, and 
my body had no choice but to yield.

”There we go,3 the vet murmured, seating the speculum inside me. ”"ow, 
let’s see what we’re worjing with.3

Click.
I gasped.
Click.
I whimpered.
Click.
“y the third notch, I was crying openly, the raw stretch setting every nerve 

on  re. Oy body wanted to close, to protectJbut the metal jept me spread, 
helpless and eBposed.

”UBcellent elasticity,3 Dr. kayes said. ”"o tearing. Nery responsive. Or. 
Mansom, looj at the way the tissue accommodates. Memarjable.3

Mansom leaned in. 6nowing they wereRlooking inside me , watching how 
my hole stretched and strained, made something deep inside twist with hu-
miliated arousal.

”Four centimeters,3 Dr. kayes said, adPusting again. ”4et’s try for  ve.3
The pressure intensi ed. I shooj my head, small and desperate, but my 

body had already betrayed me. I moaned as the speculum cranjed wider, hips 
twitching uselessly against the straps.

”Five point two,3 the vet declared. ”A solid baseline. With proper training, 
he could taje signi cantly more.3

ke didn’t remove the device.
Instead, he reached for a thin tube with a tiny camera at the tip. ”"eBt, an 

internal scope to checj for abnormalities in the colon.3
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The scope slid into the already-stretched opening. I gaspedJRit kept going , 
snajing deeper into me, past any depth I’d ever jnown. Oy stomach Guttered 
as it twisted upward. The screen beside us displayed pinj walls and delicate 
ridges. The vulnerable map of my insides.

”9ou were right about only  ngers and toys penetrating him,3 Dr. kayes 
noted. ”ke’s entirely unspoiled. "o scarring, no irregularities. xristine tis-
sue.3

I wasn’t sure if I should feel proud or ashamed. Oaybe both.
When he  nally withdrew the scope, I sobbed. It was less from the dis-

comfort, more from the violation, from how much I’dRfelt it.
”"ow for cultures,3 Dr. kayes said, lifting several long swabs from a sterile 

pacjet. ”We’ll need samples from various depths for the lab.3
Mansom didn’t say a word. kis hand stayed in my hair, a steady, possessive 

weight.
And all the while, my cocj throbbed, hard and heavy, twitching against my 

stomach lije it jnew something I didn’t.
4ije it already understood what I was becoming.
The  rst swab slipped in easily through the still-gaping speculum. I whim-

pered as the cotton dragged along the raw inner walls of my body, the sen-
sation almost unbearably intimate. The second swab went deeper, brushing 
places I hadn’t even jnown eBisted, and I s—uirmed against the restraints, 
shame painting my cheejs as I reacted lije some needy thing.

”Vtill,3 Mansom said, calm but  rm, his hand pressing down on my thigh. 
The weight of his palm grounded me. Oore than restraint, it was a reminder. 
I belonged to him now. Uvery movement, every breath, was his to permit.

The third swab slid in and something deep inside me cramped from the 
intrusion. I chojed on a gasp, the strain in my muscles only brojen by the 
sharp, anchoring pressure of Mansom’s touch.
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”0ust one more,3 Dr. kayes murmured, and I barely had time to register 
the shift before his hand was on my cocj, cool and impersonal. ke pressed his 
thumb to my slit, and my hips Perjed involuntarily.

”The urethral swab is always uncomfortable,3 he said, almost jindly. ”Try 
not to move.3

Then it was thereJsliding inside me, thin and merciless. I yelped, not Pust 
from the sharp sting, but from the utterRwrongness of it. Oy cocj burned as 
the swab threaded deeper than I thought possible. Mansom didn’t soothe me. 
ke didn’t stroje or murmur comfort. ke held me in place, impassive, letting 
it happen.

4etting me be violated for his bene t.
The vet turned the swab with methodical precision. I shooj beneath him, 

my body caught between the agony of overstimulation and a deep, humbling 
need I didn’t yet understand.

”Almost done,3 Dr. kayes said, sliding it out with a Gicj that made me 
whimper.

“y the time he pulled away, my chest was heaving. Oy cocj throbbed 
painfully against the air, confusion and arousal tangled into something un-
nameable. I could still feel the speculum spreading me, the cool air on the wet 
heat inside me.

”UBcellent samples,3 Dr. kayes said as he labeled the swabs with practiced 
ease. ”"o sign of infection. ke’s a very healthy specimen.3

ke began clicjing the speculum closed, each notch easing the stretch, but 
I moaned with each contraction, the strange emptiness that followed majing 
my hole pulse with need. When the metal  nally slid free, I felt gaping, ruined. 
UBposed in a way I hadn’t jnown was possible.

”The speculum always majes their holes nice and soft,3 the vet mused. 
”kis anus is almost lije a vulva now. 9ou’ll have fun training him up.3

Mansom released his grip at last, but his  ngers lingered on my inner thigh, 
idly strojing. "ot comforting. Oore lije inspecting.
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”What’s neBt73 he asjed, lije ordering the neBt course of a meal.
Dr. kayes didn’t miss a beat, reaching for a new tray. ”"ipple sensitivity 

tests, oral capacity, then some electrical mapping. I want to chart every eroge-
nous response for your reference.3

A soft, miserable sound escaped me. I wasn’t even halfway through, and 
already my body was trembling from the attention.

”xroceed,3 Mansom said coolly.



D r. Hayes glanced at my leaking tip and frowned. “Hmm. His hy-
persensitivity is more severe than I anticipated. Two spontaneous 

orgasms in one session. That won’t do.”
He moved to a wall cabinet and withdrew a metal case. When he opened 

it, I saw rows of chastity devices. They were gleaming, precise, merciless.
“I recommend immediate chastity,” the vet said. “Something restrictive. A 

visual reminder of his status, and a physical barrier to further disobedience.”
“Agreed,” Ransom said, already reaching for the oxered device.
The one selected was steel, with a narrow tube that seemed laughably small 

and a ring that made my stomach twist in fear. Ransom eMamined it brieqy 
before pressing it to my qushed skin.

“Hold still,” he said.
There was no gentleness in his hands now. He gripped my shaft, press-

ing and coaMing it into the cruel tube. zy breath caught as the cold metal 
s—uee ed around me, reducing me, caging me.

The ring slid around the base of my cock and balls like a closing trap. Then 
came the lockPJclick Pa sound more Unal than anything I’d ever heard.

zy cock twitched hopelessly inside its prison. There was no room to swell, 
no way to ache without punishment.

“Nerfect Ut,” Dr. Hayes said, clearly pleased. “He won’t be getting out 
without your key.”
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Ransom slid the key into his coat pocket. He didn’t smile. He didn’t speak. 
He didn’tJneed to.

Tears welled again, the reality sinking in. Oot …ust the pain or the restric-
tion, but what itJmeant . I wasn’t allowed to come. Oot unless he wanted it. 
zy pleasure wasn’t mine anymore. It belonged to him.

And my cockPcaged, burning, weepingPresponded like it was grateful.
Dr. Hayes returned to his instruments, lifting my balls and weighing them 

with cool detachment. “Bood si e. Strong testosterone proUle.”
He rolled them gently in his hand, making me twitch. Then he looked at 

Ransom again.
“:ou know,” he said, conversational, “some owners choose to neuter their 

pets. 5specially the more sensitive ones. It curbs any potential for dominant 
behaviorF permanently.”

zy heart thudded in my chest. I couldn’t breathe. The idea, humiliating 
and terrifying, settled over me like a shadow.

?ut worse than fear was the reali ationV zy cock was still trying to get hard.
Ransom considered this, his eyes dropping to where Dr. Hayes still cradled 

my balls in one gloved hand. The silence stretched, thick with tension. 3inally, 
he said, almost la ily, “I want to keep them for now. Lnless he gives me a 
reason to reconsider.”

The threat licked up my spine like a qame. I whimpered. I’d be good. So 
good. I’d never give him a reasonP

“Lnderstandable,” Dr. Hayes said smoothly, giving my sac a Unal, posses-
sive s—uee e before letting go. The absence of his touch felt like a fall. “They 
can be —uite useful, correction-wise.”

He turned back to his tray, selecting a strip of leather a4Med with small, 
shining metal weights. “Speaking of which . . . have you considered stretchers6 
They’re eMcellent for long-term modiUcation. "isible ownership.”
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He wrapped the leather snug around the base of my sac, …ust above my balls. 
5ven without the weights, the pressure was brutal, pulling everything down 
and away from my body like I was being unspooled from the inside.

“:ou can add weight gradually,” he eMplained, attaching the Urst metal 
piece with a softJclick . The pull was immediate, making me gasp, my thighs 
trembling. “It’s a reminder. 5very step, every shiftPhe feels the weight of you. 
jf what he is.”

Another weight. zy eyes watered. I bit down on a moan.
“"ery useful for discipline,” the vet went on, tone clinical as he twisted 

the strap tighter. “Increase the load when he misbehaves. They learn —uickly 
when their balls are on the line.”

Ransom watched me. “How long can it be worn6”
“Start with an hour. Work up to all day. Some owners opt for permanent 

stretchPlow-hanging, heavy, unmistakably owned.” Dr. Hayes tugged on the 
dangling weights. I cried out, body straining in the restraints. “A visual signal 
of what he’s for.”

“I’ll take a set,” Ransom said, voice unreadable.
The vet unbuckled the leather and removed the weights. I nearly sobbed 

at the reliefPbut the ache lingered, the echo of pressure and promise.
“Oow then,” Dr. Hayes said, making a note on his tablet. “Shall we move 

on to nipple sensitivity6 I’m curious how he responds with the cage keeping 
his cock properly contained.”

He stepped closer, gloved Ungers hovering above my chest. zy nipples 
were still swollen from the serum used back at the 3arm. They were plump, 
puxy, and tender.

When he qicked one eMperimentally, I …olted, a broken gasp escaping.
“5Mcellent baseline,” he murmured, pinching the other and twisting, slow 

and cruel. I whimpered, hips twitching uselessly. The cage kept my cock 
trapped in silence, but my body was betraying me in other ways.
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“Any preferences for development, zr. Ransom6” Hayes asked, eyes still 
on my chest. “We oxer permanent enlargement, heightened sensitivity treat-
ments. Ideal for pets who need regular correction . . . or stimulation.”

Ransom stepped closer. I could feel his ga e on me like pressure. “I want 
them obscene,” he said. “3at. Desperate. So sensitive he can’t focus when 
they’re touched.”

“?efore or after piercing6”
“?efore. I want them ripened Urst. Then we’ll pierce them.”
Dr. Hayes smiled, already reaching for a vial. “I have …ust the thing. jur 

most intensive protocol.”
He slipped on new gloves, slicking his Ungers with a clear, glistening serum. 

“This blend triggers rapid tissue growth. 5Mpect swelling, heat, and eMtreme 
responsiveness. It’s —uite exective.”

The Urst contact with the serum made me qinch. It was cool, then tingling, 
then burning. Hayes worked it in with circular motions, pressing deep into 
the qesh. zy back arched. The sensations blurred.

“:ou’ll need to massage them twice daily,” he said, voice calm as he worked. 
“3irm pressure. Stretch the tissue. 5ncourage growth. Daily suction for an 
hour. Weekly electro-stimulation for nerve eMpansion.”

He produced a pair of clear suction cups and a compact pump. “2et me 
show you.”

The cups sealed with wet pops over my nipples. When he turned on the 
pump, the hiss Ulled the room and the pull started. Bentle at Urst, then 
deepening. zy nipples swelled, darkened, throbbed. I moaned, helpless.

“See how eager his body is6” Dr. Hayes murmured, watching the tissue 
rise. “In a few weeks, they’ll be permanent. Sticking out like a pair of udders. 
Eust the way you want them.”

The cups hummed softly, pulling without mercy. zy breath came fast, 
brain fu  ing at the edges. zy nipples feltJhuge. Alive.
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“Time for the electrical component,” he said, attaching small adhesive pads 
near the suction bases. “This will accelerate development dramatically.”

The Urst …olt was a crack of lightning. I bucked, straining in the restraints, 
a choked noise ripping from my throat.

“jh, very reactive,” Dr. Hayes purred, ad…usting the settings. Another 
pulse followed. 2onger, hotter. zy hips …erked, cock caged and pulsing, frus-
trated and desperate.

“?eautiful,” Ransom murmured, stepping closer. He scratched lightly 
behind my ears, and something in me broke open.

“Bood boy,” he whispered. “:ou’re taking it so well.”
The praise melted through me, more intense than the shocks. I moaned, 

body trembling, and leaned into his touch like I couldn’t help it. 2ike I 
belonged there.

The suction and the shocks blurred together, every nerve hooked and 
burning. Hayes continued calmly, recording settings, watching the tremble 
of my muscles. ?ut I was lost, qoating between pain and pleasure, between 
the cage and Ransom’s Ungers petting gently behind my ear.

“We’ll include a home unit,” Hayes said. “Daily use will produce dramatic 
results. And he’s clearly an ideal sub…ect.”

I couldn’t process words anymore. Eust sensation. Eust the deep, over-
whelming knowledge that I was beingJremade. jwned. zodiUed. Nerfected 
for him.

“:ou’re doing so well,” Ransom said again, thumb stroking my cheek now. 
His voice felt like heat on my skin. “Such a good patient.”

I sobbed with it . . . his praise, his ownership, the weight of what was 
happening to my body.J

The thought bloomed in me like heat, thick and heady. I belonged to him, 
and everything happening to me was for his pleasure, his design. I had never 
known a peace like thisPterrible, total, and transcendent.
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“Initial mapping is complete,” Hayes Unally said, powering down the de-
vice. The sudden silence was almost painful. The cups stayed on a moment 
longer, then peeled ox with soft pop.

zy nipples were engorged. Dark pink, shining with serum, and throbbing 
visibly. 5ven the soft drag of air over them made me whimper, my spine 
arching as if to escape the sensation.

8?eautiful,8 Dr. Hayes murmured. He rolled one between his Ungers.
I nearly screamed.J
“5Mcellent reaction. Nerfect for clamps or crop play.”
He applied more serum, Urm and deliberate, working it in with clinical 

detachment. I s—uirmed, panting. zy nipples burned with pleasure. I was raw 
with sensation.

“They’ll stay swollen for several hours,” he said clinically, as though he 
hadn’t …ust brought me to the brink with a single touch. “?e sure to massage 
them thoroughly tonight. Really work the serum in.”

?ut he was already turning away, preparing the neMt procedure, while my 
body trembled beneath the restraints.

Ransom’s  hand  remained  in  my  hair,  stroking  gently  behind  my 
earsPpossessive, comforting, claiming.

And in that moment, that was all that mattered.
I was his. His pet. His creature. ?eing reshaped for him.
I qoated. Strapped down, eMposed, aching in ways I hadn’t known eMisted9 

and yet I was tran—uil, blissfully docile. Whatever they did neMt, I would 
endure it. Bladly.

?ecause I was a good boy.
And good boys took their treatments.
Ransom’s voice cut through the fog. “What else would you recommend 

for a sensitive pup like this6”J
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Dr. Hayes smiled, already reaching for the neMt tray. “Well, there’s the 
matter of his prostate. Biven his level of sensitivity, this will be a crucial foun-
dation for his training. Would you like me to demonstrate proper techni—ue6”

“:es,” Ransom replied immediately. His Ungers never stopped petting. 
“He’s to learn to come only from anal stimulation. That part between his legs 
is nothing more than decorative.”

The approval in the vet’s eMpression was unmistakable. “An eMcellent 
choice. Nets trained this way are far more compliant. zore eager to please.”

He moved between my immobile legs.J
“He does have —uite a bit of fur,” Dr. Hayes commented, observing my 

hole. “1ommon in breeding stock. ?ut it can hinder hygiene. zost owners 
prefer a cleaner appearance.”

Ransom leaned in. “Remove it.”
“Nermanently6”
“:es,” Ransom said, no hesitation.
Dr. Hayes selected a bulbous black plug with tubing coiled around it. He 

held it up like an elegant tool, coating it thoroughly in thick lube.
I whimpered without meaning to, body clenching, trembling.
“This will serve a dual purpose,” he eMplained. “The inqatable plug will 

prepare the area for hair removal and provide eMcellent stimulation for milk-
ing.”

The plug pressed against my soft opening. I eMhaled sharply as it breached 
me, the penetration surprisingly easy. zy body accepted it greedily.

And then he pumped it.
The Urst s—uee e caught me ox guard, making me gasp aloud as the plug 

swelled, stretching me inward and outward at once. The second made me 
shudder, toes curling.

The third made me cry out.
It was too much. zy restraints creaked as I writhed, and Ransom hushed 

me gently, his hand cradling my head like I was something precious.
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“2ovely,” Dr. Hayes said, pressing his Ungers around the edge of my 
stretched rim. “See how taut the skin is6 Ideal for the laser.”

He picked up a sleek wand that pulsed softly with blue light. “This will 
remove all hair follicles permanently. "ery precise. Though it does sting.”

The Urst  ap made me qinch violentlyPsharp, hot, like electricity under 
my skin. He worked with slow precision, clicking the wand around the plug, 
burning each follicle one by one.

zy body shook under the combined assaultPthe stretch of the plug, the 
bite of the laser, the humiliating eMposure.

“:ou’ll need to establish a regular milking schedule,” Dr. Hayes said, his 
voice calm as he  apped another patch. “Anal stimulation only. Oo penile 
orgasms, ever.”

“Oot a problem,” Ransom agreed, stroking behind my ears again.J
zy cock, useless and trapped in its cage, throbbed desperately. I moaned. 

It was a long, broken, and needy sound. The shame only made it worse.
The vet moved methodically to my groin, lasering the hair around the base 

of the cage. 5ach  ap made me …ump, and my cock wept helplessly inside its 
prison.

“He’s very vocal,” Dr. Hayes noted, giving the plug another pump that 
made me wail. “:ou may want a mu  le for public outings.”

“Add it to his kit,” Ransom said. “I want a full set. Training, travel, pun-
ishment.”

The laser powered down, leaving my groin and hole raw and tingling. Dr. 
Hayes eMamined me, pleased.

“Smooth as silk,” he said. “Oow, for the milking.”
He held up a curved, slender metal rod. “This is a prostate stimulator. 

Designed to hit the gland precisely.”
He slid it in beside the plug. 1old metal parted me, and I sobbed at the 

intrusion, too sensitive, too open. ?ut when it touched my prostate . . . when 
it pressed . . .
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I shattered.
2ights eMploded behind my eyes. I arched, cried out, and Ransom mur-

mured soft praises, grounding me with his touch.
The rod moved in steady, rhythmic strokes. 5ach pass rubbed against my 

prostate like a lover’s kiss, each movement dragging me deeper into blissful 
surrender.

“Watch his hips,” Dr. Hayes said. “See how his body is learning. He’s 
beginning to associate this pressure with release.”

I couldn’t stop moving. 1ouldn’t stop moaning. I was leaking nonstop, 
my caged cock drooling as my body trembled on the edge of something vast 
and primal.

Then the wave hit.
It wasn’t an orgasm. It was a qood. A convulsion. A full-body tremor that 

left me sobbing as my cock twitched in its cage, spilling weakly while the rod 
kept pressing, working, milking.

I wasn’t allowed to come and collapse. I wasn’t allowed to be done.
Dr. Hayes kept going.
Another climaM tore through me, more intense than the last, and I 

screamed. The pleasure was molten, brutal. zy body didn’t know how to 
process it.

Still, the vet worked me. Nrecise. Lnrelenting.
Lntil I was reduced to a whimpering, broken thing beneath him.
“Nerfect demonstration,” he said Unally, withdrawing the rod. “:ou’ll want 

to repeat this daily. With time, he won’t be able to orgasm any other way.”
The doctor turned to Ransom. “Shall we make the milking part of his 

regular wellness checks6”
Ransom smiled down at me, Ungers brushing the tears from my qushed 

cheeks. “jf course.”
And I moaned softly, helplessly.
?ecause I was his good boy.
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And I had never felt more owned. zore known.
zore alive.
Dr. Hayes returned with a clear container gleaming under the soft clinic 

light. Inside were siM perfect spheres. They were translucent, blue, and large 
as eggs. zy hole clenched involuntarily, nerves sparking under my skin.

“jne last step before you take him home,” Dr. Hayes said, shaking the 
container. “These beads will keep him lubricated and ready for everything 
you have planned for his Urst night home.”

Ransom inspected the beads. “How many6”
“SiM to start,” the vet said, dipping a Unger into the gel and coating the 

Urst bead. “They dissolve slowly, releasing lubricant for hours. The si e trains 
capacity, the slow melt keeps him eager.”

The doctor pressed the Urst bead against my trembling entrance. zy 
breath hitchedPthere was pressure, Urm but yielding, pushing past my tight 
rim until it slipped inside. The fullness bloomed deep and heavy. A shudder 
rippled through me.

One.
The second bead followed, sliding home with less resistance.JTwo. zy 

body, still tender from earlier stretching, welcomed the intrusion like it was 
meant to be Ulled.

“Bood,” Dr. Hayes murmured. “2ook how easily he takes them. His body 
is learning its purpose.”

?ead three, fourPeach added weight and heat, a rolling fullness that made 
my breath come faster. ?y the Ufth, my hips lifted of their own accord, 
desperate to accommodate the growing, shifting mass inside me.J

“2ast one,” Dr. Hayes said softly, pressing the siMth bead in with Urm, 
deliberate pressure. A gasp tore from my throat. It wasn’t pain, but an over-
whelming fullness that made my entire core —uiver.

SiM spheres buried deep. Warmth began to spread as the slow melt started.
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“Oow,” Dr. Hayes said, turning to Ransom, “let’s keep them where they 
belong.” He gestured toward a display case on the wall. It was Ulled with re-
tention plugs. There were dixerent colors and shapes, and, most importantly, 
dixerent si es.

Ransom skimmed over the options, then settled on a thick black silicone 
plug with an eMtra-wide qared base. I was relieved it wasn’t the biggest one. 
“This one,” he said.

Dr. Hayes handed Ransom the plug and a bottle of lube. “Would you like 
to do the honors6 He should get used to accepting your touch.”

Ransom nodded, his calm dominance sent heat through me as he coated 
the plug thoroughly. When he stepped between my spread legs, I trembled, a 
soft whimper slipping out.

“Shh,” Ransom whispered, one hand settling possessively on my hip. 
“Take it like the good boy you are.”

The plug pressed against my already-stretched entrance, nudging the beads 
deeper, shifting them inside me with delicious pressure. Ransom’s move-
ments were unhurried and relentless.J

The thickest part of the plug pushed past my rim, forcing a gasp from my 
lips. Then my hole swallowed up the thin stem. The plug was now seated fully, 
its broad base pressing tight against my bottom.

Sealed. 3illed. jwned.
“Slow-release,” Dr. Hayes said with approval. “He’ll stay lubricated, 

stretched, and mentally primed. Ready.”
The restraints came ox, one by one, the leather sliding away. I tried to move 

but my body was heavy, full. 5very nerve ending sang. zy nipples swollen and 
aching, my cock caged and pulsing, my hole gripping the heavy beads and the 
plug like a tether.

“Take your time,” Dr. Hayes said softly, rolling me onto my stomach. The 
change made the beads shift, pressing new spots that made me gasp and clutch 
the table’s edge.
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Ransom’s hand came to the back of my neck, steady and grounding. 
“?reathe. 5asy.”

His voice was a tether pulling me back from drowning in sensation. He 
helped me down, my legs shaky, barely holding me. The plug tugged with 
every step, a constant reminder of what was inside.

“jn all fours,” Ransom ordered —uietly.
I obeyed instantly.
Dr. Hayes was printing something at his desk. “Initial assessment com-

plete. Remarkably healthy. Sensitivity ox the charts. Response times most 
impressive.”

Ransom studied the report while I waited at his knees, the slow melt of 
beads warming my insides, slick trails coating my inner walls. I could feel it 
pooling hot and wet.

“He has the makings of an eMceptional pet. The rest will come down to 
training,” Dr. Hayes added.

“I intend to be thorough,” Ransom said, folding the report. His hand 
clipped the leash back onto my collar, a simple gesture that sent my pulse 
racing. “1ome. Time to go home.”

5very movement …ostled the beads and shifted the plug against my insides. 
zy nipples bounced with each step. Ransom’s slow, commanding pace left 
no room for distraction. I focused on obeying, the swell of submission wrap-
ping tight around me.

We arrived back at the car and Ransom stopped. Instead of opening the 
crate, he turned, bent down, and cupped my face.J

His thumb traced my cheekbone. “zy good, messy boy,” he breathed. 
Nride and ownership were heavy in his voice. It broke me open.

Tears pricked. The praise was Ure, deeper than any touch. I writhed with 
desperate need, pushing into his palm, a needy whine escaping.

“I know,” he said, reading me perfectly. “So eager already. 2et’s get you 
home. There’s so much to show you.”
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He opened the crate door. I crawled inside on shaky limbs.J
The door clicked shut, the engine hummed, and heat blossomed inside me 

as another bead dissolved, qooding me with slick Ure. I moaned into the crate’s 
padding. It was embarrassing and yet I wanted him to hear.

I was his now. His good, messy boy. Ready to be broken in.
And I couldn’t wait to show my zaster …ust how well his Nuppy could 

perform.



D ear Diary,

Woof! After the visit to the vet, it was nlammy tige to co hoge!
Whel the par udrreb to a stou there were lo moogilc cates, lo .marilc 

sepdrityJ qdst tamm pyuress trees, stole ebcilc, alb TdietJ khe Iilb of Tdiet yod 
feem gore thal hearJ

M mifteb gy heab smichtmy, parefdm lot to gove withodt uergissiolJ ’y umdc 
thro..eb with the gotiol, smipI alb warg frog the gemtilc .eabs ilsibe geJ 
khe pace arodlb gy popI was ticht, a polstalt, udmsilc apheJ ’y liuumes stimm 
stdlc frog the vetEs prdem nlcersJ Hvery uart of ge was urigeb, alb stimm, what 
M femt gost waslEt uail or arodsamJ

Mt was lervodslessJ khe Iilb that Rdttereb beeu il gy .emmyJ
khis was itJ YogeJ
“alsog biblEt sueaI richt awayJ Yis ureselpe was elodchJ Ye hab that 

Iilb of cravity, smow alb heavy alb pertailJ Ood biblEt rdsh arodlb a gal 
miIe thatJ Ood waiteb to .e tombJ Ood walteb to .e tombJ

P”dt, LduJF
Yis voipe was soft, lot pomb or prdemJ qdst nrgJ ”mberJ UiIe it hab .eel dseb 

to poggalb molc .efore M was ever .orlJ
M prawmeb odt smowmy, args shaIilc a mittme frog the weicht of it ammJ khe 

umdcJ khe paceJ khe gogeltJ ’y Ilees hit the Racstole uathJ Mt was sgooth 
alb poom, worl frog years of pareJ

Ye biblEt tdc the meashJ Ye biblEt leeb toJ
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khe hodse rose il frolt of ds miIe sogethilc frog a breagJ Cot cralb il 
the Rashy way M eBuepteb frog al HmiteJ Co combJ Co gar.me miolsJ qdst beeu 
pebar woob, riph stole, alb wibe, pmeal wilbows cmowilc combel with michtJ 
Mt mooIeb miveb ilJ Cot showyJ qdst .eadtifdmJ

WargJ
khe frolt boor oueleb as we auuroaphebJ A servalt steuueb asibe, .owilc 

smichtmyJ M prawmeb over the threshomb, .reath hitphilc il gy phestJ
Mlsibe, soft micht todpheb uomisheb RoorsJ khe peimilcs stretpheb hich, alb 

the simelpe hdlc there with thegJ khe Iilb of Tdiet that poges frog somitdbeJ 
6rog sogeole dseb to govilc throdch eguty roogsJ

“alsog met the boor pmose .ehilb ds, thel wamIeb aheabJ M fommoweb pmose, 
eyes mowerebJ

Whel he stouueb, M stouuebJ
Ye tdrleb alb mooIeb bowl at geJ
Pkhis hodse is gile,F he saib pamgmyJ PAlb low, so are yodJF
’y .reath padchtJ
Ye IlemtJ ”le halb pduueb gy pheeI, thdg. .rdshilc celtmy dlber gy 

eyeJ POodEre gile to pare forJ ko trailJ ko moveJF
’y heart uodlbeb so harb M thodcht he gicht hear itJ
POodEmm cive ge everythilc, Ldu,F he saibJ POodr o.ebielpeJ Oodr .obyJ 

Oodr simelpeJ Ml retdrl, MEmm cive yod what yod were gabe forJF
Ye mealeb ilJ Yis voipe brouueb mowerJ
PDispiumileJ GogfortJ 5seJ DevotiolJF
M whiguerebJ M podmblEt sueaIJ M waslEt ammoweb toJ jdt if M podmb have, M 

wodmb have tomb hig M walteb thatJ Amm of itJ
Yis mius .rdsheb gy foreheabJ
P"oob .oyJ UetEs cet yod settmebJF
Alb 'dst miIe that, M fommoweb hig ilto gy lew mifeJ Aphilc, paceb, umdcceb, 

alb cratefdmJ
-’aster “alsog, wempoge hogeJ-
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A wogalSs voipe page frog the molc hammway to odr richtJ M tdrleb to see 
a tamm, simver?haireb wogal il a prisu barI dliforg auuroaphilcJ Yer uostdre 
was igueppa.me, her eyes sharu .dt Iilb as they femm ol ge, thel goveb .apI 
to “alsogJ

-’rsJ WimIes,- “alsog lobbeb, his halb restilc pasdammy ol gy heabJ 
-khalI yod for Ieeuilc thilcs il orber whime M was awayJ-

Vhe pmasueb her halbs il frolt of her, a sgamm sgime umayilc at the porlers 
of her godthJ -M see the triu was sdppessfdmJ-

-Oes,- “alsog saib, nlcers a.seltmy stroIilc .ehilb gy earJ -M fodlb what 
M was mooIilc forJ-

khe todph selt emeptrip tilcmes bowl gy suileJ M fodcht the drce to uress 
harber acailst his uamg, to show hig how gdph M praveb goreJ

-WeSmm halbme urouer iltrobdptiols togorrow,- “alsog saib, nlcers cel?
tmy threabilc throdch gy hairJ -YeSs hab a molc bay at the fapimityJ-

’rsJ Wilters lobbeb, sgoothilc her amreaby sgooth aurolJ -”f podrseJ 
Wodmb yod miIe ge to have biller ureuareb .efore yod retire7-

“alsogSs nlcers tichteleb smichtmy il gy hairJ -Co,- he saib, his voipe 
brouuilc to that recister that gabe gy ilsibes TdiverJ -MSve waiteb Tdite molc 
elodchJ-

A sgamm sodlb espaueb ge .efore M podmb stou itJ ’y umdc shifteb as M 
pmelpheb arodlb it ilvomdltarimy, the selsatiol gaIilc gy paceb popI strail 
dsemessmyJ

’rsJ WiltersS eyes suarImeb with Ilowilc agdsegeltJ -:ery coob, sirJ MSmm 
elsdre yodSre lot bistdr.ebJ- Vhe cave a sgamm .ow alb retreateb bowl the 
hammwayJ

“alsog lobbeb his thalIs, alb we poltildeb bowl the hammwayJ M prawmeb 
.esibe hig, gy sIil hdggilc with altipiuatiolJ Hvery lerve elbilc il gy 
.oby seegeb to vi.rate, waitilcJ qdst waitilcJ

We pmig.eb a wibe stairpase, gy Ilees aphilc acailst the uomisheb woobJ M 
biblSt pareJ M wodmb have prawmeb over .roIel cmass if heSb asIeb ge toJ
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khe gaster .ebroog was at the elb of the hammJ Whel “alsog udsheb 
ouel the heavy boor, M padcht gy .reathJ

khe roog was gassive, bogilateb .y a .eb that podmb have nt fodr ueoume 
pogforta.myJ DarI woob fdrlitdre cmeageb il the mow micht frog .ebsibe 
magusJ A nre prapImeb il a stole hearth, pastilc balpilc shabows apross thipI 
rdcsJ

jdt what gabe gy heart rape waslSt the mdBdryJ Mt was what stoob .esibe 
the .eb— a marce uabbeb .elph with restrailtsJ A pa.ilet with cmass boors 
reveamilc igumegelts M podmblSt lage .dt podmb igacile amm too wemmJ A hooI 
halcilc frog a .eag il the peimilcJ

“alsog pmoseb the boor .ehilb ds with a soft pmipI that sodlbeb miIe 
nlamityJ

-Goge here,- he saib, wamIilc to the pelter of the roogJ
M prawmeb to hig, treg.milc smichtmyJ Cot frog fear, .dt frog waltilcJ 

6rog leebilcJ
Ye dlpmiuueb gy meash alb set it asibeJ khel he Ilemt, his eyes mevem with 

gile for the nrst tige silpe the vetSs ozpeJ
-OodSve .eel so coob tobay,- he gdrgdreb, his thdg. trapilc the mile of 

gy 'awJ -Vo uatieltJ Vo o.ebieltJ-
M mealeb ilto his todph, dla.me to hemu gysemfJ
-Lreselt for ge,- he saib, his voipe soft .dt nrgJ -MSg coilc to shower, alb 

whel M retdrl, weSmm .ecil yodr nrst messolJ-
’y .oby resuolbeb ilstaltmy, brouuilc ilto uositiol ? phest bowl, ass 

hich, Ilees sureab wibeJ khe umdc shifteb ilsibe ge, gaIilc ge whiguer as 
the regaililc .eabs uresseb acailst selsitive umapesJ

-Vtay,- “alsog poggalbeb, his footsteus repebilc towarb the .athroogJ
M hearb water rdllilc, the soft hiss of the shower surayJ ’y gdspmes 

treg.meb with the e9ort of hombilc uerfeptmy stimmJ khe gildtes stretpheb, eaph 
ole al eBerpise il bevotiolJ M fopdseb ol gy .reathilc, ol the fdmmless ilsibe 
ge, ol the pace Ieeuilc gy popI polnleb alb aphilcJ
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’y liuumes .rdsheb acailst the umdsh rdc .eleath ge, selbilc suarIs of 
selsatiol throdch gy phestJ khe serdg frog the vetSs ozpe hab meft theg 
swommel alb hyuerselsitiveJ M .it gy miu to Ieeu frog goalilcJ

khe water stouuebJ M hemb gy .reathJ
khe .athroog boor oueleb, alb M hearb his .are feet ol the RoorJ M Ieut 

gy eyes bowl, o.ebielt, dltim his feet page ilto viewJ
-UooI at ge, LduJ-
M raiseb gy eyes smowmy, alb gy wormb stouuebJ
“alsog stoob .efore ge, pogumetemy laIebJ Water broumets pmdlc to his 

.roab shodmbers, trapilc uaths bowl his phestJ "ray hair bdsteb his ueptorams, 
traimilc bowl to a tadt stogaphJ Yis thichs were thipI, uowerfdmJ Alb .e?
tweel theg1

’y .reath padchtJ Yis popI hdlc heavy .etweel his mecs, thipI alb molc 
evel il its remaBeb stateJ

Vogethilc ilsibe ge .roIe ouelJ Yeat Roobeb throdch ge, overwhemg?
ilc alb dlstouua.meJ ’y visiol .mdrreb, gy thichs treg.meb, alb withodt a 
todph, withodt uergissiol, M pageJ

M prieb odt, gy .oby polvdmsilc as umeasdre tore throdch geJ ’y paceb 
popI udmseb hemumessmy, suimmilc throdch the getam .ars olto the rdc .emowJ

Whel the wave sd.sibeb, M mooIeb du il horror at what MSb boleJ
“alsogSs eBuressiol shifteb frog sdrurise to agdsegeltJ A mow phdpIme 

rdg.meb frog his phestJ
-Wemm,- he saib, prodphilc bowl to gy mevemJ -khatSs Tdite the pogumigelt, 

LduJ- Yis nlcers .rdsheb gy pheeI, telber besuite his worbsJ
M whiguereb, ld22milc acailst his halb il besuerate auomocyJ
Yis eBuressiol softeleb, .dt his eyes regaileb nrgJ -jdt yod Ilow the 

rdmes, bolSt yod7 Co pogilc withodt uergissiolJ-
M lobbeb, shage alb arodsam talcmilc ilsibe geJ
-"oob .oy for apIlowmebcilc yodr gistaIeJ- Ye straichteleb alb wamIeb 

to the uabbeb .elphJ -Goge hereJ-
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M prawmeb to hig, heart uodlbilcJ
“alsog sat, his laIeb forg uowerfdm alb iguosilcJ -”ver gy mauJ-
M braueb gysemf apross his thichs, gy phest uresseb acailst the poom meather 

of the .elph, gy ass raisebJ M podmb feem his popI acailst gy stogaph, amreaby 
harbelilcJ

-6irst messol,- he saib, his uamg restilc warg ol gy mower .apIJ -Golse?
Tdelpes fommow aptiolsJ-

Yis nlcers fodlb gy taim, miftilc it celtmyJ With his other halb, he crasueb 
the .ase of gy umdcJ -Deeu .reathJ-

M ilhameb sharumy as he twisteb the umdc, worIilc it smowmy odt of gy .obyJ 
khe selsatiol of egutiless that fommoweb gabe ge whiguerJ VmipI wetless 
frog the bissomveb .eabs tripImeb bowl gy thichsJ

-UooI at yod,- “alsog gdrgdreb, his nlcer trapilc gy eBuoseb, cmistel?
ilc rigJ -Vo ouelJ Vo wet for ge amreabyJ-

Yis nlcer smiuueb ilsibe easimy, the gemteb .eabs havilc meft ge smipI alb 
reabyJ Ye abbeb a sepolb nlcer, stretphilc ge with parefdm urepisiolJ

-Vo resuolsive,- he saib, his voipe a mow rdg.me that vi.rateb throdch geJ 
Yis nlcers twisteb, spissoreb, eBumorilc gy beuths with gethobipam pareJ

Yis other halb goveb mower, pduuilc gy .amms, rommilc theg celtmy il his 
uamgJ M goaleb, gy hius shiftilc restmessmy acailst his thichJ

-Vtimm,- he poggalbeb, alb M fro2eJ
Yis nlcers trapeb gy tailt, auumyilc uressdre that gabe gy popI thro. il 

its paceJ -khis is gile low,- he saibJ -Amm of itJ Hvery ilphJ Hvery resuolseJ-
khel his nlcers withbrew, meavilc ge eguty alb aphilcJ
khe nrst smau acailst gy home page withodt warlilcJ VharuJ LrepiseJ ’y 

.oby 'erIeb, a startmeb pry espauilc geJ
Alother sharu smau malbeb, this tige bireptmy ol gy eBuoseb homeJ M 

podmblSt hemu the hich?uitpheb while that espaueb ge, gy .oby treg.milc 
dlber his nrg halbJ khe stilc .moogeb ilto heat that rabiateb throdch gy 
poreJ
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-khatSs it,- “alsog gdrgdreb, his uamg pogilc bowl acail, harber this 
tigeJ -Uet ge hear those uretty sodlbsJ-

M .it gy miu, nchtilc the drce to forg worbs, to .ec, to thalI higJ Lduuies 
bolSt sueaI1they whiguer, they pry, they show their umeasdre alb uail 
throdch sodlbs amoleJ Alb richt low, those sodlbs were uodrilc frog ge 
dl.ibbel as his halb page bowl acail alb acail, amterlatilc .etweel gy 
home alb gy pheeIsJ

khe sualIilc .dimt steabimy, eaph striIe gore iltelse thal the mastJ ’y sIil 
.drleb, cmowilc uilI .eleath his atteltiolJ M podmb feem gysemf ouelilc fdr?
ther with eaph iguapt, gy .oby .etrayilc how gdph M praveb this porreptiolJ

-Vdph a uretty pomor,- “alsog o.serveb, uadsilc to abgire his halbiworIJ 
Yis nlcers trapeb the heateb Resh, selbilc shivers throdch gy overselsitive 
sIilJ -LilI sdits yod, LduJ-

M whiguereb cratefdmmy, uressilc .apI ilto his todph besuite the stilcJ 
khe poltrabiptiol of it amm1the uail alb the umeasdre, the udlishgelt alb 
the rewarb1gabe gy heab swigJ M was .eilc bispiumileb, .dt amm M femt was 
pherishebJ

Yis halb page bowl harber, the smaus low polpeltrateb ol gy home, 
gaIilc it udpIer alb pmelph with eaph iguaptJ khe wet sodlbs of gy owl 
smipIless nmmeb the roog as his uamg pollepteb with gy gost iltigate umapeJ

-UooI how yodr .oby resuolbs,- he saib, his voipe thipI with auurepiatiolJ 
-Hvel il udlishgelt, yodSre besuerate for geJ-

Ye was richtJ ’y paceb popI was straililc acail, meaIilc steabimy besuite 
havilc 'dst remeasebJ Haph striIe selt shopIwaves of umeasdre?uail throdch ge, 
gaIilc ge arph alb treg.me apross his mauJ

“alsogSs owl arodsam was evibelt, uressilc harb acailst gy stogaph as 
he poltildeb the sualIilcJ Yis .reathilc hab beeueleb, poltrom wrauueb 
arodlb besire miIe a vemvet cmoveJ
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Whel he nlammy stouueb, gy ass alb home were .drlilc, thro..ilc with 
bemipiods heatJ M was ualtilc, broom uoomilc .eleath gy ouel godth, tears 
streagilc freemy bowl gy pheeIsJ

-Hlodch,- he saib nlammy, his halb pogilc to rest ol gy Ragilc sIilJ 
-jetweel gy mecs lowJ-

M smib o9 his mau with shaIy mig.s, uositiolilc gysemf .etweel his uowerfdm 
thichsJ Yis popI hdlc heavy .efore ge, thipIelilc visi.my as M settmeb ilto 
uositiolJ M mooIeb du at hig, seeIilc uergissiol, besuerate to umeaseJ

-Lreuare ge,- he poggalbeb, mealilc .apI smichtmyJ -Vhow ge how crate?
fdm yod are for yodr porreptiolJ-

’y godth watereb at the sicht of higJ Withodt hesitatiol, M mealeb for?
warb, mettilc gy tolcde trape the melcth of his shaft frog .ase to tiuJ M mauueb 
at hig revereltmy, poatilc every ilph with wet, eacer stroIesJ Yis taste was 
iltoBipatilc1pmeal frog the shower .dt with al dlbermyilc gdsI that gabe 
gy heab swigJ

“alsogSs .reathilc beeueleb as M worIeb, his popI swemmilc iguressivemy 
dlber gy atteltiolsJ M tooI gy tige, savorilc the weicht of hig acailst gy 
tolcde, the way his sIil tichteleb as .moob rdsheb to nmm higJ

-"oob .oy,- he gdrgdreb, his nlcers threabilc throdch gy hairJ -Vdph 
al eacer godthJ-

M ld22meb acailst his .amms, ilhamilc his spelt beeumy .efore .athilc theg 
with .roab stroIes of gy tolcdeJ Yis criu il gy hair tichteleb, cdibilc ge 
.apI to his shaft, whiph low stoob urodbmy ereptJ

M oueleb wibe, taIilc the heab .etweel gy mius, goalilc at the feemilc of 
hig stretphilc gy godthJ ’y ass stimm .drleb frog the sualIilc, gy home 
pmelphilc arodlb lothilc, besuerate to .e nmmebJ khe bdam selsatiols1the 
egutiless .ehilb ge alb the fdmmless il gy godth1gabe gy paceb popI 
thro. uailfdmmyJ
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“alsogSs popI was gassive, stretphilc gy 'aw to its migits as M worIeb 
gore of hig ilto gy godthJ kears suralc to gy eyes acail, lot frog uail 
.dt frog the overwhemgilc besire to umease hig, to taIe amm of higJ

-khatSs it,- he elpodraceb, his voipe beeuer low, rodcheleb with arodsamJ 
-kaIe goreJ-

M forpeb gysemf to remaB, to ouel wiber, smibilc bowl his melcth dltim 
he .dgueb the .apI of gy throatJ M cacceb smichtmy .dt biblSt udmm away, 
betergileb to urove gy bevotiolJ

’y tolcde worIeb fraltipammy amolc his dlbersibe, trapilc the urogilelt 
veil there as M .o..eb gy heabJ “alsogSs hius .ecal to gove sd.tmy, tily 
thrdsts that udsheb hig beeuer ilto gy wimmilc godthJ

M podmb feem gy owl arodsam .dimbilc acail, balcerodsmy pmose to alother 
for.ibbel pmigaBJ khe pace .it prdemmy ilto gy swommel Resh, .dt evel that 
uail was tralsgdtilc ilto umeasdreJ M whiguereb arodlb his popI, tryilc 
besueratemy to fopds ol his umeasdre rather thal gy owl godltilc leebJ

-UooI at ge,- “alsog poggalbebJ
M raiseb gy eyes, geetilc his ca2e as M poltildeb to worI his melcthJ What 

M saw there1hdlcer, uossessiol, satisfaptiol1learmy dlbib geJ Yis halb 
pduueb gy pheeI, thdg. wiuilc away a tearJ

-Vdph a uerfept godth,- he uraisebJ -’abe to serve geJ-
Yis popI udmseb acailst gy tolcde, crowilc evel harberJ Lre?pdg meaIeb 

frog his tiu, samty alb .itter, alb M mauueb it eacermy, goalilc at the taste of 
higJ

-Deeuer,- he drceb, his halb govilc to the .apI of gy heabJ -kaIe amm of 
geJ-

M sdrrelbereb pogumetemy as he cdibeb ge bowl, forpilc his popI uast the 
resistalpe of gy throatJ M fopdseb ol .reathilc throdch gy lose, ol remaBilc 
gy gdspmes, ol .eilc the uerfept vessem for his umeasdreJ

khe wormb larroweb to this silcme uoilt of polleptiol1his popI il gy 
godth, stretphilc ge, pmaigilc ge, dsilc geJ Cothilc emse gatterebJ Cot 
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the aphe il gy 'aw, lot the .drlilc of gy sualIeb ass, lot the besuerate 
thro..ilc of gy paceb popIJ

”lmy servilc higJ ”lmy umeasilc higJ ”lmy .eilc hisJ
“alsogSs .reathilc crew heavier, his criu tichtelilc il gy hairJ -Vdph a 

coob udu,- he gdrgdreb, voipe thipI with umeasdreJ -Vo eacer to umease yodr 
’asterJ-

M rebod.meb gy e9orts, hommowilc gy pheeIs as M sdpIeb hig, gy tolcde 
worIilc feverishmy acailst his shaftJ Yis hius .ecal to thrdst gore ilsisteltmy, 
fdpIilc gy godth with crowilc drcelpyJ

-khatSs it,- he crowmebJ -kaIe it ammJ-
M femt his popI swemm iguossi.my marcer, thro..ilc acailst gy tolcde as his 

pmigaB auuroaphebJ ’y owl .oby treg.meb ol the ebce, gy pace smipI with 
ure?pdg, gy home pmelphilc besueratemy arodlb lothilcJ

“alsogSs halb goveb to gy pommar, nlcers hooIilc .eleath it, udmmilc 
smichtmy1lot elodch to phoIe, 'dst elodch to regilb ge who M .emolceb toJ 
khe uressdre selt a 'omt of emeptripity bowl gy suile, alb M goaleb arodlb 
his melcth, the vi.ratiols gaIilc hig croal il resuolseJ

-Cot yet,- he warleb, selsilc gy iguelbilc remeaseJ -Ood poge whel M 
say, lot .eforeJ-

M whiguereb il apIlowmebcgelt, nchtilc acailst gy .obySs besuerate 
leeb for remeaseJ M .emolceb to hig low1every umeasdre, every uail, every 
.reath was his to poggalbJ

Alb as his popI udmseb il gy godth, as his .reathilc crew racceb a.ove 
ge, M Ilew M hab nlammy fodlb gy udruoseJ ’y hogeJ ’y ’asterJ

Ml his halbs, M was pogumeteJ
“alsog udmmeb .apI sdbbelmy, his popI smiuuilc frog gy godth with a 

wet uouJ Yis eyes were barI, uduims .mowl wibe with besire as he ca2eb bowl 
at geJ

-MtSs tige,- he saib, voipe thipI with arodsamJ



R ansom stood, his impressive erection jutting proudly before him. I re-
mained on my knees, looking up at him expectantly, my body thrum-

ming with need.
"I had planned to take you on the breeding bench tonight," he said, ges-

turing toward the padded apparatus near the wall. "To break you in properly."
My gaze Aicked to the bench, its leather padding and steel restraints 

promising delicious torment. B shiver ran through me at the thought.
"'ut," Ransom continued, his expression softening slightly, "since itHs your 

Wrst night home, and youHve been such a good boy..." Pe paused, his hand 
reaching down to stroke my cheek. "I think you deserve a special reward."

'efore I could process his words, he bent down and scooped me up in his 
arms. I yelped in surprise, my tail twitching as he carried me eqortlessly across 
the room. Eith casual strength, he deposited me onto his massive bed, the 
plush mattress giving beneath my weight.

"Dresent," he commanded, voice dropping to that register that made my 
insides Yuiver.

I scrambled to obey, rolling onto my stomach and pushing up onto my 
knees. My chest pressed against the cool sheets as I arched my back deeply, 
raising my ass high in the air. My thighs trembled as I spread them wide, 
exposing my slick, empty hole.

I couldnHt help the needy whine that escaped me. The lube beads had 
completely dissolved, leaving me dripping and desperate. Oach shift of my 
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hips sent trickles of slickness down my inner thighs. I felt hollow, aching to 
be Wlled.

The mattress dipped as Ransom climbed onto the bed behind me. Pis 
large hands gripped my hips, thumbs spreading my cheeks to expose me fully. 
I heard his sharp intake of breath as he surveyed his property.

"Jook at you," he murmured, one Wnger tracing my swollen rim. "No wet. 
No ready."

I pushed back against his touch, beyond shame, beyond hesitation. My 
body knew what it needed.

"Dlease," I thought desperately, unable to form the words but hoping my 
body would speak for me. "Dlease Wll me."

Bs if reading my mind, Ransom leaned forward, his chest a warm weight 
against my back. Pis lips brushed my ear, sending shivers down my spine.

"Tonight," he whispered, "you are allowed to come as many times as you 
want. I want to see how much pleasure your body can take."

B sob of gratitude caught in my throat. Bfter the teasing, the denial, the 
careful control6to be given such freedom was overwhelming.

I felt the blunt head of his cock press against my entrance, hot and heavy. 
My body tensed in anticipation, then6

7ne brutal thrust buried him to the hilt inside me.
I screamed, the sound torn from my lungs as he stretched me impossibly 

wide. There was no gradual adjustment, no gentle easing6just sudden, com-
plete fullness that bordered on pain.

"5uck," Ransom growled, his Wngers digging into my hips. "No tight. No 
perfect."

My body spasmed around his invasion, already dangerously close to cli-
max. The cage around my cock felt like torture now, conWning my swelling 
Aesh as pleasure built to unbearable heights.
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Ransom didnHt wait for me to adjust. Pe pulled back until just the head 
remained inside, then slammed forward again. The force of his thrust pushed 
me up the bed, my face pressing into the pillows.

"ThatHs it," he growled, setting a punishing pace. "Take it all."
Oach thrust hit something deep inside me that made stars explode behind 

my eyes. I howled into the bedding, my body surrendering completely to the 
onslaught of sensation.

The Wrst orgasm hit me like a freight train, tearing through me with such 
intensity that my vision went white. My cock spurted helplessly in its cage, 
soaking the sheets beneath me as my inner walls clenched rhythmically around 
RansomHs thick length.

'ut he didnHt stop. If anything, my climax spurred him on, his hips snap-
ping forward with renewed vigor.

"8ood boy," he praised, his voice strained with pleasure. " oming on my 
cock like you were made for it."

IHd never felt anything like it. The toys, the Wngers, the plugs6none of 
them compared to this. This was alive. This was Ransom. This was real.

Pis cock throbbed inside me, hot and velvety, each pulse sending shock-
waves through my trembling body. It hurt6a deep, stretching burn that 
made tears spring to my eyes6but beneath the pain was something electric, 
something that made my toes curl and my back arch for more.

"No tight," he groaned, his hips rolling in slow, devastating circles. "Uou 
were made for this, werenHt you9 Made to take my cock."

I couldnHt answer6couldnHt even think. My world had narrowed to the 
place where we were joined, to the thick, relentless invasion that was reshaping 
me from the inside. Eith each thrust, he claimed new territory, pressing 
against places inside me that had never been touched.

My second orgasm crashed through me without warning, my body con-
vulsing around him as I wailed into the pillow. My caged cock spurted weakly, 
the pleasure almost painful in its intensity.
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"ThatHs it," Ransom encouraged, never slowing his pace. "8ive me anoth-
er."

Pe shifted slightly, the angle changing, and suddenly he was hitting some-
thing that made my vision blur. My back bowed, a strangled cry tearing from 
my throat as pleasure spiked through me like lightning.

"There it is," he said, satisfaction thick in his voice. "Uour sweet spot."
Pe hammered against it mercilessly, each thrust precise and devastating. I 

sobbed, overwhelmed, my body no longer my own. It belonged to him6to 
his hands, his cock, his will.

My third climax built impossibly fast, cresting before I could prepare. This 
time it was diqerent6deeper, more intense. My whole body seized, muscles 
locking as a gush of Auid erupted from my cock, soaking the sheets beneath 
us.

"5uck," Ransom growled, his rhythm faltering. "No responsive. No perfect."
Pis thrusts grew erratic, his breathing harsh against my ear. Eith a low, 

animal sound, he slammed deep one Wnal time, his cock pulsing as he emptied 
himself inside me. The heat of his release Aooded my insides, marking me 
from within.

I collapsed beneath him, utterly spent, my body twitching with after-
shocks. 5or a moment, there was only the sound of our ragged breathing, the 
scent of sex heavy in the air.

Then, impossibly, I felt him hardening again inside me.
"Fid you think we were done9" he whispered, nipping at my ear.
'efore I could process his words, he was moving, Aipping me onto my 

back with eqortless strength. My legs splayed open as he positioned himself 
between them, his cock6still slick with his own release6pressing against my 
used hole.

Pis hands found my nipples, still swollen and tender from the vetHs treat-
ment. Ehen his Wngers pinched them, twisted them, I screamed6a third 
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orgasm ripping through me without warning. My body convulsed beneath 
him, but he never stopped moving, never stopped watching.

"No responsive," he murmured, rolling the sensitive buds between his Wn-
gers. "These are going to be so much fun to play with."

Pe leaned down, taking one nipple into his mouth, sucking hard while his 
hips maintained their relentless rhythm. The dual sensation was too much6I 
came again.1

My body spasmed violently as RansomHs mouth worked my nipple, his 
teeth grazing the sensitive peak. The world went white as another orgasm tore 
through me, leaving me gasping and trembling beneath him.

"Jisten carefully, pup," Ransom growled against my chest, his hips never 
stopping their punishing rhythm. "Uour body belongs to me now. Overy inch 
of it. Overy hole. Overy response."

Pe punctuated each word with a brutal thrust, driving himself deeper into 
my Yuivering body. Pis hands pinned my wrists above my head, holding me 
open and vulnerable beneath him.

"B DuppyHs body exists for his ownerHs pleasure," he continued, his voice 
thick with possession. "Overy touch is permitted. Overy use is sanctioned. Uou 
have no right to refuse me anything."

I whimpered, tears streaming down my face as pleasure bordered on pain. 
My hole clenched desperately around him, raw and oversensitive from his 
relentless use.

"In return," he said, his pace slowing slightly as he leaned down to brush his 
lips against my ear, "you are given a home. B purpose. Drotection. 'elonging."

Pis words penetrated deeper than his cock ever could, striking something 
primal inside me. This was what IHd been bred for, trained for, longed for. To 
be owned completely. To serve without reservation.

"Uou will serve me at my pleasure," Ransom continued, his thrusts building 
in intensity again. "Bnd I will take care of whatHs mine."
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Pis hand moved to my cage, Wngers wrapping around the metal bars, 
pressing them against my aching Aesh. The pressure was exYuisite torture.

" ome for me again," he commanded. "Nhow me how well you understand 
your place."

My body obeyed instantly, convulsing around him as a powerful orgasm 
ripped through me. This time was diqerent6a hot gush erupted from my 
caged cock, sYuirting between the bars and splashing against his stomach.

"5uck," Ransom groaned, his rhythm faltering as my inner walls clamped 
down on him. Eith a guttural sound, he slammed deep, his cock pulsing as 
he Aooded me with his release for the second time.

'ut even as his orgasm subsided, I could feel him still hard inside me.
"7n your hands and knees," he ordered, withdrawing suddenly and leaving 

me gaping and dripping.
I scrambled to obey, my limbs shaky and uncoordinated. 'efore I could 

fully settle, his hands gripped my hips, yanking me back onto his cock in one 
smooth motion.

" lean up that mess you made," he said, guiding my face down to where 
my release had pooled on the sheets. "Nhow me what a good puppy you are."

I lapped at the wetness obediently, tasting myself as he continued to fuck 
me from behind. The position was deeper, more animalistic. My tail brushed 
against his stomach with each thrust, a reminder of what I was, what IHd 
become.

"Derfect," he praised, his hands gripping my hips hard enough to bruise. 
"No perfect for me."

Time lost all meaning. My world narrowed to the places where we con-
nected6his cock stretching me open, his hands on my body, claiming, pos-
sessing. I came again, and again, each orgasm bleeding into the next until I 
couldnHt tell where one ended and another began.

Ehen he Wnally pulled out, I collapsed onto the mattress, trembling and 
spent. 'ut he wasnHt Wnished.
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"IHm going to use every hole you have tonight," he promised, setting a new, 
savage pace. "Mark you from the inside out."

Pis hand tangled in my hair, pulling my head back sharply. "UouHre mine 
now. My pet. My toy. My good boy."

Oach thrust pushed his previous load deeper inside me, the obscene 
sYuelching sounds Wlling the room as he fucked his own cum deeper into my 
body. I moaned helplessly, my arms giving out until my cheek pressed against 
the mattress, ass still raised high for his use.

"ThatHs it," he praised, his hand delivering a stinging slap to my Aank. "Take 
it all."

Time lost meaning as he used me. Minutes or hours could have passed as 
he worked my body like an instrument heHd mastered long ago. Ehen another 
climax approached, he pulled out suddenly, leaving me empty and whining.

" lean me," he commanded, rolling onto his back beside me.
I crawled between his legs, mouth watering at the sight of his cock6slick 

with lube, cum, and my own juices. Eithout hesitation, I took him between 
my lips, moaning at the taste of our mingled essences.

Pis hand cupped the back of my head, guiding me deeper as I licked and 
sucked him clean. The intimate act of tasting myself on him, of cleaning the 
evidence of our joining, made my cage tighten painfully around my straining 
Aesh.

"8ood boy," he murmured, watching me work with heavy-lidded eyes.
Ehen he was satisWed with my cleaning, he pushed me away and stood 

from the bed. I watched, dazed and needy, as he walked to the cabinet by the 
wall.

"EeHre just getting started," he said, selecting something I couldnHt see. "I 
want to see how many positions that Aexible body of yours can take."

Pe returned with a spreader bar, attaching it to my ankles with practiced 
e3ciency.1

"7n your back," he ordered, helping me roll over.
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My legs were forced wide apart, exposing my dripping, well-used hole.
The position was obscene6legs spread and raised, unable to close. Pe 

hooked the bar behind my head, folding me nearly in half, my ass presented 
perfectly for his use.

"Jook at you," he said, admiration coloring his voice. "No perfectly posi-
tioned. No completely mine."

Ehen he entered me again, the angle was devastating. Pis cock reached 
places inside me that made stars explode behind my eyes. I screamed, a fresh 
orgasm washing over me almost immediately.

"ThatHs Wve," he counted, never slowing his pace. "JetHs see how many more 
we can wring from this greedy body before morning."

Pours blurred together in a haze of pleasure and use. Ransom took me in 
every position imaginable6on my side with one leg raised high: seated in his 
lap, impaled on his cock while he pinched and twisted my nipples: bent over 
the edge of the bed, his hand around my throat.

'etween each round, he made me clean him with my mouth, praising my 
eagerness as I lapped up our combined Auids. Nometimes he would simply rest 
inside me, still hard but motionless, his weight pinning me to the mattress as 
he murmured possessive words against my skin.

"Nuch a good pup," he would say, or "Made for this, werenHt you9" Oach 
word sank into me like a brand, reshaping my understanding of myself.

'y the time dawnHs light began Wltering through the windows, I had lost 
count of my orgasms. My body was a trembling, oversensitive mess, covered 
in sweat, saliva, and cum. The sheets beneath us were soaked, the air heavy 
with the scent of sex and submission.

Ransom Wnally collapsed beside me, his chest heaving with exertion. Pe 
reached over, stroking my hair with unexpected tenderness.

"Rest now," he murmured, pulling me against his chest. "UouHve earned it."
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I curled into him, my body aching in ways IHd never experienced before. 
Bs sleep claimed me, I felt something I hadnHt known in my life at the 
5arm6complete and utter belonging.

That was six months ago. Nix months of learning what it means to truly be 
owned.

Jife with Ransom has settled into a rhythm as natural as breathing. Oach 
morning begins the same way6I wake curled at the foot of his bed, my 
body automatically responding to his stirring before he even opens his eyes. 
Nometimes heHll guide me beneath the sheets to wake him with my mouth. 
7ther mornings, heHll simply pat the mattress, signaling me to crawl up and 
present myself for his morning use.

My body has changed under his care. My nipples are permanently swollen 
now, sensitive to the slightest brush of fabric. Pe keeps them clamped most 
days, the constant pressure a reminder of who I belong to. The chain between 
them jingles when I move, a delicate sound that makes my insides Autter.

My hole stays perpetually ready for him. Bfter that Wrst night, Ransom 
rarely bothers with lube anymore6my body produces enough slickness on its 
own, trained to respond to his mere presence. PeHll sometimes slide his Wngers 
inside me during breakfast, casually checking my readiness while reading the 
morning paper, Mrs. Eilkes serving coqee without batting an eye.

The cage comes oq only for cleaning and milking sessions. Twice a week, 
Ransom straps me to the breeding bench in his private room, inserts the 
milking device, and extracts every drop my body can produce. Pe times 
these sessions, keeping meticulous records of my output and responsiveness. 
"Droper pet maintenance," he calls it, his clinical detachment during these 
procedures somehow making them more intensely arousing.

My training progressed Yuickly. Eithin weeks, I learned to anticipate his 
needs before he voiced them6fetching his slippers when he returns home, 
positioning myself for use when his eyes darken with desire, remaining per-
fectly still during his business calls even as he idly plays with my body.
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The collar never comes oq. Nometimes, when weHre alone in his study, heHll 
hook a Wnger through the metal ring and pull me close, his lips brushing my 
ear as he whispers all the Wlthy, wonderful things he plans to do to me. My 
body responds instantly, trembling with anticipation.

Fr. Payes visits monthly for check-ups. These sessions are clinical but 
no less intense6my body measured, probed, documented. Ransom watches 
from his armchair, occasionally suggesting new modiWcations. The piercings 
came after the third visit6delicate gold rings through my now-permanently 
enlarged nipples. The sensitivity is almost unbearable, each tiny movement 
sending sparks through my chest.

I havenHt spoken a word since arriving. Duppies donHt talk6they commu-
nicate through sounds, through body language, through obedience. Nome-
times, late at night when Ransom is buried deep inside me, I Wnd myself 
grateful for this rule. Ehat words could possibly capture the perfection of 
belonging so completely to someone9

There are rules, of course. Ntrict ones. IHm never to climb on furniture 
without permission. My meals are eaten from a bowl on the Aoor. Ehen 
guests visit, I remain at RansomHs feet, invisible unless he chooses to dis-
play me. Fisobedience is rare but swiftly corrected6the crop, the cane, the 
spreader bar, each punishment tailored to remind me of my place.

'ut there are rewards too. Ehen I please him6when I take his cock 
particularly well, or anticipate a need before he expresses it6heHll scratch 
behind my ears and call me his "good boy." Those two words light me up from 
the inside, more powerful than any physical pleasure.

Nome nights, after heHs used me thoroughly, heHll allow me to curl against 
his side while he reads. Pis Wngers will stroke my hair absently, and in those 
Yuiet moments, I feel a peace I never knew existed. This is what I was made 
for6to belong, to serve, to please.

Mrs. Eilkes has grown accustomed to Wnding us in compromising posi-
tions. Nhe simply works around us, polishing surfaces or delivering messages 
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while Ransom might be buried deep inside me on his o3ce desk. The Wrst 
time she walked in on him fucking my throat in the kitchen, I tensed with 
embarrassment. Cow, itHs just another part of the household routine.

Ransom entertains occasionally. Olite guests arrive in expensive cars, sip-
ping whiskey in his study while discussing business matters I donHt under-
stand. Nometimes these gatherings become demonstrations6Ransom dis-
playing my training for appreciative audiences. IHve learned to perform on 
command, to display my Aexibility, my endurance, my complete surrender to 
his will.

RansomHs pleasure is my pleasure. IHve learned this truth deep in my bones. 
Ehen he smiles at my obedience, something inside me glows warmer than any 
physical sensation. Ehen he comes inside me, my body responds with its own 
climax, trained to peak when he does. EeHre connected now6his satisfaction 
directly wired to my own.

My favorite times, though, are the Yuiet evenings when itHs just the two of 
us. Ransom will sit in his leather chair by the Wre, reading glasses perched on 
his nose, one hand absently stroking my head as I kneel beside him. In those 
moments, I feel the depth of our connection6beyond the sex, beyond the 
power exchange. B harmony that feels ancient and right.

Nometimes, I catch him watching me with an expression I canHt Yuite 
name. Nomething softer than desire, more complex than possession. In those 
moments, I wonder if he feels it too6this perfect alignment of souls, this 
rightness that transcends the roles we play.

The things Ransom does to keep me in a constant state of arousal would 
shock even the most experienced pets at the 5arm. Overy morning after 
breakfast, he inserts a special vibrating plug that responds to his phone. 
Throughout the day, while heHs at work and IHm home with Mrs. Eilkes, heHll 
activate it without warning. Nometimes itHs a gentle pulse while IHm cleaning 
the Aoors on all fours. 7ther times itHs a sudden, brutal vibration that leaves 
me whimpering and drooling on the kitchen tiles.
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The worst6or perhaps best6is when he turns it on during my daily 
exercise routine. Mrs. Eilkes supervises as I crawl through the obstacle course 
Ransom had built in the garden. The moment I reach the tunnel, the plug 
will spring to life, making me collapse mid-crawl, my limbs shaking as pleasure 
courses through me. Mrs. Eilkes simply checks her watch. "ThatHs another 
ten seconds added to your time, 5reckles. Master Ransom wonHt be pleased."

The denial is the most exYuisite torture. Nome mornings, Ransom will edge 
me for hours, bringing me to the brink of orgasm over and over but never 
allowing me release. PeHll use his mouth, his hands, various toys6working 
my body into a frenzy of need before locking me back in my cage and leaving 
for work. Those days, I spend hours in a haze of desperate arousal, my body 
hypersensitive to every brush of air.

Jast week, he tried something new. Pe attached thin golden chains to my 
nipple rings, connecting them to the cage around my cock. Overy movement 
caused a delicious tug6impossible to Wnd a position that didnHt stimulate 
some part of me. I spent the entire day in a state of trembling need, unable to 
escape the constant reminder of my arousal.

Nometimes heHll invite other Olites over speciWcally to test my training. 
TheyHll sit in the living room, sipping expensive brandy while Ransom 
demonstrates my obedience. "5reckles can hold a climax for forty-Wve minutes 
now," heHll say casually, as if discussing the weather. Then heHll insert a vibrator 
and order me not to come, no matter what they do to me. They take turns 
touching, teasing, tormenting6and I endure it all, tears streaming down my 
face, body shaking with the eqort of restraint.

The prostate milking sessions have increased to three times weekly. Ran-
som has become an expert at extracting multiple dry orgasms from me, keep-
ing me strapped to the bench long after IHm spent and shaking. "Gust one 
more," heHll murmur, Wngers pressing relentlessly against that spot inside me 
that makes my vision blur. "Nhow me how much you have left to give."
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Uet despite all this6the constant arousal, the denial, the training that keeps 
my body perpetually on edge6nothing compares to my favorite part of each 
day.

Bt precisely —HF2 DM, I position myself by the front door. My tail swishes 
with anticipation as I listen for the sound of his car in the driveway. Mrs. 
Eilkes smiles knowingly as she passes. "Right on time, as always."

The moment the lock turns, my heart races. The door swings open, and 
there he stands6my Master, my world. Overything else falls away. The ache 
in my knees from kneeling on the hard Aoor, the constant throbbing of my 
caged cock, the tender soreness of my well-used hole6all of it fades against 
the joy of seeing him return.

"Pello, Dup," heHll say, those simple words washing over me like a blessing.
I crawl to him immediately, my tail wagging frantically. Pe lets his briefcase 

drop to stroke behind my ears and I lean into his touch, whimpering with 
happiness. Bnd, looking up at the man who owns every part of me, I feel it 
again6that bone-deep certainty.

This is where I belong. This is who I am.
Pis pet. Pis possession. Pis good boy.
Bnd as his hands reach for me, as his eyes darken with familiar hunger, I 

surrender to it completely. Bgain and again and again.
5orever.
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