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Chapter One

Daniel taps the eggs against the smooth marble countertop. Three strikes, and not a single shell piece falls into the pan. Vanessa, his wife, lounges at the kitchen island, her attention fixed on her phone like every morning as she scrolls through social media or the latest fashion trends. The morning light catches the diamond on her finger—a rock that cost him three months’ salary and now feels like an investment with diminishing returns.

“Coffee?” he asks, though he already knows the answer. The same answer she always gives, but he’s being polite.

“Mm.” She doesn’t look up. Her silk robe slips off one shoulder, and she's too absorbed with her phone to fix it.

He pours the dark liquid into her favorite mug—white with gold trim, because Vanessa says white makes everything taste better. He sets it down near her elbow, careful not to disturb her scrolling. The mug and he might as well be invisible.

“We need to talk about the credit card statement,” Daniel says, returning to the stove where the eggs sizzle in the butter. “The quarterly insurance is due, and the property taxes—”

Vanessa’s sigh cuts through his sentence like scissors through cheap fabric. “God, Daniel. It’s not even eight, and you’re already on about money.” She takes a sip of coffee, leaving a perfect crescent of red lipstick on the rim. “So boring.”

He stirs the eggs, keeping his voice level. “Boring pays for the roof over our heads.”

“And what a roof it is,” she mutters, returning to her phone.

It is, in fact, quite a roof. Vaulted ceilings crown a kitchen fitted with appliances that cost more than most cars. Italian marble countertops gleam under recessed lighting that Vanessa insisted be adjusted to the perfect warmth—not too yellow, not too white. The breakfast nook where she sits overlooks their manicured garden, where a gardener Daniel paid too much to landscape, and probably fuck his wife when he was at work.

Vanessa’s phone chimes with a text. Her face transforms—eyes widening, lips parting in a genuine smile Daniel hasn’t seen directed at him in months. A girlish giggle escapes her, but when she notices him watching, she angles the screen away, thumb quickly typing a response.

“Good news?” Daniel asks, sliding perfectly scrambled eggs onto a plate.

“Just Lisa,” she says too quickly. “Being ridiculous.”

Daniel’s jaw tightens, a small muscle jumping beneath the skin. He knows Lisa is in Bali this week—he’d heard Vanessa complaining about it yesterday, something about being jealous of the photos. He sets the plate in front of her with a quiet precision that masks the tremor in his hands.

“You should eat,” he says. “Before it gets cold.”

She glances at the food—organic eggs, avocado, sliced just how she likes, sourdough toast with the crust cut off—and pushes it an inch away. “I’m not really hungry. I’ll grab something later.”

Daniel sits across from her with his own plate. The space between them feels wider than the granite island should allow. He watches her tap out another message; her nails—fresh from yesterday’s manicure—clicking against the screen like tiny hammers driving nails into his heart.

“I need to go shopping this weekend,” she announces, still not looking at him. “The fall collection is out at Neiman’s.”

Daniel chews slowly, then swallows. “Didn’t I just transfer you ten thousand last week?”

Now she looks at him, eyes narrowed slightly. “And?”

“And where did it go, Vanessa?”

She sets down her phone, giving him a look that suggests he’s being unreasonable. “Bills. The spa. That dinner with your boring work people.” She lifts her coffee cup, pinky extended slightly. “Life is expensive, Daniel. You know that.”

Oh, he knows. He knows exactly how expensive Vanessa’s version of life is, like the cost of the highlights in her hair, the price of the fillers that keep her looking young. He knows what it costs to maintain the illusion they present to the world—successful businessman, beautiful wife, perfect home.

“I can transfer another five,” he says finally.

Her lips form a pout that once charmed him but now looks practiced and calculated. “Seven would be better. There’s a bag I’ve had my eye on.”

Daniel nods, though the movement feels mechanical. Another seven thousand for another bag to join the collection in her closet, many still with tags attached.

She reaches across the island and runs a finger down his forearm, the touch light enough that it could be mistaken for affection by someone who didn’t know better. “You know how lucky you are, right? All the boys at your office must be so jealous when I show up at the company parties on your arm.”

The boys at his office. As if his colleagues—most happily married men in their forties with children and mortgages — spent their days discussing Vanessa’s legs or how she looked in her designer dress. As if that’s all she’s worth to him—arm candy for business functions.

“Very lucky,” he echoes, the words hollow in his mouth.

Vanessa’s phone chimes again. This time she grabs it quickly, as if afraid he might see the screen. “I need to get ready. Spa day with the girls.” She stands, leaving her untouched breakfast and half-finished coffee. “Don’t wait up. We might have dinner afterwards.”

Daniel watches her walk away, her robe swishing around her legs. She moves with the confidence of someone who knows they’re desired. She has always moved that way, even before their first date seven years ago. Back then, her attention had felt like a gift. Now it feels like a transaction.

“Have a good time,” he called after her, voice pleasant and reasonable.

She waves a hand without turning around. “Clean up the kitchen, would you? I don’t want to wreck my nails.”

No, thank you for his thoughtfulness. Just another command, like always.

Forty minutes later, she emerges transformed—hair perfect, makeup flawless, and wearing a sundress that’s a little on the short side. She grabs her purse from the counter.

“Seven thousand?” She confirms, pausing at the door.

“I’ll take care of it,” he says.

She blows him a kiss from perfectly lined lips. “You’re the best, baby.”

The front door closed with a soft click. Daniel sits at the island, staring at her cold eggs and untouched toast. His polite smile crumples like wet paper as he takes her plate and his own to the sink, scraping the food into the disposal with quick, angry motions.

The house falls silent around him—twelve thousand square feet of perfect emptiness.


Chapter Two

Daniel waits exactly seven minutes after Vanessa’s car leaves the driveway. Just to be sure. He’s learned to be careful—she forgets things sometimes and comes back unexpectedly. The grandfather clock in the hallway chimes once for the half-hour as he climbs the stairs to his office. His sanctuary. The only room in the house with a lock that only he has the key to.

The lock clicks behind him, a small sound that brings disproportionate relief. He crosses to his desk—solid walnut, nothing flashy, bought before he married Vanessa, when his taste still mattered in their home. His laptop sits centered on the leather desk pad.

He opens it, types in his password (not their anniversary, not anymore), and navigates to their joint accounts. Three years ago, she’d complained about having to ask for money. “It’s humiliating, Daniel,” she’d said, eyes wide with practiced vulnerability. “Don’t you trust me?” So he’d given her access to everything.

Trust. What a concept.

The banking portal loads. He clicks through to their statements, downloading PDFs of the last six months. He’s done this weekly now, a ritual as routine as brushing his teeth. The files populate his screen in neat rows. He opens the most recent one.

Four withdrawals from ATMs near the Four Seasons last month. Fifteen hundred each time—just under the daily limit. The same weekend Vanessa had texted: “Miss you! Girls’ weekend is so fun! Stacey says, hi!”

He’d called Stacey’s husband the next day, casually asking about golf and how the girls are enjoying their trip. Brian had paused, confused. “What trip?”

Daniel scrolls further. Charges at boutiques he’s never heard of. A romantic restaurant charge for two at midnight on a Tuesday when she’d claimed to be at a charity event.

His phone buzzes on the desk. A text from a number he saved only as “M.R.”—the private investigator he hired three weeks ago after finding a hotel room key card in Vanessa’s purse.

“Subject observed at Vincenzo’s Saturday 8 PM-11:15 PM with a male, approx. 35yo, athletic build. Physical contact observed. Photos attached to secure email.”

Daniel’s hands shake slightly as he switches to his email. Three new messages, one flagged as urgent. He clicks it open. The photos load slowly, as if his computer is trying to spare him. A photo of his wife pops up, sitting at a corner table. Another where she’s laughing, head thrown back, throat exposed. They get worse. Vanessa’s hand on the man’s wrist, leaning in, and then the last is of Vanessa kissing him outside, backlit by the restaurant’s glow.

This was Saturday. When she’d been at “book club.”

A tremor starts in his fingers and travels up his arms. He closed the email, unable to look anymore. His gaze falls on the silver frame at the corner of his desk—their wedding day. Vanessa in white, his arms around her waist, both smiling. They’d written their own vows. She’d cried during his. “You make me want to be better,” she’d whispered against his lips at their first dance.

He turns the frame face down with a gentle click.

The hidden folder requires two passwords and a fingerprint. He’s not proud of his methods, but the evidence compiled itself almost accidentally at first. A glimpse of her phone while she slept. A text preview that showed more than it should have. Once he started looking, the signs were everywhere.

The folder opens. Dozens of screenshots, meticulously dated and labeled. He clicks on one from three months ago:

Vanessa: Miss you already. He’s working late again.

Unknown: Wear that red thing next time. The one with the straps.

Vanessa: Only if you promise to take it off with your teeth again.

Another, from six weeks ago:

Vanessa: He’s transferring the money tomorrow. Meet at the usual place?

Unknown: Can’t wait. Bring the expensive champagne. His money, his booze.

And more recently:

Unknown: Doesn’t he suspect anything?

Vanessa: Daniel? Please. He sees what he wants to see. Besides, he’s too busy making money to notice where it goes.

He closed the folder, feeling a familiar hollowness expand in his chest. There was a time he would have called this pain, but it’s dulled over months of discovery. What remains is something colder, more calculating. Not quite hate—hate requires passion—but something close to it.

The math is simple. In the past year, he’s transferred nearly $300,000 to Vanessa’s personal accounts. Money earned from his hard work, from stress that’s thinning his hair and tightening his chest. Money that buys her lifestyle and funds her fucking affairs. His money attracted her to him in the first place and should have been a warning.

He opened his desk drawer and removed a small notebook. Inside, he’s tracked every major purchase he knows about: the Cartier watch for her birthday ($15,600), the spontaneous weekend in Aspen ($22,450), the monthly spa memberships ($2,800 per month), the closet renovation to hold her expanding wardrobe ($43,200).

Next to these figures, he’s noted her responses. For the watch: “It’s a little plain, but I guess it’s fine.”

For the trip to Aspen: “The suite was smaller than I expected.”

For the closet: “The wood should have been walnut, not cherry.”

Daniel flips to a new page in the notebook and writes today’s date at the top. Below it, he makes two simple columns: “Investment” and “Return.” Under investment, he lists the total he’s calculated: $1.2 million over the last few years, not including the vacation house she insisted on. Under the return column, he hesitates, then writes a single word: “Contempt.”

That’s all he’s gotten out of this marriage.

He stares at the page for a long moment. The house is quiet around him, a quiet he’s paid for with more than money. With his dignity and self-respect. With years he won’t get back.

The most recent charge on their account catches his eye: $850 at a lingerie store yesterday. Not for him—she hasn’t worn anything special for him in years. The evidence of her infidelity piles up like snow, cold and suffocating. She doesn’t even hide it.

Daniel pushes back from the desk, a decision crystallizing in his mind. Divorce seems inevitable now—he’s known it for months. But divorce means Vanessa walks away with half of everything. Half of what he’s built while she’s been building relationships with other men, but he can’t take it anymore.

He opens a browser window. Types: “divorce attorneys.”

The search results for “best divorce attorneys” fill Daniel’s screen, an alphabetical list of strangers who specialize in ending marriages. He scrolls through profiles of smiling professionals promising “amicable solutions” and “fighting for what you deserve.” Fifteen years practicing family law. Twenty years of experience with high-net-worth divorces. Free consultation. Certified mediator. The words blur together.

As he scrolls, a sidebar advertisement catches his eye. Unlike the garish divorce lawyer ads with their bold fonts and promises of revenge, this one is understated. Elegant. A simple charcoal gray background with white text. No images, just three words in a neat font: “The Correction Company.” Below it, a single line: “Reshaping relationships to your specifications.”

Something about the minimalism of the ad intrigues him. There are no desperate promises. No exclamation points. Just quiet confidence.

He hovers over it; the cursor blinking. His financial advisor would call this a distraction—he should be focused on protecting his assets, documenting Vanessa’s infidelity, and building his case. But he clicks anyway.

The page that loads is equally minimal. A simple form in the center of the screen. No company logo, no mission statement. Just a password field and the words “Referral code required.” Below that, in smaller text: “By appointment only. All services are confidential.”

Daniel sits back, finger tapping against his desk. A dead end. But something nags at him—a conversation from three months ago. Richard Zhang, a business associate, at the charity gala Vanessa had skipped to “visit her mother.” They’d been at the bar, two drinks in.

“Marriage looks good on you,” Daniel had said, noting the way Richard’s wife, Julie, looked at her husband with such absolute devotion even from across the room. She just sat there and stared, waiting for him to call on her. It was a change from the year before, when she’d been visibly flirting with a younger man at the same event.

Richard had smiled, an odd, satisfied smile. “We went through a rough patch, but we found a solution.” He’d slipped Daniel a business card under his whiskey glass. “If you ever need... adjustments made to your relationship. They are discreet and very effective.”

Daniel had pocketed the card without looking at it, forgotten until this moment.

He opened his desk drawer, rifling through business cards he kept out of habit. Near the bottom of the stack, he finds it. Plain white stock, heavy weight. Just a web address and “R. Zhang” embossed in the corner. He turns it over. Blank.

Daniel looks back at the screen, at the password field waiting. He types “R. Zhang,” and presses Enter.

The screen refreshes, and he looks at what appears to be a luxury service website. Cream background, black text, gold accents. Professional photos of elegant, well-dressed couples—the women uniformly attentive, eyes on their partners, postures perfect.

“Welcome,” reads the header. “We specialize in comprehensive behavioral modification and customized companion training for spouses who have strayed from their marital obligations.”

Daniel scrolls slowly. The language is carefully chosen—never explicit about what exactly they do, but clear enough in its implications. Words like “correction,” and “adjustment,” and “retraining” appear throughout. No mention of methods or explanation of the process.

He clicks on “Testimonials.”

“My wife was spending thousands on secret credit cards and lying about her whereabouts. After The Correction Company’s intervention, she maintains detailed records of all expenditures and always tells me where she’s going. Our marriage is stronger than ever.” - A.J., Finance Executive.

“After three affairs, I was ready to leave my wife of twelve years. The Correction Company provided an alternative solution. She is now devoted, attentive, and faithful. The investment was substantial but worth every penny.” - M.R., Real Estate Developer.

“I no longer worry about my wife’s loyalty. The changes are remarkable and permanent.” - S.T., Technology CEO.

Daniel feels a chill that’s not entirely unpleasant. He clicks on “Services.” A submenu appears:

- Basic Correction (Fidelity Assurance)

- Enhanced Correction (Behavioral Modification)

- Complete Correction (Personality Reconstruction)

Each option links to a page of testimonials and vague descriptions. No prices listed. No details about what the “corrections” entail. At the bottom of each page, the same button: “Request Consultation.”

He clicks on “Investment” and finds a single paragraph:

“Our services represent a premium alternative to divorce. While our services are expensive, they are often less costly than dividing assets and paying alimony. More importantly, clients can keep their marital status, social standing, and the companionship of their spouse, who will be enhanced to their specifications. All pricing is customized based on the complexity of the case and the desired outcomes. Financing available.”

Daniel recalls Richard mentioning an “adjustment” to his marriage. Richard, whose wife had gone from flirtatious and distant to attentive and devoted in the span of a few months. Richard said she’d “gone to visit family” for three weeks but returned... different.

He navigates back to the homepage and finds a photo he hadn’t noticed before. A well-dressed man in his fifties, similar to himself, sitting in a leather chair. Standing behind him, a beautiful woman with her hand on his shoulder, looking at him with unmistakable adoration. The caption: “Restore the balance in your relationship.”

Another photo farther down the page portrays a man sitting in a high-backed chair. In his left hand dangles a crystal glass, half-full of dark amber. Kneeling beside him, a woman in a robe rests her head against his knee. Her expression is not quite vacant but serene, eyes upturned in soft, glowing admiration. His fingers absently stroked the woman’s hair as he listened to something outside the frame.

Daniel studies the image longer than he means to, feeling a ripple of something through his chest—envy, maybe, or just a sense of order restored. The woman’s pose is very subservient; more like a dog at ease with its owner, content to accept direction.

The idea forms slowly in his mind. Divorce might not be the way to go. Vanessa would walk away with half his net worth, free to continue her affairs with his money. But a correction. A modification might be better. A new version of Vanessa that doesn’t lie, doesn’t cheat, and doesn’t treat him with contempt.

It’s wrong. He knows it’s wrong. Whatever this company does, it can’t be legal. Can’t be ethical.

But isn’t what she’s doing wrong too?

He imagines Vanessa returning home, greeting him with genuine warmth instead of barely concealed disdain. Imagines her attention focused on him rather than her phone, her faithfulness assured rather than constantly in question.

His love for her has been shattered by years of lies and contempt, and he deserves some repayment. Some loyalty for once.

Mind made up, Daniel clicks “Request Consultation.” A form appears asking for basic information—name, contact details, preferred method of communication. At the bottom, a field for “Investment Range.” The dropdown menu starts at $250,000.

His finger paused over the mouse. That amount would barely dent his savings—less than he’s spent on Vanessa’s shopping in the past year, and less than a divorce would cost him. His dignity is worth more than that.

A final warning appears: “By requesting a consultation, you acknowledge this is a private and confidential service. Discretion is required of all clients.”

Daniel takes a deep breath. He thinks of the text messages, the hotel receipts, the kiss outside Vincenzo’s. He thinks of the years of growing disrespect, of his hollow chest, of the future stretching out before him—alone or with a woman who sees him as nothing but a wallet.

His mouse hovered over “Submit” for a long moment.

He clicks the button.


Chapter Three

The crystal glass catches the light as Vanessa raises it to her lips, savoring both the expensive bourbon and the bartender’s lingering gaze. She’s chosen the perfect spot at the bar—just enough shadow to be mysterious, just enough light to ensure her face catches all the right angles. The Archer Room is where the beautiful people come to be seen, and tonight, she is determined to be the most seen of all.

Vanessa watches a couple in the corner, critiquing the woman’s outdated shoes and obvious lip fillers. Amateur. Her own face is a masterpiece of subtle work—nothing you could point to specifically, just an overall impression of ageless beauty.

“Another?” The bartender—Jason or Justin or something equally disposable—leans toward her, forearms pressed against the polished mahogany. His sleeves are rolled precisely to mid-forearm, revealing a dusting of dark hair against tanned skin.

“Why not?” Vanessa flashes her practiced smile, the one that shows just enough teeth to suggest possibility. “My husband’s paying, after all.”

The bartender laughs as if she’s said something charming rather than cruel. Men are so easy to manipulate. A bat of her eyelashes, a casual touch, and they forget their own names. She glances at her reflection in the mirror behind the bar—her blowout still perfect despite the humidity, her cheekbones catching the light just so. The dress she is wearing was worth every penny of Daniel’s money—black with strategic cutouts that suggest rather than reveal.

She shifts on the barstool, deliberately leaning forward to give the bartender a better view as he returns with her drink. Her Cartier bracelet slides down her wrist with a pleasant weight. The bracelet Daniel had given her for their anniversary—the one she’d rolled her eyes at because it wasn’t the limited edition she’d hinted at for months.

“So,” the bartender says, lingering. “You come here often?” He’s attractive in that generic way—strong jaw, easy smile, probably has a gym membership he actually uses.

“Only when I’m bored.” She stirs her drink with one manicured finger, then sucks the liquid from it, holding his gaze. “My husband’s been... preoccupied.”

“His loss.” The bartender’s eyes drop briefly to her neckline. “Hard to imagine being too busy for you.”

Vanessa laughs, the sound bright and practiced. “Daniel’s world revolves around spreadsheets and quarterly reports. So dreadfully dull.” She takes another sip, feeling the pleasant burn of expensive liquor. “I swear, sometimes I think he married me just to have something pretty to show off at company parties.”

And to think, she’d once found Daniel’s ambition attractive. His determination. His focus. Now those same qualities bore her to tears. He’s so predictable—work, home, sleep, repeat. No spontaneity. No excitement. Just a reliable ATM who occasionally wants sex.

The bartender — she’s already forgotten his actual name—slides a bowl of mixed nuts toward her. His fingers brushed hers, the touch deliberate.

“On the house,” he says with a wink.

“How generous.” She runs her tongue over her lower lip. “Though I prefer my snacks with a bit more... substance.”

Rich, she means. A bartender is beneath her standards, but a quick dip into the lower-class pool once in a while never hurts, but not tonight.

J laughs, leaning closer. “I get off at midnight.”

“Is that so?” Vanessa pretended to consider this information while glancing at her Rolex—another of Daniel’s gifts she’d accepted with barely concealed disappointment. Almost ten thirty. She should leave soon if she wants to meet Marcus at eleven. Marcus, with his yacht and his cocaine and his deliciously irresponsible approach to her marriage.

She fishes her phone out of her clutch, checking for messages. Two from Daniel. She deletes them without reading. One from Marcus: “Got champagne chilling. Don’t be late.”

Vanessa feels a pleasant warmth that has nothing to do with the drink in her hand. Marcus understands her in ways Daniel never could. Appreciates her beauty, her wit, her right to be treated like the queen she is.

“Another?” J asks, already reaching for the bottle.

“Why not?” She finishes her current glass, enjoying the golden burn. “Put it on my tab.”

When the glass arrives, she raises it in a mock toast. “To men who aren’t boring.”

J laughs. “I’ll drink to that. Though technically, I’m not supposed to drink on the job.”

“Rules are for ordinary people,” Vanessa says, waving a dismissive hand. “And I’m anything but ordinary.”

Three drinks in, the room takes on a pleasant softness around the edges. The bar has filled with more patrons—bankers, lawyers, the usual crowd of men with money and women hunting for it.

When her phone buzzes again, she glances down to see Marcus: “Where are you? Don’t make me wait.”

Vanessa sighs dramatically. Time to go. She gestures for the check, which J places before her with a flourish.

“Sure I can’t tempt you with one more?” He asks.

“Tempting, but I have to be somewhere.” She pulls Daniel’s platinum card from her wallet and tosses it onto the leather folder with casual disregard.

She watches J process the payment, admiring the way his hands move. Not as soft as Daniel’s—these are hands that mix drinks, unload crates, probably play rough. She imagines them on her body and smiles to herself. Maybe she’ll have to come back soon.

When he returns with the receipt, she scrawls a tip larger than the bill itself. Daniel won’t check the statement anyway—he’s given up on monitoring her spending, a battle lost years ago.

“For your excellent service,” she purrs, sliding the folder back.

J’s eyebrows rise as he glances at the amount. “That’s... very generous.”

“I’m feeling generous tonight.” Vanessa gathers her clutch and stands, swaying slightly as the room tilts. Perhaps that last drink was a mistake. She steadies herself against the bar, refusing to acknowledge her own intoxication.

“Let me call you a car,” J offered, reaching for his phone.

“I’m perfectly fine,” Vanessa snaps, her pride flaring. “It’s only a few blocks.”

She makes her way across the bar, aware that people are watching her. Let them look. She’s worth looking at.

Outside, the night air hits her like a slap, making her head spin momentarily. She takes a deep breath, orienting herself. Marcus’s hotel is east, just five blocks. She can walk it, even in her four-inch heels.

Vanessa sets off down the dimly lit street, her heels clicking against the pavement. Closed storefronts line her path; their darkened windows reflecting her silhouette as she passes. A neon sign blinks lazily from a jazz club, casting alternating shadows of blue and red across her path.

She walks unsteadily, one hand trailing along building facades to maintain her balance. The sidewalk seems to shift beneath her feet, and she curses herself for that third drink.

A couple walks by, giving her a wide berth. Vanessa glares at them, feeling unreasonably offended. She stumbles slightly, catching herself against a parked car. Marcus will be waiting impatiently in the suite for her. A suite charged to another man’s credit card.

The thought brings a smile to Vanessa’s lips as she continues down the street, passing beneath the shadows between streetlights. Daniel pays for everything—her clothes, her drinks, even the hotel rooms where she betrays him. It’s almost too easy, really. It’s getting almost boring.

But Marcus isn’t boring. And tonight won’t be boring either. She smiles to herself, unaware of the shadow that detaches from a nearby alley and begins to follow her unsteady progress down the empty street.

Vanessa checks her phone again as she walks, the screen’s glow illuminating her frown. Marcus has sent two more texts, each more impatient than the last. Men and their fragile egos. She’ll make him wait a little longer—teach him that she comes and goes on her own schedule.

The bourbon has left her pleasantly numb, the world soft around the edges as she navigates the empty sidewalk, buildings looming like dark sentinels on either side.

“Waiting isn’t going to kill you,” she mutters, typing a deliberately vague response. Let him simmer. The anticipation will make him more generous later—perhaps generous enough for that Tiffany bracelet she’s been hinting about. Not that she needs another man buying her jewelry, but there’s something satisfying about wearing gifts from her lovers while sitting across from Daniel at dinner.

A car passes, headlights momentarily blinding her. Vanessa shields her eyes with one hand, her irritation flaring. The driver doesn’t even slow down. How dare they? Don’t they see a woman walking alone? The entitlement of some people.

The street narrows as she approaches a less maintained block. Shadows deepen between the sparse streetlights, and the storefronts change from high-end boutiques to closed offices with security grates. Vanessa wrinkles her nose at a dumpster overflowing behind a restaurant. This isn’t her usual route to the hotel, but her alcohol-addled brain has taken a wrong turn somewhere.

“Perfect,” she hisses, stopping to get her bearings. Her feet throb in her heels, the soles scuffed from the uneven pavement. These shoes weren’t made for walking—they were made for stepping out of luxury cars and onto red carpets. For being admired. Just like her.

Between two buildings, she stares down a narrow alley. The darkness within seems denser somehow. A faint scraping sound emerges from its depths—probably a rat. Vanessa shudders and quickens her pace.

As she passes the alley’s mouth, something shifts in the darkness. A whisper of movement, so slight she almost dismisses it as imagination or the effects of the booze.

The attack comes with shocking speed.

A figure lunges from the shadows—a blur of dark clothing and sudden motion. Before Vanessa can process what’s happening, before she can scream or run or even fully comprehend the danger, a gloved hand clamps over her mouth. The grip is like iron, fingers digging into her cheeks with bruising force.

Her brain stutters in confusion—this can’t be happening, not to her—as she’s dragged bodily into the alley’s darkness. Her back slams against a brick wall, knocking the air from her lungs in a muffled gasp against the leather-clad palm.

The attacker is close enough that she can smell them—a clinical scent, antiseptic and cold, nothing like cologne or body odor. Vanessa’s eyes strain in the darkness, but she can make out only a silhouette—head covered, face obscured by what might be a mask or scarf.

This isn’t real. This doesn’t happen to women like her.

Panic surges through her veins, burning away the alcohol haze in an instant. She kicks wildly, her knee connecting with something solid—a thigh, perhaps. Her assailant doesn’t grunt or curse, doesn’t react at all except to press harder against her, pinning her more firmly to the wall.

Her hands aren’t restrained, and Vanessa claws at the arm holding her, her freshly manicured nails tearing at the fabric of a sleeve, but not doing much damage. She reaches for the masked face, aiming for their eyes.

The attacker shifts, blocking her efforts easily. In the struggle, her clutch falls from her grip, hitting the alley floor with a dull thud. Inside, her phone continues to vibrate with Marcus’s increasingly angry texts, now muffled by the expensive leather.

“Let me go!” she tries to scream, but the sound emerges only as a pathetic mumble against the gloved hand. “Do you know who I am? Do you know who my husband is?”

The threat that usually works with wait staff and store clerks falls on deaf ears. The attacker doesn’t speak and ignores her shouts. This, more than anything, terrifies her. Everyone responds to power. Everyone can be intimidated or bought.

Except for this shadow that holds her against the wall with inhuman strength.

Vanessa feels a surge of outrage cutting through her fear. How dare this person—this nobody—put their hands on her? She is Vanessa Shaw. She is untouchable.

She thrashes with renewed vigor, her heel connecting with her assailant’s shin. A spark of triumph flares in her chest—until she feels a new pressure against her neck. Something cold and hard presses against her skin, and before she can process what’s happening, there’s a sharp sting like an angry wasp.

Vanessa freezes, the pain momentarily shocking her into stillness. She feels liquid heat spreading from the injection site, racing through her veins with alarming speed. Whatever they’ve given her, it’s strong and fast-acting.

“No,” she manages to mumble against the glove, the single syllable slurred even to her own ears. “Please.”

The hand over her mouth relaxes slightly, as if her attacker knows she’s no longer capable of screaming. Vanessa’s legs begin to tremble, no longer entirely under her control. The alley tilts and sways around her, the brick wall the only thing keeping her upright.

“You can’t...” she slurs, her tongue feeling thick and uncooperative. “I’m meeting someone... important...”

The shadows of the alley lengthen and stretch, and her attacker’s form wavers before her eyes, becoming two figures, then one again. Vanessa blinks, trying to clear her vision, but the effort only makes the world spin faster.

“Marcus is waiting,” she insists, though she’s no longer certain if she’s speaking aloud or just thinking the words. “He has champagne...”

Her knees buckle, and she would have collapsed if not for the arms that suddenly encircle her—not supporting her now, but lifting her. Vanessa feels herself being carried, her head lolling against a shoulder that feels impossibly hard, as if made of stone rather than flesh.

The streetlights at the mouth of the alley stretch into long, strange patterns, smearing across her vision like paint on wet canvas. Beautiful, almost. Like stars falling or fireworks underwater. Vanessa tries to raise a hand toward them, but her arm remains limp at her side, no longer responding to her commands.

A distant part of her mind screams in terror, recognizing the profound wrongness of her situation. But it grows fainter with each heartbeat as the drug pulls her down into darkness.

Her last conscious thought is one of pure bewilderment—how could this happen to her? Just minutes ago, she had been the center of attention at the bar, laughing and flirting, the world at her feet.

Consciousness slips away, replaced by a void that swallows everything—her outrage, her fear—leaving nothing but emptiness in its wake.


Chapter Four

Consciousness seeps back in, slow and relentless, like water filling a basin. She feels only bits of sensation, not understanding what has happened. It’s dark and cold. The bitter taste of metal and chemicals coated her tongue. Vanessa tries to open her eyes, but her lids feel weighted with lead. Her head throbs sharply with pain, and it makes her want to sink back into oblivion.

“What—” Her voice emerged as a croak, barely recognizable. Her throat feels raw, as if she’s been screaming. Vanessa swallows, wincing at the sandpaper dryness of her mouth.

Something is wrong. Very wrong.

She forces her eyes open, blinking against the darkness. Has she gone blind? Panic flutters in her chest, a trapped bird beating against her ribs. Vanessa reaches out, expecting to touch bedsheets, a wall, anything familiar.

Her hand meets cold metal bars instead.

“No,” she whispers, the single syllable falling into the darkness like a stone. “No, no, no.”

Memory returns in disjointed flashes: leaving the bar, walking down the street, the figure lunging from the alley, the sting in her neck. Vanessa’s breathing quickens, her lungs seeming to shrink with each inhalation. This can’t be happening.

As her eyes adjust to the gloom, shapes begin to emerge from the darkness—the outline of the bars surrounding her, and the vague shadows of a room beyond. She’s in some kind of cage or crate, large enough to sit up in but not to stand.

Vanessa presses what should be her palms against the floor beneath her, but something’s wrong. Her hands feel encased, constrained—like they’re sealed inside tight socks or mittens that extend up to her wrists. They are thin and she can feel the slightly rough metal against whatever now covers her hands.

She shifts, trying to rise to her knees, and discovers her legs won’t straighten properly. Something restrains them, keeping her knees bent. Her body is forced into a crouch, knees and hands on the ground.

“What the fuck this?” she demands of the darkness, voice stronger now, fueled by rising indignation. “Do you know who I am?”

She tries to stand in the cramped space, straining against the restraints, but a sharp pain in her ankles makes her gasp. Cuffs or shackles limit her movement, forcing her into this humiliating position—on all fours, like an animal.

It’s then that Vanessa feels the chill against her skin. Not just her hands and feet, but everywhere. Her entire body is exposed to the cool air. She looks down at herself, squinting in the dimness, and sees the pale outline of her own naked form.

Her clothes are gone. All vanished. Even her jewelry is all gone. They must be thieves, she thinks. They stole her expensive jewelry and purse and are probably on the phone to Daniel right now to ransom her off.

“This is insane,” she hisses, rage temporarily overriding fear. “Those were worth thousands! I want them all back!”

She brings her hands up to cover herself, but she forgot her hands are enclosed in strange mits that look a lot like paws. She can’t straighten or separate her fingers. When she tries to touch her face, she can only press these padded, useless appendages against her cheek.

“What have you done to me?” she screams, the sound echoing in what must be a larger room beyond the cage. “I demand to speak to whoever’s in charge!”

Vanessa reaches up to push hair out of her face—a reflexive gesture—but her pawed hands meet only air where her long locks should be. Confused, she pats her head with her restricted hands and finds only short, jagged tufts where her carefully highlighted, perfectly styled hair once fell past her shoulders.

“My hair,” she whispers in horror, the words emerging small and broken. Her hair—her crowning glory, maintained with weekly appointments, the subject of constant compliments and envy — was destroyed. Chopped off, and roughly too, judging by the uneven feel beneath her awkward, paw-like hands.

The violation of it hits her harder than the cage, the restraints, and even her nakedness. Her beautiful hair was taken along with her clothes.

As this new horror sinks in, Vanessa swallows harshly and feels something else—a weight around her neck. Heavy and warm against her skin. She tries to reach for it, but her restricted hands can only bat at it uselessly. It’s thick metal, by the feel and weight of it. She takes a long time to realise it’s a collar. Like one a dog would wear.

“No,” she moans, digging her encased fingers beneath the edge of the collar, trying to find a clasp, a lock, or any way to remove it. There’s nothing—just smooth metal encircling her throat, too tight to slip over her head, and too secure to break.

The full reality of her situation crashes down on her like a physical weight.

“This is a mistake,” she says, her voice rising with each word. “This is a terrible mistake. I’m Vanessa Shaw. My husband is Daniel Shaw of Shaw Investments. He’s rich—do you understand? Very, very rich!”

The silence echoes her words, but there is no response.

“He’ll pay whatever you want!” she continued, voice cracking with desperation. “More than you’ve asked for, I’m sure. Just—just let me go now, and we’ll forget this happened.”

No answer comes from the darkness.

Rage explodes through her veins, burning away fear and confusion. “Do you have any idea who you’re dealing with?” she screamed, throwing herself against the bars of the cage. “I have friends in high places! People will notice I’m missing! There will be searches and investigations!”

The cage rattles but holds firm. The sound of her own voice, bouncing back at her from unseen walls, is her only answer.

“You can’t do this to me!” she shrieks, slamming her altered hands against the bars again and again. “I’m not just anybody! I matter! People know me!”

She pounds until her hands ache, until her throat burns from screaming, and until sweat mingles with tears on her face despite the chill in the air. Her hair—what remains of it—sticks to her forehead in damp clumps.

“When my husband finds out about this,” she pants, breathless from her fit of rage, “you’ll regret ever laying hands on me. Daniel will destroy you. He has the money, the connections—”

Daniel. The thought of him calms her momentarily. Daniel will miss her. He will look for her. Daniel handles everything.

“Daniel!” she calls out, voice breaking on his name. “Daniel, help me! I’m here! Daniel!”

She’s never been genuinely grateful for his existence until this moment. Always taking him for granted, treating him as a convenience, an ATM, a bore. But now—now he represents safety, security, rescue.

“Daniel!” She screams again, louder this time, as if volume alone could carry her voice beyond these unknown walls, across the city, to wherever he is. “Help me!”

Her voice echoes in the empty room, bouncing back to her ears, mocking her with its futility. She falls silent, listening intently for any response—footsteps, voices, any sign that someone has heard her.

Nothing.

“Please,” she whispers, the fight temporarily draining from her. “Please, I don’t belong here. This isn’t right. I’m Vanessa Shaw.”

The darkness offers no acknowledgment. It simply waits, patient and indifferent to her suffering.

Vanessa huddles in the center of the cage, naked and vulnerable, her altered hands pulled close to her chest. She rocks slightly, forward and back, trying to comfort herself as a new realization dawns—a realization more terrifying than the cage or the restraints.

No one knows where she is. No one saw her taken. Marcus will assume she stood him up. Daniel will think she’s spending the night with “the girls” as she’s done countless times before. No one will miss her until tomorrow, or possibly the next day.

Whoever has done this to her has been meticulous, calculated. This is no random kidnapping. This is something else entirely.

“Daniel,” she calls again, her voice smaller now, almost a prayer. “Daniel, please. Help me.”

The silence swallows her words whole.


Chapter Five

A loud click breaks the silence, and Vanessa’s head jerks up, eyes straining toward the sound. Light floods in as a door swings open, revealing the shape of the room for the first time—concrete walls, a drain in the center of the floor, and a tall, broad-shouldered figure silhouetted in the doorway. She blinks against the sudden brightness, shrinking back instinctively before her shock transforms into fury.

The man steps into the room, closing the door behind him. He’s well-built, with short dark hair and a face that would be handsome if not for its complete lack of expression. He wears all black—a fitted t-shirt that shows his toned arms, tactical pants, and boots that make no sound as he approaches her cage. The stranger stops six feet away, hands clasped behind his back, and surveys her with clinical detachment.

“You!” Vanessa shrieks, lunging forward until the cage bars stop her. “Let me out of here right now!”

The man says nothing. His eyes, an icy blue, moved over her naked form as if assessing an object, not a person.

“I said, let me out!” She slams her paw-mitts against the bars. “Do you have any idea who I am? My husband will destroy you! He’ll pay whatever you want—just name your price!”

Still, the man doesn’t speak. He doesn’t even blink.

“You sick bastard!” Her voice rises to a scream. “When Daniel finds out what you’ve done—what you’re doing—he’ll hire people to hunt you down! He knows people, important people!”

The man shifts his weight slightly, the only sign he’s heard her at all.

Vanessa rattles the cage, her bare knees scraping against the hard floor. “Look at what you’ve done to me! My hair! My clothes! Those were designer—worth more than scum like you probably make in a year!”

The silence infuriates her more than any response could. She strains against the bars, spittle flying from her lips.

“You think this is funny? You think this is a game? I’m Vanessa Shaw! People know me! Important people! They’ll notice I’m missing!” Her throat burns, but she can’t stop. “I’ll make sure you go to jail for this. Kidnapping. Assault. I’ll make sure you’ll be the one in a cage and they throw away the key!”

The man’s expression doesn’t change—not a flicker of concern, not a hint of emotion. He stands perfectly still, watching her as one might watch a specimen under glass.

“What do you want?” Her voice cracks. “Money? Is that it? Daniel has plenty—he’ll pay! Just let me call him, please!”

Nothing. Just those cold eyes observing her.

“Stop looking at me!” She tries to cover herself with her altered hands but can’t. The humiliation of her nakedness feeds her rage. “You perverted freak! Is this how you get your kicks? Kidnapping women? Locking them in cages?”

Her screams echo off the concrete walls. The man doesn’t flinch.

“I have rights! This is illegal! I’ll have you arrested—I’ll have you killed!” She throws herself against the bars again, harder this time, enough to bruise as she spouts whatever comes to mind. “My husband plays golf with the police commissioner! Do you understand what that means?”

The collar digs into her neck as she strains forward. She can feel tears of frustration welling up but refuses to let them fall. Not in front of him.

“Say something, you bastard!” she demands. “At least have the guts to tell me what this is about!”

The man’s breathing remains steady, his posture perfect. He might as well be a statue.

“Fine!” she spits. “Stand there like an idiot! But know this—when I get out of here, and I will get out, I’m going to make sure you suffer. I’m going to watch while they drag you away in handcuffs. I’m going to testify at your trial and make sure you get the maximum sentence!”

Her chest heaves with exertion. The paw-mitts make her hands sweat, and the collar feels tighter somehow.

“You’ve picked the wrong woman to mess with. I have connections. I have money—more money than you can imagine! Whatever they’re paying you, Daniel will double it. Triple it!”

Her voice grows hoarse, but she can’t stop. Won’t stop. If she stops, the fear might take over.

“Is this about Marcus? Did his wife hire you? Is that what this is?” She laughs, a brittle sound that borders on hysteria. “Because if she thinks this will keep me away from him, she’s delusional! More delusional than you!”

The man continues to watch her, impassive. Not bored, not interested—just observing.

Vanessa’s energy begins to flag. Her throat aches from screaming. Her knees hurt from the hard floor of the cage, and her arms trembled from pounding against the bars.

“Please,” she tries, dropping her voice to what she hopes is a reasonable, persuasive tone. “This has gone far enough. You’ve made your point. Let me go, and we can forget this happened. I won’t press charges. I won’t tell anyone.”

No response.

No fucking response.

“Don’t you understand? I’m offering you a way out!” Her temper flares again. “God, are you stupid? Can you even hear me? Say something!”

Finally, her strength gives out. She slumps in the center of the cage, panting, sweat trickling down her back despite the room’s chill. Her limbs feel heavy, spent.

That is when the man finally takes a single step forward. Then another.

“Are you ready to listen now?” he asks. His voice is calm, clinical, devoid of anger or satisfaction or any emotion at all.

Vanessa’s head snaps up. “Listen? Listen to what? Your demands? Your sick fantasies? Go to hell!”

“I am your Trainer,” he says, “Trainer” like it’s some title. As if that tells her anything. His tone is matter-of-fact, like someone explaining the weather.

“My what?” Vanessa stares at him, momentarily stunned by the absurdity. Then she laughs, a harsh sound that hurts her raw throat. “My trainer? Is this some kind of joke?”

He doesn’t smile. Doesn’t react to her laughter. “I am your Trainer,” he repeats, exactly as before.

“If this is some sort of new-age gym, then I don’t need it and I don’t need a trainer, you psychopath! I need to be let out of this cage!” She launches into another tirade, her voice rising again. “When my husband finds out about this—”

The man watches her renewed outburst with the same detached patience, waiting for her to exhaust herself again. His face remains a mask of professional indifference as her threats and insults wash over him without effect.

Vanessa’s voice finally gives out after another ten minutes of shouting. Her threats dissolve into ragged breathing, and she slumps against the bars of the cage, glaring at the man—the “Trainer,” whatever that means—with all the hatred she can muster. Her throat burns, her knees ache, but her pride remains intact, a shield against the humiliation of her situation. The room falls silent except for the sound of her labored breathing.

“Are you ready to listen now?” the Trainer asks again, his tone unchanged.

“What choice do I have?” she snaps, though the effect is diminished by her hoarse voice.

The Trainer nods once, a slight movement that acknowledges her acquiescence without celebrating it. “You no longer have the freedom of choice. Your husband, Daniel Shaw, has contracted our services because he is deeply unhappy with your behavior.”

Vanessa stares at him, then barks out a laugh. “Daniel? Daniel did this?” The idea is so absurd she almost forgets her nakedness, her cage, her restraints. “You expect me to believe that?”

“What you believe is irrelevant. It is a fact.” The Trainer speaks with the flat certainty of someone stating that water is wet.

“Daniel wouldn’t dare,” she says, shaking her head. “He’s a doormat. He does whatever I tell him to do.”

“Not anymore.”

Something in his tone—the simple finality of it—makes her stomach tighten. “I want to speak to him,” she demands. “Right now. Get him on the phone.”

The Trainer continues as if she hasn’t spoken. “You have been brought here for reconditioning. Your behaviors, attitudes, and expectations will be systematically corrected until you are ready to return to your husband as a suitable companion.”

“Suitable companion?” Vanessa’s voice rises again despite the pain in her throat. “Who the hell do you think you are? And who does Daniel think he is? I’m his wife, not his pet!”

Her hands go instinctively to the collar around her neck, the irony of her statement not lost on her.

“I want to talk to Daniel!” she insists. “This is insane! It’s illegal! Get him on the phone right now!”

The Trainer’s expression doesn’t change. “From this moment forward, your existence will be defined by three principles: obedience, silence, and submission.”

She ignores him. “Are you listening to me? I said I want to talk to my husband!” She rattled the cage bars again, but with less force than before, her strength depleted.

“Obedience means you will follow every instruction given to you without hesitation or question,” he continues, as if reciting from a manual. “Silence means you will not speak unless given permission to respond. Submission means you will accept your new position and purpose without resistance.”

Vanessa stares at him, momentarily speechless. The clinical way he describes her “reconditioning” chills her more than any threat could. “You can’t do this,” she says, but her voice wavers.

“Compliance will earn rewards,” the Trainer says as if she never spoke. “Failure will result in punishment, and the severity of punishment will increase with repeated infractions.”

“Daniel won’t get away with this,” she says, but doubt creeps into her voice. Would Daniel really do something like this? The man who apologizes when she yells at him? Who transfers money without question when she demands it?

But then she remembers the times she’s caught him watching her with an unreadable expression. The way his jaw tightens when she dismisses his concerns about money. The look in his eyes when she comes home late without explanation.

“This isn’t real,” she insists, more to herself than to the Trainer. “This is just some sick game.”

“This is your reality now,” he responds. “The sooner you accept it, the easier your transition will be.”

“Transition to what?” she demands. “Your idea of a perfect wife? Submissive and silent? Daniel doesn’t want that. He married me because I’m beautiful and confident and—”

“He married you because you were attractive and he was naive,” the Trainer interrupts, the first sign he’s actually listening to her. “He’s put up with you because divorce would be financially devastating, but our services offer a third option.”

The blunt assessment stuns her. “That’s not true,” she whispers. “He loves me.”

“Perhaps he does, but that is not my concern. My job is to correct your behavioral problems regardless of his feelings for you.”

“My behavioral problems?” Indignation flares again, drowning out her momentary doubt. “I don’t have behavioral problems! I’m not some dog to be trained!”

The Trainer’s eyes flick to her collar, then to her paw-mitts, a silent contradiction that makes her face burn with humiliation.

“Daniel wouldn’t do this,” she insists again, though with less conviction. “He’s not capable of it.”

“Your husband provided us with extensive documentation of your infidelity, financial exploitation, emotional abuse, and general contempt,” the Trainer says, his voice still devoid of judgment. “He has paid a significant sum for your correction. That suggests he is indeed capable.”

Vanessa’s mind races. She didn’t hide the texts with Marcus, and Daniel has access to the credit card statements, but she didn’t think he’d look closely. Then she recalls the times she’s called Daniel boring, pathetic, and weak. Had he seen it all? Known it all? Been planning this all along?

“No,” she shakes her head. “This is a mistake. There’s been a misunderstanding. If I could just talk to him—”

“There is no mistake,” the Trainer cuts her off. “And you will not speak with your husband until your training is complete.”

“How long?” she asks, fear beginning to override anger. “How long will that take?”

“That depends entirely on you. Some subjects require weeks. Others, months especially the training your husband has requested.”

“Months?” The word comes out as a whisper. “I can’t stay here for months. People will look for me. My friends—”

“Your absence has been explained. No one is looking for you.”

“That’s impossible.” But even as she says it, Vanessa knows it’s not. Who would really miss her? The other wives who secretly envy and hate her? Marcus, who would just move on to someone else? Daniel is the only person who might notice, and if he’s behind this...

“This is your first day,” the Trainer says. “Today you will learn the rules and expectations. Tomorrow, your training begins in earnest.”

Vanessa looks at him, really looks at him for the first time. His eyes hold no cruelty, no sadism, no personal interest in her suffering. Just the focused attention of a professional doing a job.

That makes Vanessa shiver with unease.

“Please,” she tries again, forcing her voice to soften, to sound reasonable. “There must be some arrangement we can come to. I can change and be better to Daniel. I’ll stop seeing other men, and even spend less. Just let me out of here, and I promise—”

“Promises are meaningless,” the Trainer says. “Only corrected behavior matters. And your behavior will be thoroughly corrected before you leave this facility.”

The certainty in his voice sends a cold wave of fear through her. This isn’t a nightmare she can wake from. This isn’t a situation she can charm or buy her way out of.

“Your training schedule has been customized based on your particular infractions,” he continues. “We will address your infidelity, your financial exploitation, your disrespect, and your general selfishness. Each day will build upon the previous lessons until your correction is complete.”

Vanessa stares at him, her expression cycling through shock, rage, and finally, the first real flickers of fear. Not just fear of discomfort or inconvenience, but deep, primal fear of what is coming.

“This isn’t happening,” she whispers, but the words sound hollow even to her own ears.

“This is happening,” the Trainer corrects her, his voice as impassive as ever. “And it will continue to happen until you are deemed ready to return to your husband as the companion he asked for and deserves.”

He calmly turns to leave, as if he didn’t just drop a bomb on her.

“Wait!” Vanessa calls after him, panic rising in her throat. “You can’t just leave me here like this!”

The Trainer pauses at the door but doesn’t turn around. “I’ll return with water and your first meal. Use this time to reflect on the choices that brought you here.”

The door closes behind him with the same loud click that announced his arrival, leaving Vanessa alone with the devastating realization that her husband—her boring, predictable, pushover husband—has finally pushed back.


Chapter Six

Time has lost meaning in the concrete room. Vanessa sits huddled in her cage, her bare knees pressed against the cold metal bars. The collar chafes against her neck, a constant reminder of her captivity. When footsteps echo from beyond the door, her head snaps up, eyes narrowing. He’s coming back.

The door opens, and the Trainer enters, carrying a small device in his right hand. His steps are relaxed as he approaches the cage, his face still that mask of professional indifference.

“Good morning,” he says, as if this is normal, as if she isn’t naked in a cage with her hair chopped off and her hands encased in restrictive mitts.

She didn’t realize how long she’s been stuck here.

“There’s nothing good about it,” Vanessa spits, her voice still raw from yesterday’s screaming. “Let me out of here now, or I swear to God—”

“From this moment forward,” he interrupts, his tone unchanged, “you will be called Princess.”

She stares at him, momentarily silenced by the absurdity. “What?”

“Princess,” he repeated. “A fitting name for someone so entitled and spoiled.”

Rage surges through her veins. “My name is Vanessa. I’m not some pet to name.”

The Trainer doesn’t respond to her outburst. He simply stands there, watching her with those clinical eyes. After a moment, he produces a key from his pocket and approaches the cage door.

“When I open this door,” he says, “you will stay on your hands and knees. You will not attempt to stand or escape. The restraints will prevent it anyway, so don’t bother.”

“Go to hell,” she hisses.

The key turns in the lock, and the door swings open. Vanessa considers lunging for freedom or fighting him, but the memory of his strength when he first captured her keeps her in place. She needs to be smarter than that.

“Heel,” he commands, pointing to a spot beside his feet.

Vanessa laughs, a harsh, brittle sound. “I’m not a dog,” she says. “I’m not going to—”

The Trainer lifts the small device in his hand—a simple remote with two buttons. His thumb presses the red one.

Pain explodes through Vanessa’s body. The collar around her neck becomes a ring of fire, sending an electric current through every nerve. Her muscles contracted violently beyond her control. Her back arches, her limbs stiffen, and she collapses onto her side. A scream tears from her throat, but it doesn’t sound like her voice—it’s primal, stripped of humanity.

The seizure seems to last forever. Her body convulsing on the cage floor. Her encased hands twitched uselessly. Drool leaks from the corner of her mouth as her jaw clenches tight enough to make her teeth ache.

Then, suddenly, it stops.

Vanessa lies gasping on the floor, tremors running through her limbs. Her heart pounds so hard she fears it might burst. Every muscle aches as if she’s run a marathon. She can taste blood where she’s bitten her tongue.

“That was setting one,” the Trainer says, his voice cutting through the ringing in her ears. “There are nine more levels of intensity. I suggest you avoid finding out what they feel like.”

She wants to curse him, to threaten him, but her body won’t cooperate. Her breath comes in ragged gasps.

“Now,” he says, as if nothing unusual has happened, “heel.”

Vanessa has never experienced pain like that before. It was unbearable. The thought of feeling that again—worse than that—makes her stomach clench.

She glares up at him, hatred burning in her eyes. The Trainer meets her gaze impassively, his thumb hovering over the remote.

“Three,” he says. “Two—”

Slowly, painfully, Vanessa pushes herself back onto her hands and knees. Her limbs shake with exertion and the aftereffects of the shock. Swallowing her pride feels like choking down broken glass, but the memory of that pain is too fresh, too raw.

She crawls toward him, her movements awkward with the paw-mitts restricting her hands, and each shift of her weight sends slight aches through her abused muscles. The concrete floor scrapes her knees, adding another layer of discomfort.

When she reaches his feet, she stops, refusing to look up at him. Instead, she stares at his boots, shiny and black, hating them, hating him, hating Daniel for putting her here.

“Good girl,” the Trainer says, and the condescension in his tone makes her flinch.

His hand descends to the top of her head. His fingers move through her short, choppy hair in a parody of affection. The touch is neither rough nor gentle—just clinical, like everything else about him.

Vanessa’s skin crawls. She fights the urge to pull away, to snap at his hand with her teeth. But the remote is still in his other hand, his thumb still near those buttons, and the memory of the pain keeps her frozen in place.

“See how simple it is?” he says. “Compliance brings comfort. Resistance brings pain. The choice is entirely yours, Princess.”

The name makes her want to scream. Princess. As if she’s a pampered pet. As if she’s not a person who lunches with friends at restaurants and shops at expensive stores.

She hates to admit it, but that woman feels distant now, separated from her by more than time and circumstance. That woman had power, had a choice. That woman would never kneel naked at a stranger’s feet while he patted her head like a dog.

“You’re a quick learner,” the Trainer observes. “That’s good. It will make your time here easier.”

Vanessa remains silent, conserving her strength, looking for weaknesses, for opportunities. She’ll find a way out.

“Now you understand the first rule,” he says. “Obedience. When I give a command, you obey immediately. No questions, no hesitation.”

“Obedience will bring you pleasure,” the Trainer says, voice sliding into a cadence almost hypnotic in its certainty. “You will seek it in time. Not just the comfort of reward, but the pleasure you will feel in obeying your master.”

The words are so absurd, so—she doesn’t even have a category for them. A sharp, incredulous laugh slips out before she can stop it. The Trainer ignores her outburst and continues, “You’re skeptical. That’s natural. But your body and mind, Princess, are both remarkably adaptable. When given the right incentives, you will crave obedience. Even beg for it.”

“Not a chance,” she mutters. Her voice comes out shaky and hollow. Even as she says it, she knows she’ll do anything to avoid that shock again.

The Trainer seems to read her mind. “For now, the threat of pain is sufficient.”

His hand continues to stroke her cropped hair. The gesture is so demeaning, so patronizing, that tears of rage prick at the corners of her eyes. She blinks them back, refusing to give him the satisfaction.

“Good girl,” he says again when she remains still, and she hates how those two simple words make her feel—diminished, reduced, less than human.

But she’s alive, and as long as she is, she’ll find a way to escape and make them all pay—the Trainer, this facility, and especially Daniel. Her husband may think he’s won, that he’s broken her, but Vanessa Shaw doesn’t break.

She can endure and survive this humiliation. When the time is right, she’ll strike back. When she’s done with her husband, he’ll be broke and in jail like everyone else who runs this place.

“Stay, girl.” The Trainer points at the floor where Vanessa kneels. He takes two steps backward, watching her closely, the remote still held casually in his right hand. The simple command burns in her ears, each word a fresh humiliation. She isn’t a dog to be ordered to stay, and yet her body remains frozen in place, eyes tracking his movements with wary attention.

“I don’t take commands,” she says, but her voice lacks conviction. The memory of the shock is too fresh; her muscles still trembling with its aftereffects.

The Trainer doesn’t acknowledge her words, turning his back as he walks to a metal shelf mounted high on the wall—too high for her to reach on hands and knees. He retrieves two stainless steel bowls; the kind used for large dogs.

She watches him; her face burning with indignation, but doesn’t move from her spot. Not because he ordered her to stay. She simply has nowhere to go, no way to escape while he holds that remote. She tells herself this, clinging to the illusion of choice.

“You can’t be serious,” she mutters as he walks to a corner of the room where a narrow shower stall stands. He fills one bowl with water from a tap; the sound of liquid splashing against metal uncomfortably loud in the quiet room.

From a cabinet beneath the sink, he produces a bag. The crinkle of plastic echoes as he opens it and begins pouring something into the second bowl. Even from across the room, Vanessa can see they’re dry, pellet-like pieces—kibble, like you’d feed to a pet.

“I’m not eating that,” she says, her voice stronger now. “That’s not human food.”

The Trainer places both bowls on a rubber mat in the center of the floor, positioning them side by side. He straightens and turns to her, his expression unchanged.

“Come here, Princess,” he says, “and eat your breakfast.”

Vanessa stays put, her hands curling into fists inside the restrictive mitts. “I’d rather starve.”

He sighs, a small sound that somehow contains no emotion. “Hunger makes training more difficult.”

“I want proper food,” she demands. “Something a person would eat.”

“This is proper food for you,” he says simply. “You’ve lost the privilege to eat anything else.”

“Eating human food isn’t a privilege,” she spits. “It’s a basic right.”

The Trainer holds up the remote. “Come and eat your breakfast, Princess. This is your final warning.”

Vanessa weighs her options. She could refuse, enduring the shock again. Maybe she could build a tolerance to it. Maybe she could—

Her thoughts scatter as he presses the button.

The pain is worse than before. The current tears through her body, setting every nerve ending ablaze. Her back arches, her neck strains, and she falls sideways, head cracking against the concrete floor. The room disappears behind a curtain of agony.

When it ends, she lies panting, tears streaming down her face. Her throat feels raw—she must have screamed, though she has no memory of it. A small puddle forms beneath her cheek, drool mixed with blood from where she’s bitten the inside of her mouth.

“The shock increases in intensity with each infraction,” the Trainer reminds, his voice cutting through the fog of pain. “This was setting two. Would you like to experience setting three?”

“No,” she gasps, the word barely audible.

“Then come eat your breakfast. It’s safe and perfectly balanced for you. You’ll learn to love it.”

Vanessa pushes herself up, her arms shaking so badly she nearly collapses again. The bowls sit on the mat, maybe ten feet away, but it might as well be miles.

Slowly, painfully, she begins to crawl. Each movement sends fresh aches through her abused muscles. Her knees scrape against the concrete, the soft skin already raw from yesterday. She focuses on the bowls, on anything but the humiliation burning in her chest.

When she reaches the mat, she stops and stares down at the food with revulsion. The kibble is brown and dry, shaped into small X’s. It smells vaguely of artificial meat and chemicals.

“Eat,” the Trainer commands.

Vanessa looks up at him, hatred burning in her eyes. “How? You’ve put these things on my hands.” She raises her encased hands, unable to separate her fingers or grip anything.

“Like a good puppy girl would,” he says. “With your mouth.”

The implication sinks in slowly, and with it comes a fresh wave of humiliation. He expects her to bend down and eat from the bowl like an animal. To lap water with her tongue.

“No,” she whispers, but her eyes flick to the remote in his hand. “Please.”

“Eat,” he repeated, completely unmoved by her begging. His finger hovers over the button, watching her with a placid expression.

Tears of rage and shame blur her vision. Vanessa blinks them away. Her tears won’t help her here. Slowly, she lowers her face to the bowl.

The first piece tastes like cardboard and salt. She gags, nearly spits it out, but forces herself to chew. It’s dry, sucking all moisture from her mouth, and she swallows with difficulty, the lump scraping her raw throat.

“Good girl,” the Trainer says.

The praise, meant to demean her, lands like a physical blow. She takes another piece, chewing mechanically, focusing on her rage rather than her shame. She’ll get through this, and then she’ll make them pay.

After choking down a few more pieces, she turns to the water bowl. Awkwardly, she dips her face to it, using her tongue to lap at the liquid. Water drips down her chin, onto her chest, but she’s too thirsty to care about the indignity. The cool water soothes her throat, washes away the taste of the kibble.

“Very good, Princess,” the Trainer says, and her stomach twisted when a bit of her anxiety faded in response to the approval in his voice. “Good girl.”

She sits back on her heels, wiping her wet chin against her shoulder. “I want to talk to Daniel,” she says, careful to keep her tone neutral rather than demanding. “Please.”

“That’s not possible at this stage of your training,” the Trainer says. “Now, back to your crate.”

Vanessa looks at the cage—her “crate”—with dread. The thought of being confined again makes her chest tight all over again, but eyes the remote in his hand and notes his thumb is still near the button. Her body still aches from the last shock, and the crate is much safer than out here with him.

Swallowing her pride, she crawls toward the cage. Her movements are smoother now, though she doesn’t notice this small, telling detail. She enters the cage without being told again, turning to face the door as he closes and locks it.

“Good girl,” he says again. “You’re adapting well.”

“I’m not adapting,” she says through gritted teeth. “I’m surviving.”

“It’s the same thing.” He clips the remote to his belt and takes something from his pocket.

He crouches to eye level with her, his face blank. In his palm: a single piece of candy, foil-wrapped, the cheap kind that is handed out at low-class restaurants she wouldn’t be caught dead in, but her mouth waters on instinct. Anything that isn’t that dried-up kibble looks appetizing.

“Because you kenneled so promptly,” the Trainer says, as if gifting her a diamond tennis bracelet instead of a child’s bribe. He peels the wrapper with careful fingers, exposing the glossy amber of the hard candy—citrus, maybe. The smell is so vivid she can almost taste it.


He pushes it through the bars, pinched between thumb and forefinger. She should bat it away, spit in his face, tell him to go fuck himself and his dog tricks, but her tongue is still sticky with the residue of fake beef. 

Her lips part slowly, and she leans forward, reaching for the candy. There’s no delicate way to take it delicately, not with her hands forced into these demeaning mitts. Her cheeks burn with shame as he watches. When her teeth clack against his fingers, she thinks about biting his finger off, but only closes her lips over the candy. He lets it go, his expression unchanged by the accidental nip. She crunches down hard on the candy instead, as if she could shatter the world with a molar.

She expects the taste to be cheap, sticky, maybe chemical. Instead, the sweetness is bright and sharp—real fruit, citrus and sugar, sunlight on her tongue. The flavor floods her mouth, and she has to fight the urge to moan in relief. She rolls the candy back and forth with her tongue, savoring the taste, refusing to let any show on her face.


“You see, Princess?” the Trainer says, mild as ever. “Obedience leads to reward.” He stands, pocketing the candy wrapper, pressing it flat between his fingers before tucking it away. “I’ll return later for your next lesson.” 

As he turns to leave, Vanessa watches him carefully, noting which pocket holds the key to her cage, how he carries the remote, and the way he punches a code into a keypad beside the door. Information. Details. Anything that might help her escape.

She doesn’t realize that even as she plans her rebellion, her body is learning to respond to commands, to avoid pain, to seek approval. She doesn’t understand that this is exactly how training works—not by breaking the spirit, but by redirecting it, one small compliance at a time.

The door closed behind him with a final click. Vanessa sits in her cage, the taste of kibble still foul in her mouth, mixed with the sweet sugar of the candy. Her pride has been severely dented by the indignities heaped upon her.

In her mind, she’s already planning, already fighting back. As much as she loathes to do it, she’ll pretend to submit. She’ll make him believe she’s broken, and when the moment is right, when his guard is down, she’ll find a way out of this nightmare.

What she doesn’t know, what she can’t know, is how well The Correction Company is at its job. How thoroughly they’re prepared for every defiant thought, every escape plan, every manipulation she might attempt.

For the first time in their marriage, Daniel is finally one step ahead.


Chapter Seven

The crate shrinks around Vanessa as the hours pass, each metal bar pressing against her naked skin, and she’s going crazy being trapped inside. She hates the man keeping her here and doesn’t want to lay eyes on him again, but right now, she wishes he’d come and let her out.

She shifts her weight, trying to find a position that doesn’t hurt, but the cramped space allows no comfort. Time stretches endlessly in the windowless room, marked only by the throbbing of her muscles and the growing hollowness in her stomach.

She curls on her side, paw-mitts tucked awkwardly against her chest. The metal floor is cold against her hip, her shoulder; each point of contact a new discomfort. Her hair—what remains of it after they chopped it off—feels strange against her scalp, too light, too short, another reminder of her powerlessness. She swallows against the dryness in her throat, regretting not drinking more from that humiliating dog bowl earlier.

The kibble tasted awful, and she’d barely managed to choke down a handful of pieces before refusing more. Now hunger gnaws at her insides, a distant cousin to the outrage that still burns through her veins.

The taste of candy has faded, and she tries not to miss it. Who do they think they are, giving her the tiniest bit of relief, a flicker of pleasure, and expecting her to beg for more? It’s a trick, she tells herself, but her stomach rolls over itself, desperate and empty, and she almost wishes for another piece.

She hates herself for it, but she shakes that off. This is all Daniel’s fault. Her boring, predictable, pushover husband.

The thought circles her mind like a vulture, refusing to land, too impossible to fully process. He couldn’t have. He wouldn’t dare, but maybe she’s pushed him too far. The Trainer said as much, and something in his tone—the flat certainty of it—rings true. Daniel has had enough and has found a way to fight back.

Exhaustion pulls at her eyelids. She fights it at first, determined to stay alert, but the quiet hum of the ventilation system and the steady rhythm of her own breathing eventually lull her toward unconsciousness.

Her dreams are disjointed fragments of her former life. She’s at her favorite boutique, trying on dresses, but can’t stand up straight. The saleswoman looks down at her with disgust. “We don’t serve animals here,” she says, voice dripping with contempt. Then she’s at lunch with her friends, but she’s naked, a collar glinting around her neck. They laugh, pointing, whispering behind manicured hands. “I always knew she was a bitch,” someone says, and the table erupts in cruel laughter.

Daniel appears suddenly, watching from across the restaurant, his expression unreadable. “Daniel,” she tries to call, but no sound comes out. He turns away, ignoring her pleas. Then the restaurant morphs into their bedroom, and she’s on all fours at the foot of the bed. Marcus is there, looking down at her with revulsion. “I don’t fuck dogs,” he sneers, and walks away.

She whimpers in her sleep, paw-mitts twitching against the metal floor. Vanessa jerks awake, heart hammering against her ribs. For one blessed moment, she doesn’t remember where she is. Then reality crashes down. This nightmare is real.

Footsteps sound outside the door. He’s coming. Vanessa pushes herself into a sitting position, wincing at the stiffness in her joints. Her bare skin prickles with goosebumps in the cool air.

The door opens with that now-familiar click. The Trainer enters, dressed as before in all black, his expression neutral. He approaches the crate, eyes assessing her. “Good afternoon, Princess,” he says, voice flat. “Sleep well?”

Vanessa glares at him but says nothing. Her throat feels like sandpaper, her mouth tacky with thirst. She won’t give him the satisfaction of begging for water.

“Time for your next lesson.” He produces the key to her cage, metal catching the light as he slides it into the lock. The mechanism clicks open, and he swings the door wide. “Out, Princess.” He pats his thigh twice, a gesture one might use to call a dog.

The command makes her blood boil. She’s not a dumb dog, and her name is not “Princess.” Someone like her shops at Neiman Marcus and drinks champagne that costs more per bottle than most people make in a day. She doesn’t crawl out of cages on command.

Except she does at the moment because the alternative is worse.

The memory of the shock collar’s pain is bright in her mind, of the agony that could become real again with the press of a button. The Trainer’s hand hovers near the remote at his belt, watching her hesitation with interest.

“I said out, Princess. Don’t make me ask twice.” His voice hardens slightly, the first hint of impatience she’s heard from him. “You were doing so well this morning.”

Vanessa swallows her pride like bitter medicine and begins to move. Her body protests each shift, muscles stiff from hours crammed in the small space. She crawls awkwardly toward the cage opening, paw-mitts sliding against the metal floor.

The Trainer steps back, giving her space to emerge. As she reaches the threshold, he pats his thigh again. “Come. Heel.”

She crawls out fully. The simple act of leaving the cage brings a rush of relief—more space, the ability to stretch and move. It’s pathetic how grateful she feels for just this small freedom, and the realization makes shame burn hot in her cheeks.

As she kneels before him, a new discomfort makes itself known. Her bladder is full, painfully so. How long has it been since she last used a bathroom?

She shifts her weight, pressing her thighs together, trying to ease the growing pressure. The need to urinate becomes suddenly urgent, impossible to ignore. Her body tenses with the effort of control.

The Trainer notices her discomfort, his eyes narrowing slightly. “Problem, Princess?”

Vanessa opens her mouth to tell him, to demand a bathroom, to insist on this basic human dignity. Then she remembers the shock, the pain, the complete power he holds over her. She closes her mouth, swallowing the demands. She needs to play nicely with this prick.

Instead, she nods, heat flushing through her face at the humiliation. She shifts again, the movement more urgent now. Her eyes darted around the room, searching for anything resembling a toilet. There’s nothing but the cold concrete floor, the empty cage, and the drain in the center of the room.

“I need to use the bathroom,” Vanessa says, the words coming out in a rush. Her need is too urgent to maintain her silence. She expects him to mock her, to make her beg, but not what happens next.

The Trainer makes a sharp sound—a disapproving click of his tongue against his teeth. His hand moves to the remote at his belt, but instead of pressing the punishment button, his thumb slides over a different control.

“No. No more of that,” he says simply, and she frowns in confusion.

There’s a soft electronic beep from the collar around her neck. Vanessa flinches, anticipating pain, but nothing happens. No shock or punishment. Just the beep.

“Puppy girls don’t talk,” the Trainer says, his voice flat and instructional. “They bark and whine when they need something.” He tucks the remote back onto his belt, his eyes never leaving her face. “I’ve activated the communication response on your collar. No more human words from you.”

Vanessa stares at him, not understanding at first. The pressure in her bladder momentarily forgotten in the face of this new development.

“If you wish to communicate,” he continues, clinical and detached, “you’ll do it the way all dogs do—through barks, whines, or growls.” He raises an eyebrow. “Try it.”

The implication hits her like a physical blow. He expects her not only to crawl on all fours, eat from a bowl, and wear a collar—but now to give up language itself? To communicate like an animal?

“Are you fucking kidding me?” The words burst from her lips before she can stop them, outrage overriding caution. “I’m not some goddamn dog! I need to piss, you sick bastard!”

Pain surges through her as the collar constricts painfully, like a vise around her neck. Tiny nodes poke into her tender flesh around her neck, sending shocks along her muscles. Each breath is a struggle, coming out in sharp gasps.

Through the haze of pain, she hears the Trainer’s voice, distant and undisturbed, as if commenting on the weather.

“The pain will only stop when you express yourself properly.” His boots enter her narrowing field of vision, perfectly polished black leather. “What do dogs sound like, Princess?”

Vanessa tries to speak, to beg, to curse him—but her jaw is locked, teeth clenched so tightly she fears they might shatter. Her lungs burn for air, and her bladder threatens to release right there. Her body is no longer under her control.

The pain continues, relentless waves crashing through her. She’s drowning in it, being torn apart by it. Her back arches, feet drumming against the concrete floor. Tears stream down her face, pooling beneath her cheek.

“A simple bark or whine will do,” the Trainer says, still in that infuriatingly calm voice. “No human words, or it will get worse.”

Vanessa’s throat works convulsively. She wants to scream, to beg, to promise anything to make the pain stop, but the collar burns with each attempted word, choking off sound and driving the tiny nodes deeper, punishing the very attempt at human speech.

“Come now, Princess. It’s not that difficult.” The Trainer circles her shaking body. “Just a little whimper. Like a good girl.”

Her vision tunnels further, darkness encroaching. She can’t last much longer. The pain will kill her, or she’ll lose consciousness. Her body jerks again, like a puppet with tangled strings.

In desperation, with the last of her strength, Vanessa forces a sound from her throat—not a word, not a human sound at all, but a high-pitched whimper that surprises even her with how animal-like it sounds.

The pain stops instantly, and the collar eases.

The sudden absence of agony is almost as shocking as its presence was. Her muscles went slack, trembling with aftershocks. Air rushes into her lungs in a ragged gasp. Her vision slowly widens, the room coming back into focus one piece at a time.

“Good girl,” the Trainer says, and the praise in his voice makes her want to vomit. “See how easy that was?”

Vanessa looks up at him, animosity blazing in her eyes. Her throat feels scorched, as if she’s swallowed fire.

The Trainer crouches beside her, his face level with hers. “The collar responds to vocal patterns,” he explains, as if discussing a technical manual. “Human speech triggers pain. Only animal sounds are permitted.” He reaches out and pats her head, fingers sliding through her cropped hair. “It’s a simple system. Even the stupidest bitch can learn it.”

His casual cruelty, the clinical degradation, makes her want to lunge at him, to claw at his eyes with her encased hands. But her body won’t cooperate. Every muscle aches from the electric seizure. She can barely lift her head, let alone attack.

“Let’s try again,” he says, standing up. “Do you need something, Princess? If so, communicate properly.”

Vanessa’s bladder throbs painfully. She needs a bathroom desperately, now more than ever after the convulsions. The humiliation burns in her chest, a hot coal of shame. To whine like a dog, to beg without words—it’s a degradation beyond anything she’s experienced so far.

It’s the only path forward right now if she wants to survive this.

She swallows hard, tasting blood where she’s bitten the inside of her cheek during her torture. Her eyes never leaving his, she forces another whimper from her throat—a soft, plaintive sound that no human should make.

“Very good,” the Trainer says, satisfaction evident in his tone. “Was that so difficult?”

The worst part is the tiny spark of relief she feels at his approval and avoiding a punishment—a conditioned response that she doesn’t notice already taking root. Her body seeking any port in this storm of pain and humiliation.

“Now,” he continues, “I believe you were trying to tell me something before your little outburst.” He tilts his head slightly, studying her. “What do you need, Princess? Communicate like a good bitch with your body and doggy sounds.”

Vanessa shifts uncomfortably, pressing her thighs together. The need to urinate is now almost unbearable, a sharp, insistent pressure that demands relief. She looks up at him, trying to convey her desperation with her eyes alone.

But he waits, impassive, clearly expecting her to perform.

She closes her eyes briefly, gathering what remains of her dignity. Then, hating herself, she lets out another whimper—louder this time, and more urgent, wiggling her hips as well.

The sound hangs in the air between them, a testament to her submission, her desperation, her degradation. Human words are now another thing stolen from her. She’s been reduced to making animal noises to express basic needs. Another piece of her old self stripped away.

“Good girl,” the Trainer says again, and something in his tone suggests he’s genuinely pleased with her progress. “See how easier things are when you obey?”

Easier? As if any of this could ever be easy. As if she could ever accept this as her reality, but her body is learning, even as her mind rebels. It’s learning to comply to avoid pain and learning new ways to communicate and survive.

She’s learning submission, and that, perhaps, is the most terrifying realization of all.

The collar feels heavier now, a constant reminder of its power over her. She keeps her eyes lowered, not out of submission but to hide the hatred burning within them. If looks could kill, the Trainer would be a smoldering pile of ash on the concrete floor.

“Remember, no talking,” the Trainer reminds her, his voice flat and instructional. “Dogs don’t speak, but they can communicate in other ways. It will come naturally soon enough.”

She wants to tell him exactly where he can shove his rules, but the memory of the pain keeps her silent. Her jaw still aches from clenching.

The fullness in her bladder is turning to pain though. She shifts her weight from knee to knee, trying to ease the discomfort, as a bead of sweat rolls down her temple despite the room’s chill.

She opens her mouth instinctively to ask for a bathroom again, but catches herself. No words. No human speech or the collar will punish any attempt.

Swallowing her pride feels like choking on broken glass, but the alternative is worse. She looks up at the Trainer, meeting his cold eyes, and deliberately lets out a whine. The sound is pathetic, high-pitched and needy, nothing like her normal voice. Heat floods her cheeks at the humiliation of it.

The Trainer’s lips curl into a smirk—the first actual emotion he’s shown since she arrived in this nightmare. “Ahh,” he says, drawing out the sound. “Does the little doggie have to pee?”

The childish, mocking question makes her feel like lunging at his throat. He knows what she needs. She told him with words earlier, but he’s making her debase herself. She nods quickly, desperate for relief. Her bladder throbs painfully with each heartbeat.

“Poor little Princess,” he continues, his voice taking on a patronizing baby-talk quality that somehow feels more degrading than his usual clinical tone. “At least you didn’t soil your crate.”

He reaches into his pocket and pulls out something long and thin. It’s a leash. Black leather with a metal clasp. Another item used meant to humiliate her and used specifically for her “training.” More evidence of how planned, how deliberate this all is.

“Come, girl,” he says, and attaches the leash to her collar with a metallic click.

The physical connection between them makes it all worse somehow. She’s not just wearing a collar now—she’s being led by it. Like a dog or a pet. Like property.

The Trainer tugs gently on the leash, guiding her toward the door. For the first time since her abduction, the Trainer leads her out of the training room. The door opens to reveal a hallway—concrete walls painted an institutional beige, recessed lighting casting pools of harsh white illumination at regular intervals.

The floor is smooth concrete, cold and hard against her knees and the tops of her feet. She wishes they could give her something to protect her knees. They hurt terribly, and she’s sure they must be bruised.

The Trainer must read her thoughts. “I’m sure your knees ache, but the skin will toughen up and grow thick with calluses to protect them from rocks and hard surfaces.”

Vanessa wrinkles her nose in disgust at the state her beautiful legs will be in when she gets out of this place. It’ll take weeks or months of spa treatments to get them back to looking sexy and unblemished.

She needs to get out of here. Her eyes dart around, taking in every detail. This is the first time she’s seen anything beyond that single room. The first chance to get her bearings, to understand where she is, and to look for weaknesses or opportunities.

The hallway stretches about thirty feet before turning left. No windows. No exterior doors that she can see. The ceiling is low, maybe eight feet, with exposed pipes and electrical conduits running along it. It looks like it could be a basement or an underground facility. Somewhere sound wouldn’t carry to the outside world.

“Come along, Princess. Don’t dawdle.” The Trainer tugs on the leash again, more firmly this time.

Vanessa follows, her mind racing despite the discomfort of her body. There are other doors along the hallway—five on each side, evenly spaced, each with a small viewing window set at eye level, and too high for her to see into from her position on all fours. Are there others like her behind those doors? Other women being “trained” for their husbands?

The thought sends a chill down her spine, worse than the cold floor against her knees. How many women have disappeared this way? How many husbands have paid to have their wives “corrected”?

The Trainer moves at a pace that forces her to crawl quickly to keep up. The leash remains taut, pulling on her neck; the awkward movements makes her shoulder joints protest. She’s not used to moving this way—her body is built for designer heels and yoga studios, not crawling on all fours.

Her bladder spasms painfully, reminding her of the more immediate concern. She needs relief soon, or her body will betray her in the most humiliating way possible. She tries to move faster, paw-mitts slapping against the concrete as she struggles to keep pace.

They pass a door marked “Supply Room” and another labeled “Monitoring Station.” Vanessa makes mental notes of everything—the layout, the labels, any potential tools or weapons. If she can get into that supply room, maybe there’s something she could use. If she could somehow get to the monitoring station, perhaps there’s communication equipment.

The Trainer turns left at the end of the hallway, revealing another corridor identical to the first. No distinguishing features, nothing to show their location in the building or what might be beyond these walls. It’s disorienting, deliberately so, she suspects.

Her paw-mitts slip on the smooth floor as she takes the corner too quickly, trying to keep up. She stumbles, falling onto her side with a grunt of pain. The collar digs into her neck as the leash pulls tight.

“Careful, Princess,” the Trainer says, pausing but not helping her. “Clumsy dogs can get hurt, and the vet is not in today.”

Vanessa glares in his direction, resentment seething in her, not really hearing everything he said. She struggles back to her hands and knees. She whimpers involuntarily, the sound of genuine distress rather than calculated communication.

“Almost there,” he says, tugging the leash again. “If you make it without an accident, maybe you’ll earn a treat.”

The patronizing tone makes her skin crawl, but she follows him, desperate for relief. They stop at a door marked “Exercise Yard.” The Trainer produces a key card from his pocket and swipes it over a reader beside the door. A small light turns green, and the lock disengages with a click.

He pushes the door open, and a wave of fresh air washes over her, mingling with the scent of grass and earth. The space beyond is an enclosed area, roughly twenty by twenty feet, surrounded by tall concrete walls that stretch upward like a fortress. The ground is covered in a patchy carpet of grass, uneven and wild, with a few stubborn weeds pushing through the soil.

Her heart sinks as she takes in her surroundings, the realization settling heavily in her gut. This looks like a prison yard, and the absence of any real facilities amplifies her humiliation. There’s no restroom, no place to find privacy or relief—just the open air and the harsh reality of her situation.

A sense of despair washes over her as she grapples with the implications of being treated like a mere creature, confined to this space without dignity or choice.

“Here we are,” the Trainer says, unclipping the leash from her collar. “Go on then. Do your business.”

Vanessa stares at the grassy area. The air feels tainted by her humiliation. It’s another moment eroding her dignity like sand slipping through her fingers. The Trainer looms nearby, arms crossed and waiting. He shows no intention of leaving, denying her any semblance of privacy—after all, animals don’t get privacy.

The pressure in her bladder intensifies, a sharp reminder of her predicament. She glances up at him, desperation etched on her face, but he simply raises an eyebrow, his expression cold. “Go potty, Princess,” he commands, treating her like a pet waiting for orders. “Unless you’d prefer to hold it until tomorrow?”

Her body can’t wait until tomorrow. She can barely wait another minute. The choice isn’t really a choice at all.


Chapter Eight

She won’t do this. She can’t. Even with her desperate need for relief, some things remain too degrading to bear.

“Go on,” the Trainer repeats, his voice neither impatient nor particularly interested. “This isn’t complicated, Princess.”

A growl forms in her throat, low and feral, surprising her. It sounded really dog-like. The collar doesn’t activate; animal sounds are permitted. Her growl grows louder, more defiant, as she backs away from the grassy area, paw-mitts digging into the dirt.

The Trainer merely raises an eyebrow, unmoved by her display. “That won’t help your situation.”

Her body trembles with the effort of holding her bladder, but her pride refuses to yield. She shakes her head violently; the short, chopped tufts of her once-beautiful hair barely moving against her scalp. Her eyes, bright with fury and unshed tears, locked onto his.

“This is where pets use the bathroom,” the Trainer explains, his tone matter-of-fact. “I will take you outside to use the bathroom twice a day. If you refuse to go and have an accident in your crate or the training room, there will be severe punishment. Worse than you’ve felt yet.”

She absorbs his words with mounting horror. Twice a day? Like an animal on a walking schedule? The normality in his voice suggests this is standard procedure, perhaps something he’s explained countless times before to other women in her position. How many have been here?

Her eyes dart around the enclosure, seeking any weakness in its design, but knowing she’ll find none. The concrete walls rise at least fifteen feet, smooth and unscalable, especially with her hands encased in the restrictive paw-mitts. There are no windows or ledges to offer potential footholds. Above, the open sky stretches blue and distant, a cruel reminder of the freedom just beyond her reach. The only exit remains the heavy metal door through which the Trainer brought her, a door that requires a key card to open.

She’s trapped, utterly and completely.

The pressure in her bladder becomes almost unbearable, a sharp pain that makes her hunch forward slightly.

Princess glares at him, wishing she could speak, wishing she could tell him exactly what she thinks of him, of this place, of Daniel for putting her here. Without words, she can only channel all her hatred into her gaze, hoping he feels the burn of it on his skin.

The Trainer checks his watch, unmoved by her silent fury. “You have three minutes to comply. Then we return inside, with or without you relieving yourself.”

Three minutes. Her bladder spasms painfully at the thought. She can’t possibly hold it much longer—already she feels the warm threat of release against her will, but the thought of squatting in the grass while he watches makes bile rise in her throat. She is a person and doesn’t urinate outdoors like some common stray.

Another spasm, stronger than the last, makes her gasp. Her thighs press together as much as her position allows, fighting against her body’s demands. She rocks back and forth, feeling her tits swinging beneath her.

“Two minutes,” the Trainer announces.

The grass beneath her looks coarse and damp. Dew still clings to the blades, catching the light. She imagines the cold, wet sensation against her bare skin and shudders. Perhaps if she could turn her back to him, maintain some illusion of privacy...

But as if reading her mind, the Trainer shifts position, making it clear he intends to observe from any angle. “Pets don’t get privacy, Princess. Part of your training includes eliminating all misplaced modesty.”

The clinical way he discusses her humiliation makes her want to tear at his face with her teeth since her hands remain useless. Instead, she remains frozen, caught between physical need and psychological resistance.

“One minute.”

Her bladder screams for release. The pain has become almost blinding. Tears of frustration well in her eyes, but she blinks them back furiously. She won’t cry in front of him. She won’t give him that satisfaction.

“Thirty seconds.”

The countdown only increases her distress, causing her to whimper. With each passing second, the choice becomes clearer: submit to this humiliation or face the consequences of an accident. Which is more humiliating?

The thought of returning to her crate, bladder still full, possibly for hours, sends a wave of panic through her. And if she were to lose control there—if she were to soil herself in that small space—the humiliation would be even greater.

“Time’s up.” The Trainer reaches for the leash hanging at his belt. “We’re going back inside.”

Princess whines involuntarily, the sound escaping before she can stop it. Her body sways with indecision. The physical need has become almost unbearable, but her mind still rebels against this ultimate indignity.

“Last chance,” he says, holding up the leash. “Unless you’re choosing punishment?”

She isn’t choosing punishment. She isn’t choosing anything. None of this involves choice. Choice implies freedom, options, autonomy—all things stripped from her the moment she woke up in that cage.

The leash dangles from the Trainer’s hand, a reminder of her captivity. Even if she complies with this degrading demand, nothing changes. She remains collared, caged, and controlled, but resistance will only bring more pain along with the humiliation.

Princess remains rooted to her spot, neither advancing toward the grass nor retreating to him. Her body trembles with the effort of defiance, sweat now running freely down her temples despite the cool air. Her bladder sends sharp pulses of pain through her abdomen.

“Very well.” The Trainer steps forward, leash extended. “Let’s go.”

She shuffles backward, away from both him and the grassy area, her resistance manifesting as physical distance. Another growl rumbles in her throat, louder and more desperate than before.

His expression doesn’t change, but something in his eyes hardens slightly. “You’re only making this harder on yourself.”

A visible shiver runs through Princess’s body at the threat of punishment. Her muscles quaked with the combined effort of holding her bladder and maintaining her defiance. The pain has become a living thing inside her, clawing for release, and despite her determination, she feels herself beginning to falter.

The Trainer notices her trembling and waits, leash hanging loosely from his fingers. Unlike the anger she’d expect from someone whose authority is challenged, his face remains eerily composed. This isn’t personal for him; it’s methodical, professional. This means nothing more to him than teaching her a lesson.

“It’s part of your training, Princess,” the Trainer continues, his calm unbroken. “All pets need to be housebroken, and if you want to get out of here, then you need to prove you will not make a mess in your master’s home.”

Master’s home. The phrase echoes in her mind, igniting a fresh wave of outrage. He’s referring to Daniel and their shared house—her home too! She hired the interior designer, selected every piece of furniture, and supervised the landscaping. The idea that Daniel now claims sole ownership, that she must earn her place there like some stray brought in from the street, sends hot fury pulsing through her veins.

The Trainer steps closer, his shadow falling across her huddled form. “Your husband was very clear about his expectations. No more messes, no more chaos in his life. You’ll learn to be clean and obedient, or you won’t return at all.”

No returning at all. The words sink into her consciousness like stones dropping through water. What happens to women who don’t complete their “training”? Where do they go if not back to their homes? The question spawns nightmarish possibilities she refuses to entertain.

“The first lessons are always the hardest,” he observes, as if commenting on the weather. “Pride before necessity, but your body will decide for you soon enough.”

He’s right, and she hates him for it. Her control slips further with each passing second. Already she feels a warm trickle threatening to escape, her muscles weakening against the relentless pressure. If she wets herself here, in front of him, the humiliation would be complete.

Princess glances toward the grass, then back at the Trainer. His expression reveals nothing—just the steady gaze of someone waiting for the inevitable.

A new thought forms in her mind, small but insistent: compliance now doesn’t mean surrender forever. If she wants to escape this place, she needs to remain functional, unimpaired by pain. She needs to learn the patterns, find the weaknesses, and identify opportunities. None of that happens if she’s incapacitated by punishment.

Strategic compliance. The concept feels foreign to a woman accustomed to getting her way through demands and tantrums, but her situation has changed drastically. Her manipulating tricks and methods won’t work here.

Her body makes another urgent demand for release, and this time a small leak escapes before she can clamp down on her muscles. The warm wetness between her thighs sends panic through her system. Time has run out.

“I—” she begins, forgetting the prohibition against speech, but catches herself before the collar activates. Instead, she forces herself to whimper again, a sound of acquiescence rather than defiance.

The Trainer’s eyebrow raises slightly. “Ready to comply?”

Princess nods jerkily, her shame burning hot across her face.

“Excellent decision.” He puts the leash and remote back on his belt. “Go on, then.”

She remains frozen, unable to make herself move toward the grassy area. Another spasm hits, and she gasps as more warm liquid threatens to escape. The choice has been made for her by biology and circumstance, but her body refuses to cooperate with her decision.

He sighs, the sound barely audible. “Sometimes new pets need guidance.” He approaches her slowly, as if dealing with a skittish animal. “Come.”

He places his hand on her upper back, the touch impersonal yet commanding, and guides her forward. The contact makes her skin crawl, but the pressure in her bladder overrides her revulsion. She allows herself to be steered toward the center of the grassy area, her movement stiff and reluctant.

When they reach a spot that satisfies him, the Trainer removes his hand and steps back, giving her a small radius of space—not privacy, but at least distance.

“This is a suitable spot,” he informs her. “You’ll use this area every time. Consistency is important in training.”

She keeps her gaze fixed on the grass, unable to look at him, as her mind whirls with hatred.

Another leak escapes, larger this time, a warm trickle down her inner thigh. She can’t wait any longer, regardless of her pride or plans for revenge.

The Trainer maintains his distance, hands clasped behind his back. “Go ahead, Princess. Then we can return to your training room.”

This, degrading as it is, isn’t worth the punishment that refusal would bring.

She swallows the last crumbs of her pride and slowly lowers herself, awkwardly spreading her legs while maintaining the all-fours position. The damp grass brushes against her bare skin, making her flinch. She closes her eyes, unable to watch herself perform this degradation, unable to bear the Trainer’s clinical gaze as she surrenders this most basic privacy.

For a long, agonizing moment, nothing happens. Her bladder remains painfully full, her body refusing to release despite the overwhelming need.

“Relax,” the Trainer instructs from behind her. “Don’t fight your body’s natural functions.”

She wants to scream at him, to tell him there’s nothing natural about this situation, about squatting naked on grass like an animal while a stranger watches. Instead, she takes a shuddering breath and forces her muscles to unclench.

The moment the first stream of urine leaves her body, something fundamental breaks inside her. The physical relief comes with a psychological fracture, a hairline crack in the foundation of who she believes herself to be.

The warm liquid pools beneath her, soaking into the grass with a soft hiss. The sound seems deafening in the quiet yard, a soundtrack to her degradation.

Tears welled in her eyes, hot and unwelcome. She keeps her head bowed low, hair hanging in short tufts around her face, hiding her expression from the Trainer’s observant gaze. The tears spill over, tracking silent paths down her cheeks to drip onto the grass, mingling with the puddle forming below.

This moment—this surrender to basic animal function under observation—drives home her powerlessness more than the cage, the collar, or even the shocks. The person who once commanded rooms with her presence, who spent thousands on clothes and jewelry, and who treated her husband with casual contempt, now crouches naked on grass, urinating in front of a stranger who calls her Princess instead of her name.

Her stream finally tapers off, the relief in her body contrasting with the hollow ache in her chest. She remains frozen in position, unsure of what comes next in this nightmare sequence.

“That’s a good bitch,” the Trainer says, his voice carrying the same tone one might use to praise a pet who has finally learned a basic command.

The praise, meant to reinforce her animal status, lands like a physical blow. Princess flinches, the words burrowing under her skin like parasites. Part of her—a small, desperate part shaped by fear and confusion—responds to the approval with an involuntary flutter of relief. This frightens her more than anything else.

She shifts away from the wet patch of grass, her movements stiff with residual shame.

“Stay,” the Trainer commands as he approaches. He clips the leash back onto her collar, the metal clasp cold against her neck.

“Here’s a reward for good behavior,” he says, voice flat as ever. He unwraps another candy and holds it between his thumb and forefinger just out of reach. “Open.”


Princess hesitates, but the shame of pissing outside is stronger than taking a treat for this man’s hands, so she leans forward and takes it delicately between her lips, hating the way his eyes watch her, cataloging each small surrender. 

The flavor explodes on her tongue, an imitation of orange slices, but tastes better than anything she’s had in days. Tears sting her face, but she won’t let them fall.

“Back inside now,” he says, giving the leash a gentle tug.

Princess crawls behind him, following his lead across the yard toward the metal door. Her shoulders hunched forward, her back curved in a posture of defeat. The grass beneath her paw-mitts transitions to concrete as they reach the entrance, the surface harder and colder against her knees.

He doesn’t speak further as he leads her down the hallway, apparently satisfied with her compliance, no longer needing to threaten or cajole.

The Trainer opens the door to her training room, the familiar space with its cage and concrete floor. “Inside,” he commands, holding the door wide.

Princess crawls forward, her body compliant while her mind remains her own. Resisting will only bring pain, and right now she doesn’t have the strength to fight after that ordeal.

They have subdued her for now, but she’s not beaten. She’ll bide her time and pretend to be obedient. She will become the perfect Princess on the outside—obedient, silent, submissive—while Vanessa, the pissed-off wife, plans and waits within. The Trainer can alter aspects of her mind, but he cannot reach the core of her being unless she allows it.

And she will never allow it.

The Trainer unclips the leash from her collar. “Back to your crate,” he says, gesturing toward the cage.

Princess crawls toward it without hesitation, entering the small space. She turns to face him as he closes and locks the door, her expression carefully blank, giving nothing away.

“We’ll begin your formal training this evening,” he informs her, tucking the leash into a pocket.

She doesn’t react, doesn’t growl or whine or show fear. She simply watches him.

Daniel thinks he has won. Daniel believes he has found a way to remake her into his ideal wife. He expects her to return broken and obedient, grateful for his forgiveness, but Daniel is wrong.

She’ll fake it until she gets home, and then he’ll see who owns who.


Chapter Nine

Princess huddles in her crate, the metal bars pressing against her naked skin. The memory of her outdoor humiliation burns hot in her mind. She strains to hear any sound beyond the door, dreading yet expecting the trainer’s return and whatever new degradation awaits her.

She tries to gauge how much time has passed, but without windows or clocks, it’s impossible. Has it been hours? Minutes? The disorientation is deliberate, she’s certain—another method to break her down, to make her malleable.

Her stomach growls, reminding her that she has hardly eaten. Hunger gnaws at her insides, but even that discomfort pales against the humiliation of pissing in the grass. It’s still fresh in her mind, and the memory makes her curl tighter into herself, as if she could somehow hide from her own shame. If anyone she knew saw her doing that, she’d never be able to show her face again.

The lock clicks, startling her, and the door swings open. The Trainer enters the room carrying a towel draped over one arm.

“Evening, Princess,” he says, voice neutral as he approaches her crate. “Time for your next lesson.”

The key slides into the lock, and the door swings open with a metallic creak that sets her teeth on edge. She remains still, watching him warily. Fighting has proven futile, and she has decided to play along, but compliance feels like surrender. The internal conflict freezes her in place.

“Out,” he commands, tapping his thigh twice. “Heel.”

She crawls forward on her hands and knees, the paw-mitts sliding against the metal floor of the crate. Once free of the cage, she positions herself at his side, her jaw clenched tight to hold back the growl building in her throat. Be patient, she reminds herself.

Instead of clipping a leash to her collar, he grips the collar itself, his fingers sliding beneath the metal to rest against her neck.

“This way,” he says, leading her toward the corner of the room where there is a shower stall set into the wall. It’s simple, utilitarian, with a drain in the floor and a showerhead mounted high on the wall.

“I rarely put the pets away dirty,” the trainer says conversationally, “but I thought it would give you an idea of what it would feel like if you soiled your cage and had to sit in it.”

He positions her in the center of the stall, still holding her collar. Without warning, he reaches up and turns a valve. Ice-cold water blasts from the showerhead, hitting her bare skin like needles. She gasps, the shock sending her body into immediate retreat, but his grip on her collar is firm. His other hand presses between her shoulder blades, forcing her to stay in place.

“I bet it didn’t feel good to be covered in your own filth like a stray bitch,” he continues, methodically directing the spray to rinse her entire body.

The cold water makes her skin erupt in goosebumps. She tries to twist away again, but his grip only tightens, fingers digging into her neck just shy of painful. The water runs down her back, over her buttocks, between her legs, washing away the last physical traces of her outdoor humiliation but somehow making the psychological wound deeper.

She opens her mouth, a curse ready on her lips—but the reminder of the collar’s punishment stops her. She settles for a high, indignant whine that sounds pathetic even to her own ears.

“Yes, it’s cold,” he acknowledged without sympathy, “but stubborn puppygirls don’t get warm baths. You haven’t earned that privilege yet.”

That’s the second time he’s said that word. Called her a puppygirl, and a shiver runs up her spine in revulsion.

He moves her like a doll, turning her body to ensure the water reaches every inch of her skin. Her cropped hair flattens against her scalp, water streaming down her face, forcing her to close her eyes. She feels utterly helpless.

“Arms up,” he commands, tapping her elbow.

When she hesitates, his fingers tighten on her collar, a silent reminder of who is in control. She raises her arms as much as the paw-mitts allow, exposing her sides, her breasts, her vulnerability. The trainer directs the spray across her torso.

Her teeth begin to chatter from the cold, nipples sharp as diamonds. The water runs in rivulets down her trembling body, circling the drain below her. She tries to focus on her hatred, to let it warm her from within, but even that feels distant under the assault of the cold water.

“That’s sufficient,” he finally pronounces, shutting off the water.

Princess kneels shivering, water dripping from her hair and body, creating small puddles around her hands and knees on the concrete floor. She blinks water from her eyes, flicking her head to clear her vision, an instinctively animal gesture that disturbs her once she realizes what she’s done.

The trainer releases her collar and unfolds the towel he brought with him. Without speaking, he begins to dry her roughly; the towel scraping against her sensitized skin. There’s no gentleness in his movements, no consideration for her comfort.

He starts with her back, moves to her arms, then crouches to dry her legs. When he reaches between her thighs, the touch is neither sexual nor particularly respectful—just a task to be completed. His impersonal handling makes it somehow worse.

He dries her breasts and the curve of her side with the same brisk, unceremonious pressure as if wiping down a countertop. Her breasts are hanging freely, but his hand lingers not one second longer than needed, never pausing to admire them like every man she’s ever met. Her tits and body are a work of art, and has used it as currency. A glance, a smile, a flash of skin, and she could bend any man to her will. That’s what beauty gets you in the world she came from.

Here, it’s worth nothing. Maybe he’s not attracted to women.

“Stand still,” he orders when she instinctively tries to pull away from the towel’s rough scrape between her legs. He roughly towels her cropped hair, the motion jarring her head back and forth.

“All clean,” he pronounces, stepping back. “Now we can begin your real training.”

He discards the damp towel in a hamper near the shower stall and returns to grip her collar again. Princess crawls beside him, her mind racing back toward the center of the room. The cold shower has left her more alert, and her senses heightened.

Two stainless steel bowls wait on a rubber mat. One contains water, the other filled with the same brown kibble from before. Her stomach growls loudly at the sight of food, even food that looks so inedible. Twenty-four hours ago, she would have scoffed at such offerings; now, the sight of this food makes her mouth water.

“Dinner time,” the trainer announces, releasing her collar and gesturing to the bowls. “Eat,” he says, crouching beside the mat as if presenting a treat to a mutt.

She was always conscious of her diet, keeping her calories in check to maintain the perfect figure. Her lips curl in disgust, wondering how many weeks in the gym it will take to get back in shape after this fiasco.

“Hungry pets eat when food is offered,” the trainer says, his tone matter-of-fact. “This is all you’ll get from now on unless your master slips you some scraps under the table during meals.”

“Now eat or don’t. Stubborn pets go hungry.”

Her shoulders slump slightly, the fight temporarily draining from her body. She’s too hungry to resist, too worn down by the day’s humiliations to muster another stand on principle.

Slowly, awkwardly, she lowers her face to the bowl. The kibble smells faintly of beef and something vaguely chemical—vitamins, perhaps, or preservatives. She takes a piece into her mouth, preparing for the same cardboard taste as this morning.

To her surprise, it’s not as revolting as she remembers. The flavor is richer somehow, almost savory. She chews thoughtfully, wondering if they’ve switched brands or if her hunger has simply lowered her standards. Either possibility is disturbing.

She takes another piece, then another. The dry pellets scratch her throat as she swallows, making her turn frequently to the water bowl, lapping awkwardly with her tongue. The position—on all fours, face in a bowl—remains degrading, but her body’s needs override her pride. She eats steadily, methodically, hyperaware of the trainer watching her.

“Good girl,” he says when she’s consumed about half the bowl. “Hungry, weren’t you?”

The praise grates on her nerves even as part of her responds to it, but she ignores it, continuing to eat until her stomach feels less hollow. The kibble tastes better with each bite—or perhaps her palate is already adjusting to her new reality. That thought sends a chill through her that has nothing to do with her still-damp skin.

When she finally sits back on her heels, unable to eat more, the trainer nods approvingly. “Much better than this morning.”

She wants to tell him exactly what she thinks of his approval, but the collar’s weight against her throat is enough of a reminder of the consequences. Instead, she stares at him silently while seething inside.

If the trainer notices her defiant gaze, he gives no sign. He simply removes the bowls, placing them on a shelf out of her reach, and retrieves something from a cabinet—a rectangular mat, about three feet by two feet, made of thick rubber with a textured surface, and places it in the center of the room.

“Now,” he says, turning back to her, “we begin your formal training.”


Chapter Ten

Princess tenses, unsure what this means but certain it will involve further degradation. It seems to be the theme. The trainer stands beside the mat, gesturing her forward. “Come here,” he commands.

She crawls toward him, moving slowly to show him that she’s complying by choice, not compulsion. It’s a small resistance, but it helps her maintain the illusion of control.

“This mat is your place,” he explains when she reaches him. His voice is firm and instructional. “When I command ‘Place,’ you must immediately go to this mat and sit.”

He grips her collar with one hand, guiding her onto the center of the mat. The rubber feels different against her hands and knees—less cold than the concrete, and much more comfortable, giving her knees a break.

“You will stay there until commanded otherwise, but you must remain in the ‘place’ position,” he continues, pushing down on her rear with his free hand.

The pressure forces her to lower her hips until she’s sitting on the mat, her weight resting on her folded legs. The position makes her feel childish, diminished, especially with his hand still pressing on her lower back, controlling her posture.

“Keep your knees spread and front paws on the ground, shoulder width apart,” he instructs, nudging her knees outward with his boot while positioning her hands with his free hand. The final posture leaves her completely exposed—knees spread wide, pelvis tilted slightly forward, “paws” planted firmly on the mat in front of her. It’s a position that offers her no privacy, no way to shield herself from view.

“This is the correct position,” the trainer says, stepping back to observe her. “Remember it.”

The moment he releases her, Princess instinctively closes her legs, bringing her knees together in a small but deliberate act of defiance. It’s not a calculated move so much as a reflexive one.

The trainer’s expression doesn’t change, but his hand moves to the remote at his belt. Before she can brace herself, his thumb presses the button.

Pain explodes through her body from the collar around her neck. Every muscle contracts simultaneously, back arching involuntarily, jaws clamping shut so hard she fears her teeth might crack. Her vision whites out momentarily, consumed by the lightning storm raging through her nervous system.

When it ends, she finds herself slumped forward on the mat, trembling limbs barely supporting her weight. Her lungs burn as she gasps for air. The shock lasted only seconds, but the aftereffects rippled through her like waves after a stone’s impact.

“Bad girl,” the trainer says, voice unchanged despite the violence he’s just inflicted. “I was clear in my instructions. Spread your knees,” he says, making the command sound as natural as telling a dog to sit. “Your cunt must be on view at all times to your master or whoever is around. You were not afraid to show it off like a whore whenever you cheated on your husband, so why be shy now? Bitches have no shame, and you will not act like you do. Understood?”

She glares at him. The shock has left her teeth chattering, her body tingling with aftershocks, but she forces her knees apart, slowly, hating each millimeter of compliance. She feels the air between her legs, knows he can see everything, but keeps her eyes fixed on a stain on the far wall, refusing to acknowledge the trainer or what he’s looking at.

“Better,” he says, circling her slowly. “The mat is your place of control and obedience. When you are on the mat, you will maintain a perfect position unless told otherwise.”

She stares at the rubber surface beneath her paw-mitts, focusing on the texture to ground herself as the last tremors leave her body. This is what Daniel wants—his wife positioned like a display, available for viewing from all angles, stripped of all privacy and dignity? The question makes her stomach turn, despite the food she’s just consumed.

“Place,” the trainer says, tapping the mat with his foot. “That’s the command you’ll respond to. When you hear it, you go to your mat and assume this position immediately. There will be a mat in every room your master has permitted you to enter.”

Permitted? She’s only allowed to go where permitted in her own house? They are all crazy if they think she will obey them.

He keeps speaking. “Just like you, your master is preparing for you to come home and is making some adjustments around the house. You should feel grateful to have such a caring master.”

Princess is stewing in anger, but remains motionless except for her labored breathing, understanding now that this mat—this “place”—represents another level of her dehumanization. They’re turning her into a trained pet with designated spots and positions, conditioned to display herself on command.

The trainer circles her again, assessing her posture with critical eyes. “We’ve only just begun,” he says, and the simple statement fills her with dread. “Wider,” he instructs, nudging her knee with the toe of his boot.

She complies, widening her stance until her knees nearly touch the edges of the mat. The position makes her feel obscenely exposed, as if spotlights are trained on her most intimate parts. Her cheeks burn with humiliation, and she keeps her gaze fixed on the mat beneath her, unable to meet his gaze.

“Good girl.” He circles her slowly, inspecting her posture from all angles. “Dogs have nothing to hide from their masters. Your body is no longer yours to conceal or control. It belongs to your master, to view and use as he pleases.”

Princess feels something crack inside her chest at these words. This isn’t even the basic rights the most submissive wife might expect. This goes beyond control or dominance into the realm of ownership, complete and absolute.

“When you hear the command ‘place,’” the trainer continues, his voice flat and instructional, “do not hesitate. Do not question. Just obey.”

He stands directly in front of her now, forcing her to either look up at him or stare at his boots. She chooses the latter, another small defiance that costs her nothing but preserves some fragment of her dignity.

“Once in position, you will not move, no matter how long or what is happening around you,” he repeats, pacing again. “If your master wants you in place for hours, you will obey. Even if visitors come to the house, you will maintain your position. If there’s a fire,” he pauses, letting the implication sink in, “you will wait for your master to release you.”

The extremity of this command makes her stomach clench. Even in danger, she’s expected to await permission to save herself? The collar around her neck suddenly feels tighter, though she knows it hasn’t changed. It’s the weight of these expectations, these rules designed not just to control her but to erase her very personhood.

“You are his pet,” the trainer states with cold finality, “and your only job is to obey him, no matter how uncomfortable or painful it is. His needs always come before yours.”

She swallows hard, forcing back the scream building in her throat. Daniel—her boring, predictable husband whom she’s manipulated for years—now expects this level of submission? This complete surrender of self? The thought seems impossible, yet here she kneels, evidence of his intentions surrounding her in this concrete room.

“Your former life is gone,” the trainer says, as if reading her thoughts. “The sooner you accept your new reality, the easier your training will become. You are no longer Vanessa Shaw, wife and equal partner. You are Princess, a pet, property to be trained and controlled.”

Hearing her real name spoken aloud after being called only “Princess” sends a jolt through her system. It’s a reminder of who she was—who she still is beneath this enforced animal identity. Vanessa Shaw still exists inside this collared, naked body, biding her time, waiting for opportunity.

“Back straight,” the trainer instructs, pressing a hand between her shoulder blades. “Chest out. Your body should be presented properly.”

She begrudgingly adjusts her posture, straightening her spine and lifting her chin slightly. The position thrusts her breasts forward, another forced display that makes her feel like merchandise on a shelf. She used to love being on display and looked at, but this is humiliating.

“Your training will include many commands,” he continued, stepping back to assess her adjusted position. “Each must be obeyed instantly and without question. Your master has paid a considerable sum for your correction, and we will deliver what he’s purchased—a perfectly trained pet who knows her place.”

The casual mention of her husband’s payment sends another surge of rage through her veins. Daniel has bought this—bought her degradation, her suffering, her dehumanization. The man who once promised to love and cherish her now funds her torment. When she returns home—and she will return home, on her terms, not his—she’ll ensure he regrets every dollar spent.

“The positions may be uncomfortable at first,” the trainer acknowledges without sympathy. “Your muscles will adapt. Discomfort is a natural part of the training process.”

Already her thighs tremble from the strain of maintaining the wide-kneed position. Her shoulders ache from holding her back straight while her arms support her weight, but these physical discomforts pale beside the psychological wounds being inflicted with each cold instruction.

“Remember,” he says, completing another circuit around her kneeling form, “you exist now only to please and obey. Your comfort, your desires, your opinions—these are irrelevant. They were the concerns of Vanessa. Princess has simpler priorities: obedience, silence, and submission.”

“Your master will expect perfect posture and immediate response to all commands,” the trainer adds, adjusting the position of her hands slightly, nudging them wider apart with his foot. “I will drill these positions and commands into your brain until they become instinctive and until your body responds correctly even before your mind processes the order.”

The implication terrifies her more than the physical discomfort—the idea that through repetition and conditioning, her body might betray her mind and might learn to obey automatically. Is such a thing possible? Could they really rewire her responses so thoroughly?

“You’re learning already,” the trainer observes, and she realizes with a start that she’s been maintaining the position without further correction for several minutes. “Your body understands what’s required, even if your mind still resists.”

Princess keeps her expression blank, not wanting him to see how his words have disturbed her. “We’ll maintain this position for a while longer,” the trainer says, checking his watch. “Endurance is an important quality in a well-trained pet.”

The trainer steps forward after completing a few more slow circuits around her. He reaches toward her, and Princess tenses, unsure of his intentions, but he only places a hand on the top of her head, fingers threading through her cropped hair in a patronizing pat. “Good girl,” he murmurs, the praise landing like an insult, but something eases in her chest.

She doesn’t want his touch, but remains frozen, fighting the urge to jerk away. His fingers continue their exploration, trailing down the side of her face to her neck, tracing the metal collar in a proprietary gesture that makes her skin crawl.

“A good bitch accepts handling,” he says, his tone instructional rather than intimate. “You must learn to welcome touch from your master or anyone he permits.”

His hand moves lower, sliding down her throat to her collarbone, then further still. Princess holds her breath as his fingers graze the swell of her breast, a casual violation of boundaries that once would have earned a slap or at least an expensive dinner first.

When his fingers reach her nipple, ghosting over the sensitive peak, something snaps inside her. The touch is so intimate, so invasive, that her body reacts before her mind can intervene. Her paw-mitt swings up, smacking his hand away from her chest with surprising force.

“No!” The word escapes before she remembers the prohibition against speech. The collar activates instantly, delivering a sharp shock that makes her teeth click together painfully.

Through the haze of pain, she sees the trainer’s expression—not anger, but something more unsettling: amusement. His lips curl in a slight smirk as he watches her recover from the shock.

“Two mistakes,” he says calmly, holding up two fingers. “Speaking and breaking position. Both punishable offenses. Now, get back in place.”

Princess blinks back tears, whimpering in pain and frustration. He waits for her to get herself back into the required position. Her breaths come in short, angry pants, but she makes no sound beyond that.

“Stay in position unless told to move,” he reprimands, tapping the remote at his belt. “A good bitch lets people pet and play with her body. After all, that is what it’s for. What you are for. Something to pet and play with and to be useful.”

The casual cruelty of his words stings worse than the shock. Something to pet and play with? Not someone—something. An object for entertainment and use. The dehumanization is so complete, so deliberate, that it takes her breath away.

“Let’s try again,” he says, reaching toward her once more.

This time, she forces herself to remain motionless as his hand returns to her breast. His fingers circle her nipple slowly, then pinch lightly. His touch sends an unwelcome jolt of sensation through her body—not pain exactly. Pain is there when he pinches harder, but to her shame so is the soft wave of pleasure.

Her tits have always been sensitive and even the smallest touches send pleasure straight to her core, but she doesn’t want to feel any enjoyment in his touch so she bites the inside of her cheek hard, focusing on that small pain to distract from the arousal that is slowly building despite the predicament she is in.

“Good,” he murmurs, increasing the pressure slightly. “Your body is not your own any longer. It exists for the pleasure of others now.”

Princess stares fixedly at a point on the wall beyond his shoulder, trying to disconnect from the sensation of his fingers rolling her nipple between them, but her body betrays her—the nipple hardens under his ministrations, a physiological response she can’t control. She feels a treacherous warmth building between her legs, a dampness that has brought further humiliation to the situation.

No. This isn’t happening. She can’t be responding to this clinical violation, but she is. Even when treated like an animal, like an object, she’s becoming aroused. She hates this man, hates this place, hates what they’re doing to her, and her arousal is just a physical reflex. It doesn’t mean she wants this.

The trainer notices the hardening of her nipples and nods with satisfaction. “Your body knows its purpose. Her husband told us you were quite the slut,” he observes, switching his attention to her other breast. “This will benefit you now instead of causing others pain and heartache.”

His hand leaves her breast and trails down her stomach, fingers tracing lazy patterns across her skin.

“Your master will want to play with his pet often,” he continued, his voice steady and instructional. “You will learn to welcome his touch, to show gratitude for his attention.”

His hand moves lower still, past her navel, toward the junction of her thighs. Princess tenses, muscles rigid with the effort of maintaining position while every instinct screams at her to close her legs, to block his access, or to spread them open further. All the sensations and his words are messing with her head.

“Relax,” he commands, noting her tension and the struggle going on inside her. “You were always eager for this before, weren’t you? Every hole aching for attention. Every man’s cock welcomed inside. Don’t pretend to be shy now.”


The words land like blows, but the trainer’s hand is already sliding downwards, knuckles gliding over her smooth mound, tracing the line of her labia. His fingers press inward, parting her lips and exposing her completely. She whines, a wretched animal sound, but doesn’t dare shift position again. The threat of pain from her collar is enough to freeze her in place, to keep her displayed, knees wide, ass and cunt fully visible. 

“See how wet you are?” he says, rubbing her, not roughly, just enough to spread the slickness, and then pushes a finger slowly inside her. Vanessa expects to feel numb or violated, but lust pushes that all away.

“Very good,” he says, the praise making her cheeks burn with shame. “Your body knows its place even if your mind hasn’t accepted it yet. You are a slut to be used.”

He slides his finger deeper inside her, watching her face rather than the invasion itself. Princess bites her lip hard enough to taste blood, fighting to keep her expression neutral despite the unwelcome pleasure spiraling through her lower body.

His finger moves within her, finding spots that make her breath catch despite her determination to remain unmoved. She can’t deny the building tension, the heat spreading through her pelvis. Her thighs tremble with the effort of maintaining position while her body responds to the stimulation.

“Good pets are responsive,” the trainer says, adding a second finger. His thumb finds her clit, pressing against it in precise, measured circles. “They show appreciation for attention.”

A small, involuntary sound escapes her throat—not quite a moan, but perilously close. Princess is horrified at herself, but can’t stop acting exactly like what he calls her, a slut.

She hates him, hates this, hates the violation and degradation. Yet her body responds, tightening around his fingers, growing wetter with each stroke.

The tension builds inexorably, a rising tide she can’t fight. Her breathing quickens, her pupils dilate, her inner muscles clench rhythmically around his invading fingers. She’s close—so close to an orgasm she can’t think straight. Her focus narrows to the sensations between her legs, the pressure building to an unbearable peak.

The trainer suddenly withdraws his hand completely, stepping back from her trembling body. The abrupt absence of stimulation leaves her teetering on the edge of climax, her body aching for completion that won’t come.

“Another lesson,” he says, wiping his damp fingers casually on a handkerchief pulled from his pocket. “Your pleasure, like everything else, belongs to your master. It is a reward and is given or withheld upon compliance. Only trained bitches get to cum.”

Princess stares at him, bewildered and frustrated, her body still throbbing with unfulfilled need. The deliberate denial is yet another form of control, another reminder that nothing—not even her physical responses—remains under her authority.

She remains in position, fighting to regulate her breathing, to ignore the pulsing need between her legs. The confusion is almost as painful as the denial—how could her body respond to someone she hates? To treatment she finds degrading? What does it say about her that part of her wanted that release, craved that completion, even under these circumstances?

Is she really that much of a slut?

She’s always liked sex, but this is different. This is manipulation, pure and simple. They’re using her body’s natural responses against her, trying to confuse her. She won’t give them the satisfaction.

The trainer checks his watch. “We’ll continue with position training,” he says, as if he hadn’t just had his fingers inside her.

Princess steadies herself, forcing her breathing to slow, willing her arousal to fade. She’s stronger than her body’s responses. She won’t succumb to the pleasure they are trying to trick out of her.


Chapter Eleven

The minutes stretch into what feels like hours as she holds the position on the mat. The trainer stands nearby, remote in hand, watching her. Twice he steps forward to make minor adjustments to her posture—pressing down on her lower back to correct a slight arch, tapping her elbow to widen her arm position, nudging her knee an inch farther outward. Each touch is impersonal, corrective rather than exploratory, but her body still responds with unwelcome tingles where his fingers contact her skin.

She focuses on her breathing, trying to distract herself from the building discomfort in her muscles. Even her neck grows tired from holding her head at the precise angle the trainer has deemed correct—not too high, which would suggest defiance, and not too low, which would show poor posture.

Twenty minutes pass, marked by the soft ticking of a wall clock she hadn’t noticed before. The sound becomes a focal point, something to concentrate on besides her protesting body. Tick, tick, tick—each second an eternity.

When her right knee shifts involuntarily, seeking relief from the pressure, the trainer’s thumb moves instantly to the remote. The shock is brief but intense, snapping through her system like a rubber band stretched to breaking. Her body jerks, then returns rigidly to position.

“Maintain perfect stillness,” the trainer reminds her.

Princess blinks rapidly, clearing the tears of pain from her vision. She forces her body back into the exact position, though her muscles scream in protest. The residual tingling from the shock slowly fades, leaving behind the memory of pain and the certainty of its return should she falter again.

Thirty minutes now. Her back muscles spasm intermittently, causing minute shifts in her posture that earn two more brief shocks. Each punishment leaves her more determined to maintain control, to master her body’s weaknesses. Not for him, of course, but for herself—to prove she cannot be broken by something as simple as physical discomfort.

“Your master may require you to hold this position for extended periods,” the trainer explains, watching as sweat beads on her forehead despite the room’s cool temperature. “At parties, or just during meals. Even while he works, you could be made to kneel in place by his desk for hours if he so chooses. Your comfort is irrelevant. You only exist to please your master. You are nothing without him.”

Forty minutes later, her body had moved beyond discomfort into genuine pain. Her knees feel bruised, her thigh muscles burn as if acid runs through them, and her lower back throbs with a deep, persistent ache. Twice more she shifts unconsciously, seeking relief, and twice more the collar delivers its sharp correction. After the most recent shock, she whimpers involuntarily, an animal sound of distress that seems to satisfy rather than disturb the trainer.

“Good,” he says, nodding slightly. “Pets whine when uncomfortable.”

The approval, even for something so degrading, sends a confusing flutter through her chest. She hates that any part of her responds positively to his validation, but the sensation is undeniable—a small pulse of pleasure amidst the sea of pain and humiliation.

Fifty minutes. Princess exists now in a state of pure endurance, her world narrowed to the sensations of her body and the effort required to maintain position despite them. The trainer has gone silent, but she must endure. She will not break.

An hour passes, and the trainer finally approaches her. Princess’s vision has blurred slightly from staring at the same point on the wall, and she blinks to clear it as he comes to stand beside her.

“Enough,” he says, and the single word sends relief flooding through her system, but rather than tell her to relax, he taps his thigh twice with his fingers. “Heel.”

Princess scrambles to respond, grateful to move her aching limbs. Her muscles were locked in position for so long that they protested the sudden demand for movement.

She positions herself next to his leg. “Good girl,” the trainer says, and his hand descends to pat her head. His fingers comb through her cropped hair in that same patronizing gesture from earlier, but now—after an hour of discomfort and isolation—the touch feels oddly comforting.

To her horror, she feels a warm glow spread through her chest at the praise and contact. Her body is starved for positive reinforcement after so much punishment, and responds to this simple validation with an unmistakable flush of pleasure.

Worse, she feels a renewed dampness between her legs; her body is confused by the combination of relief, praise, and the simplest of human contact.

Princess keeps her eyes downcast, afraid the trainer might see the conflict written across her face. She hates him and what he is doing to her. Yet her body responds to his approval like a flower turning toward sunlight. The disconnect between her mind and physical reactions disturbs her deeply.

“Place!” The sudden bark of the command jars her into action before she can even think about it. She immediately moves towards the mat and assumes the position even as her muscles scream in exhaustion.

“Very good,” the trainer continues, still stroking her hair. “Quick response and correct positioning. You’re learning.”

She watches him, wary, as he approaches. The deliberate way he moves puts her on edge. There’s something different about him this time. His eyes, usually flat and cold, have a glint of satisfaction. He kneels beside her, so close she can smell the faint trace of his aftershave, and rests his hand on her head.


He strokes her hair a few times, fingers ruffling the strands, then his other hand moves to her chin. He tilts her head up, forcing her to meet his gaze. 

“I am very pleased with you,” he says. “I think you deserve a reward.”

She expects another piece of candy like before. She braces herself for the humiliation of taking it from his hand like a compliant animal, but he doesn’t reach for his pocket. Instead, his hand slips from her chin and traces a path down her throat, over the collar, between her breasts—pinching each nipple rolling the hard peak between his thumb and finger until her breath hitches—and then further, down her stomach to the soft, bare skin just above her mound. He keeps his gaze locked on hers, as if daring her to look away. She cannot. She’s paralyzed by the attention, by the anticipation and the anger and—god help her—the need.


He slides his hand between her legs. She feels the heat of his palm before he even touches her, feels her own wetness cool against the air. His fingers parted her, two thick digits spreading her open. She whimpers, the sound embarrassingly needy and animal, but she can’t help it. She’s never felt this sensitive, this raw, even in her most wanton encounters. 

His thumb circles her clit in a slow, relentless rhythm, never breaking eye contact. She can’t breathe. She can’t move. The humiliation of being reduced to a toy for this man’s amusement—her body should rebel, should close up tight, but she feels herself open further, greedy for the pressure and the friction. The slick noise of his hand working between her legs mortifies her, but she can’t stop the low, guttural whine that vibrates up from her chest, betraying her need.

“You want my fingers inside you?” He asks, and she quickly nods without realizing she just agreed to be played with.

He slips two fingers inside her with ease, curling them just so, and her hips buck instinctively. She is panting and releasing small, desperate noises. The pleasure builds so rapidly it’s like an ambush, a heat that radiates out from her cunt and threatens to melt her bones. She locks her jaw tight as she tries to hold herself together, but she can’t. Not when he presses there, at the spot that has always made her legs shake. The rhythm, the pressure, the unyielding certainty of his hand—she’s never been able to resist it, not even with men she despised, and this is so much worse, so much better, because she is reduced to pure sensation, nothing left but nerve endings and shame and need.

Tears prick the corners of her eyes as the world narrows to the relentless motion of his thumb, the thick fullness of his fingers, the taut and tender stretch inside her. Heat curls up her spine, gathering in her gut, her thighs, her scalp, until she is nothing but the promise of release.


He doesn’t slow, doesn’t speed up, just maintains the same steady, expert rhythm until her pussy flutters around his digits, and he smirks in satisfaction. 

The smirk on his face is the worst part. He knows what’s about to happen. He’s done this before — to other women, maybe to every single woman who’s ever been through this fucked-up program.

Princess tries to dig her nails into the mat, only to remember there are no nails, no hands, just the padded mitts, soft and helpless. He’s taken even that from her. She shouldn’t be this close, this desperate, but she is. Maybe she is nothing but a slut. All she wants is to cum. Nothing else matters, not the way she is being treated or that this man has forced her to act like a lowly dog.

He leans in, his face inches from hers, voice low: “You may cum now, Princess. Do it on my fingers. Show me what a good girl you can be.”

There is nothing left to fight with. The command hits her like a train, and she is undone—her body surges against his hand, a long, strangled howl bursting from her throat. Her thighs snap together around his wrist, but he smacks her sharply on the thigh. “Stay in position,” he barks, his voice slicing through the haze of pleasure. With a firm grip, he forces her legs apart, asserting his control and reminding her of her place.

The shock of her orgasm is so sharp she nearly topples sideways, but she forces herself to remain in the exact position he’s put her in. The pleasure is blinding, molten, a conveyor-belt of aftershocks that roll up from her cunt and explode behind her eyes. She’s never come this hard, not even with Marcus, not even with herself.

He keeps his fingers inside her while she spasms, drawing out every twitch with slow, unrelenting pressure until she is emptied out, wrung dry, nothing left but a shivering animal on all fours.

When the last ripple dissipates, he slips his fingers out of her pussy. There is an obscene, wet sound that fills the air. Testament to how hard she orgasmed.

He remains unmoved by what just happened. His face is calm and unreadable while something has shifted inside her. An unfamiliar sensation that she doesn’t like. It feels too much like submission.

“Heel.” The Trainer says, and she moves on shaky limbs, her core tingling with residual pleasure as she crawls to him.

He watches her as she kneels beside his leg, back straight, head level, exactly as she imagines a well-trained dog might sit beside its owner. The position feels unnatural, degrading, yet her body settles into it with disturbing ease. Her breathing steadies, her muscles gradually stop their violent trembling, and something like calm spreads through her.

“When I tap my thigh and say ‘heel,’” the trainer explains, “you will come immediately to this position beside me even when you are exhausted. Your master will expect you to be trained to obey regardless of how you feel.”

His words pierced through her momentary compliance, reminding her of the world beyond these concrete walls. Of her husband, who orchestrated this nightmare.

“Your feelings no longer matter. You live to serve.” He says, and she recalls hearing him say them before. She’ll probably hear them again as they work to enforce her training.

The release felt disturbingly wonderful despite the situation, but she won’t let them break her with one orgasm. If she did that, then she would only prove them right. That she is nothing more than a slut.

Even as these thoughts crystallize, renewing her internal resistance, her body remains in perfect heel position beside the trainer. The dichotomy is jarring—her mind plotting revenge while her muscles obey with increasing proficiency.

“We’ll end today’s training here,” the trainer announces, checking his watch. “You’ve made acceptable progress for the first session.”

She remains still, uncertain if she’s permitted to move yet. Her caution is rewarded when the trainer pats her head again.

“Good instinct,” he says. “Wait for release before moving from position.”

Again, that unwelcome flush of pleasure at his approval. What is happening to her? Has one day of training already conditioned her to respond to praise like this? Or is she discovering something about herself that has always been there, dormant and unacknowledged?

The possibility that she might have submissive tendencies, might actually be responding to aspects of this training on some primal level, disturbs her and leaves her confused. It threatens something fundamental to her self-image, about the woman she believes herself to be—strong, dominant, in control.

“Release,” the trainer says, stepping away from her. “Return to your crate.”

Princess crawls toward the cage, her movements smoother now despite her aching muscles. She enters without resistance, turning to face the door as it closes and locks. The familiar confinement feels almost comforting after the demands of the training session—a space where no performance is required, where she can simply exist.

The trainer regards her through the bars. “Tomorrow we’ll build on this foundation until you move without thought,” he informs her. “Sleep well, Princess.”

As the door closes behind him, leaving her alone in the dimly lit room, she curls into the back corner of her cage. She wraps her arms around herself as much as the paw-mitts allow, seeking comfort, seeking connection to her true self beneath this pet persona they’re constructing around her.

Sleep claims her exhausted body, and a treacherous question follows her into dreams: what if part of her responds to this training not because of conditioning but because it awakens something that was always there?


Chapter Twelve

The morning light cuts harsh angles across the concrete yard as Princess follows the Trainer back inside, the leash a taut line between them. The daytime brings new humiliations—eating kibble from a bowl, lapping water with her tongue, relieving herself outdoors while he watches.

The door closes behind them with a heavy thud, sealing them back into the artificial light of the training room. The Trainer unclips the leash from her collar but doesn’t immediately direct her anywhere. For a moment, she kneels at his feet, waiting, her gaze fixed on the cold concrete floor. And in that moment, her eyes drift toward her crate.

The steel cage sits in the corner, its door open. Yesterday, it represented her prison—the ultimate symbol of her confinement and degradation. Now, a small, disturbing part of her sees it differently: familiar, almost safe. A place where she isn’t required to perform like a pet, where no one touches her or positions her or tests her. Where she can curl up small and simply exist.

The realization hits her like a slap. She’s beginning to find comfort in her cage after just a few days. The conditioning is working.

Rage floods through her veins, hot and clarifying. No, she is a person. She will not learn to love her captivity like some pathetic, abused animal grateful for scraps of kindness.

The Trainer’s voice cuts through her thoughts. “Place,” he commands, his tone neutral but expectant.

Princess stares at the training mat in the center of the room. She spent yesterday learning that pose until she perfected it. She also knows the punishment for disobedience will be swift and painful, but she hesitates. It’s barely noticeable, perhaps, but she holds herself still for three heartbeats longer than necessary.

The Trainer’s thumb moves to the remote at his belt. “Place,” he repeats, his voice unchanged but his intent clear.

Still, she waits another heartbeat. Testing.

Pain explodes through her body. The collar sends electric current racing down her spine, seizing her muscles in a violent contraction. It lasts only seconds, but it hurts terribly.

“Place,” the Trainer says a third time, his voice firmer now. “Maybe I was too generous in rewarding you yesterday.”

Oh, no! He is threatening to take away the only sliver of pleasure she has found in this place. Afraid, she obeys, crawling toward the mat with a speed that has him chuckling. She positions herself carefully—knees spread wide, back straight, head level, paws planted firmly on the rubber surface.

“That’s a good girl,” the Trainer says, circling her slowly, inspecting her posture from every angle. “Your form is almost perfect. Daniel will be pleased with your progress.”

The mention of her husband sends a fresh surge of hatred through her. Daniel. The architect of her suffering. The man who sleeps in their king-sized bed while she kneels naked on concrete.

The Trainer stops directly in front of her, his gaze moving clinically over her body. His eyes pause at the apex of her thighs, and a small smile curves his lips.

“I see the training is having its effect,” he observes, nodding toward her exposed sex. “You’re already wet.”

Horror floods through her as she realizes he’s right. She is already anticipating a reward. A slick moisture gathers between her legs, visible evidence of arousal.

“The body often accepts what the mind still resists,” the Trainer explains, as if reading her thoughts. “It’s a natural part of the process.”

Natural? There’s nothing natural about this situation. Nothing normal about being naked, collared, and forced to expose herself to a stranger’s gaze. Yet her nipples harden under his scrutiny, her skin flushes with heat that has nothing to do with the room’s temperature. Her body betrays her with every passing second.

“Good girl,” he says again, and the praise lands in her chest like a warm stone, radiating unwelcome pleasure despite her mental resistance. “But only obedient girls get rewarded, remember. Let’s see if you can earn a reward today.”

The words conjure memories of yesterday’s “reward”—his fingers between her legs, the building tension, the explosive release that left her shaking and confused. Her body remembers too; she feels herself growing wetter at the mere suggestion, her inner muscles clenching around emptiness.

Shame burns across her face, a hot flush she can’t control. She should not be responding this way. She is not this person—this creature who grows wet at commands and collar shocks, whose nipples harden at the promise of reward.

This is sick. Maybe she is sick also to get off on it. Each breath comes faster than the last; her pulse quickening beneath her collar. The air against her exposed skin feels electric, every nerve ending alive and waiting.

“Very good,” the Trainer says, noting her reactions with professional satisfaction. “Soon your body and mind will accept its new purpose.”

Princess stares fixedly at the mat between her paws, unable to meet his eyes, unwilling to acknowledge the growing ache between her legs. She focuses on her hatred instead—for Daniel, for the Trainer, for this place—trying to use it as a shield against her body’s response.

She is stronger than her desires. She hates them all, but hatred is no match for biology, for the primitive parts of her brain that respond to pain and pleasure, to punishment and reward. The conflict rages on in her mind and body.

“Let’s continue your training. The next command you will learn is Beg,” the Trainer announces. She blinks, forcing her mind to focus on his face rather than the throbbing between her legs. He stands before her, hands clasped behind his back, eyes clinical as ever, unmoved by her obvious arousal. This is business to him—the careful construction of a human pet, methodical and precise.

“When you hear ‘beg,’ whether you’re on the mat or just beside your master, you will immediately assume the begging position,” he explains. His voice maintains that same flat, instructional tone that makes her feel like an object. “This is an essential command that all pets must master.”

She remains in the place position, watching him warily. Her muscles have adjusted somewhat to the strain of holding herself exposed, but anticipation of this new demand makes her stomach clench. Each new command pulls her deeper into this animal role, stripping away another layer of her humanity.

“You will lift your front paws up to your shoulders, like this.” The Trainer crouches beside her and takes her mitted hands in his, lifting her arms and bending them at the elbows, positioning her padded hands near her shoulders. The movement shifts her weight, forcing her to engage different muscles in her back to maintain balance.

“No, not like that,” he says when she holds her pawed hands at chest level, too low for his liking. His fingers wrap around her wrists, lifting them higher. “Paws up at shoulder height, elbows bent but not touching your sides.”

The position feels awkward and unnatural. Balancing on her widespread knees without her hands for support makes her body sway slightly. The Trainer moves behind her, his hands suddenly on her back, pressing firmly between her shoulder blades.

“Back straighter,” he instructs, the pressure of his palms forcing her spine into rigid alignment. “Good posture is essential.”

The correction pushes her chest forward, breasts thrusting outward prominently. Princess feels her nipples harden further in the cool air, a reaction she can’t control. This position makes her feel even more exposed, more vulnerable than before, and it gets worse.

“Spread your knees wider than in the place position,” he continued, walking around to her front again.

She hesitates, already feeling overexposed. His hand moves to the remote at his belt, a silent reminder of the consequences of disobedience. Slowly, she complies, inching her knees apart on the mat until they can go no further; the stretch in her inner thighs is bordering on painful.

“Good,” he says, nodding his head. “Your master will want to see his pet’s tits and cunt presented properly when you beg. The position should display everything he owns.”

Everything he owns. She smothers a snort. She is not property!

“Chin up,” the Trainer instructs, tapping under her jaw to lift her face. “Eyes down. Always be submissive and willing to please.”

The contradiction in the commands—head high but gaze lowered—underscores the precise nature of her humiliation. Her neck aches with the strain of holding this position.

“Beg is a position of supplication,” he explains, circling her again. “You are asking for something—a treat, attention, permission. Your body must convey your eagerness to please.”

As he speaks, his hand comes to rest on her shoulder, then slides down her arm in a slow, deliberate movement. The touch leaves goosebumps in its wake; her skin reacting even as her mind recoils. His fingers trace the curve of her breast, pinching the nipple between thumb and forefinger.

The sudden pressure sends a jolt of sensation straight to her core. Princess bites the inside of her cheek to suppress a gasp, refusing to give him the satisfaction of a vocal response. But her body betrays her again—her nipple hardens further under his touch, and fresh wetness gathers between her legs.

“Your body remembers what earned it pleasure yesterday,” the Trainer observes, his voice unchanged despite the intimate contact. He releases her nipple and continues his circuit around her kneeling form. “Physical memory is powerful.”

His hand trails across her back, fingertips tracing the knobs of her spine. The touch is deliberate, proprietary, as if checking the condition of something he owns. When he completes the circle and kneels behind her, his fingers dip briefly between her spread legs, pressing lightly against her exposed folds.

“Very responsive. You like this,” he notes. The brief touch is gone before she can fully process it, leaving her aching and unsatisfied. “Being a slut will serve you well in your new role.”

Princess struggles to control her breathing, which has become shallow and rapid. Each touch, each correction, each change to her posture seems calculated to increase her arousal while providing no release. It’s another form of control, she realizes—keeping her on edge, creating a need that only compliance can satisfy.

“Beg,” the Trainer commands, stepping back to assess her position.

She holds the pose—back straight, knees spread wide, paws up near her shoulders, chin lifted, eyes lowered. Her muscles already tremble with the effort of maintaining this unnatural posture.

“Release,” he says after a long moment. “Place.”

Princess lowers her arms with relief, returning to the familiar position on all fours, but the reprieve is brief.

“Beg,” he commands again.

Up go her arms, straightening her back, lifting her chin, widening her knees. Each repetition becomes slightly easier as her body learns the movement, even as the strain of holding the position grows more intense.

“Release. Place.”

“Beg.”

“Release. Place.”

“Beg.”

The commands continue, relentless in their rhythm. Minutes stretch into an hour, then two. Princess loses count of how many times she transitions between positions. Her muscles burn with fatigue, small tremors running through her thighs and arms. Sweat beads on her forehead, trickles down her spine, pools in the hollow of her lower back.

Throughout the drilling, the Trainer’s hands continue their work—adjusting her posture, correcting the angle of her arms, checking the width of her spread knees. His fingers pinch her nipples occasionally, or brush against her sex, never long enough to satisfy but always enough to keep her aroused and confused.

“Soon your body will respond to commands without conscious thought.” He informs her. “It will be as simple as breathing.”

It seems impossible, but she can already feel it happening. With each repetition, the movements become more fluid, more automatic. Her body is learning.

Three hours into the training, every muscle screams for rest. The mat beneath her knees no longer offers any comfort against the concrete floor. Her shoulders ache from repeatedly lifting her arms, her thighs burn from maintaining the wide-kneed position, but the sexual frustration is the most painful. Her arousal has been growing by the second.

“You’re progressing well,” the Trainer says, noting her trembling muscles but offering no reprieve. “Most pets take days to maintain proper form through extended sessions. Those yoga classes your owner mentioned you took weekly have helped in your case.”

The praise sends another unwelcome flutter through her chest, another pulse of wetness between her legs. Her body craves validation.

“Beg,” he commands again.

She complies, arms lifting on autopilot, back straightening despite the fatigue. Her flesh responds while something deeper—her spirit, her essence, her true self—retreats further inside, seeking shelter from this methodical assault on her identity.

“Soon you’ll be ready for the next phase of training.”

Princess holds the begging position, muscles shaking visibly now. Whatever comes next will be worse, she knows. Each lesson builds on the last, drawing her deeper into this role, this animal existence.

The most disturbing part is she wonders what rewards might come if she performs well enough. The memory of yesterday’s release drives her. She needs relief soon or she’ll grow crazy.

She tries to remind herself that she is Vanessa not a pet named Princess, but the distinction feels increasingly abstract as her body learns to beg on command, as pleasure and pain become tools of her conditioning, as the line between resistance and submission blurs with each passing hour.


Chapter Thirteen

Princess wakes with a jolt, her body curled tight in the steel cage. Sleep came in fitful bursts, interrupted by dreams of the Trainer’s hands between her legs, bringing her to the edge before vanishing. Her muscles ache from yesterday’s drills, but the persistent throb between her thighs is worse. She was sent back to her crate after training- pleasure withheld as punishment for her initial resistance.

She must not hesitate today, or she’ll go mad with want if he denies her release again.

She shifts, seeking a more comfortable position. The concrete floor beneath has leached away her body heat during the night, leaving her skin chilled except for the damp heat between her legs. Her nipples are hard and sensitive against the cold metal bars when she moves.

The door clicks open, and the Trainer enters carrying the familiar steel bowls. She scrambles up, not waiting for a command, a flush of something like anticipation flooding her face. She thinks, for a second, to put on her old mask of contempt, to glare at him like she did that first morning, but she has to admit she is relieved to see him.

“Hello, Princess, I see you’re eager this morning,” he says, setting down the bowls on the rubber mat. There is a slight lift of his lips as if he wants to smile. “Sleep well?”

She doesn’t respond, but her eyes track his movements with hungry attention. Yesterday, he left her hanging on the edge, desperate and needy. The memory of his fingers teasing her, working her toward climax before suddenly withdrawing, makes her clench involuntarily.

He unlocks her cage and steps back. “Come eat your breakfast.”

Princess crawls out faster than she intends to, her paw-mitts sliding against the concrete. Her stomach growls at the sight of food, but there’s another hunger driving her movements. She settles in front of the bowls, lowering her face to lap at the water first.

The kibble doesn’t taste as bad as it did the first day. She eats quickly, methodically, aware of the Trainer watching her eat like the animal they’re trying to make her into. Her tongue scrapes against the bottom of the empty bowl, seeking every morsel. She’s hungrier than usual after yesterday’s exertions; her body demanding fuel for what’s to come.

“Hungry girl this morning,” the Trainer observes. His voice carries no judgment. “Heel.” He says when she is done.

Princess responds immediately, crawling to his side and sitting up straight on her knees, just as she was taught. Her quick compliance surprises even her—a trained reflex developing already.

“Good girl.” His hand descends to stroke her cropped hair, fingers massaging her scalp in slow circles. The touch sends tingles down her spine. “You did well yesterday, but because of your resistance at the start, you didn’t earn your reward.”

Princess remembers her little act of defiance—the momentary hesitation — and feels angry at herself. It seemed important at the time, but now her body aches with regret. She wants release so badly that her thighs tremble with the effort of keeping still.

The Trainer’s hand slides from her hair to her throat, fingers tracing the steel collar, then lower to her breast. He cups the soft weight in his palm, thumb circling her nipple until it hardens to a stiff peak.

“Doesn’t that feel good?” he asks, pinching the sensitive bud between thumb and forefinger.

A whimper escapes her throat — an animal sound of need. Her head nods slightly, a shameful admission she can’t suppress.

His other hand finds her other breast, mirroring the treatment, rolling and tugging both nipples until Princess pants with arousal. Wetness gathers between her legs, her body preparing itself, eager and willing despite her mind’s continued resistance.

“Your body knows what it wants,” the Trainer says, increasing the pressure slightly. “It craves attention, stimulation, and release. But these are privileges that must be earned through perfect obedience.”

Perfect obedience. The words should revolt her. Yesterday, they would have ignited a fierce rebellion, but today, they sound like a pathway to relief. What has happened to her in such a short time?

His hands leave her breasts, and she has to stop herself from leaning forward, seeking more of his touch. He steps back, appraising her with those cold, analytical eyes.

“Be a good bitch today and prove to me you deserve to cum,” he says simply.

She swallows hard. The crude statement lands differently now. Two days ago, it would have been the height of degradation. Now, it sounds like an opportunity, a goal to strive for.

Is she already losing herself to this training? Is her resistance eroding so quickly?

She still hates the Trainer, hates Daniel for putting her here, hates this entire sick situation, but her body has different priorities right now. Her body wants relief, regardless of where it comes from or what she must do to get it.

“Today we’ll continue your command training,” the Trainer says, reaching down to pinch her nipple again, making her gasp. “If you perform well—perfect obedience, immediate responses, proper form—you’ll earn your reward.”

His fingers twist slightly, sending a sharp pulse of sensation straight to her core. Princess whimpers again, her back arching involuntarily, pushing her breast more firmly into his hand.

“I think you want that very much,” he observes, releasing her nipple and stepping back. “Your nipples are hard. Your cunt is wet, your body is ready to serve even if your mind is not there yet, but it will come with time.”

“We’ll begin with a review of yesterday’s commands,” the Trainer says, his voice shifting to a more formal tone. “Then add new ones to your training. Remember—only perfect performance earns rewards.”

Princess looks up at him, her eyes conveying what her voice cannot—her desperation, her need, her willingness to comply if it means relief. The throbbing between her legs drowns out the voice of pride, of resistance.

“Place,” he commands, and she moves immediately to the training mat, assuming the position—back straight, knees spread wide, paws planted firmly on the rubber surface.

The Trainer nods with satisfaction. “Good start,” he says, and the small praise sends a flutter through her chest and a pulse of wetness between her thighs. “Let’s see if you can maintain that level of performance all day.”

Princess holds the position perfectly. Today, she will obey and earn her reward. Today, her body will get what it needs, and tomorrow, she can go back to fighting.

“Heel,” the Trainer commands, and Princess moves instantly to his side. She positions herself exactly as taught. His hand strokes her hair briefly; the small touch sending sparks down her spine. “Place,” comes the next command, and she scrambles to the mat, assuming the position.

“Beg,” he barks, and her arms lift automatically, paws at shoulder height, back arched, breasts thrust forward, knees spread even wider than before.

“Good girl,” the Trainer says, circling her kneeling form. “Release. Heel.”

She drops the begging pose and crawls quickly to his side. His fingers find her hair again, stroking her head and sending pleasure coursing through her body.

“Place.”

“Beg.”

“Heel.”

The commands come faster now, a rapid-fire test of her responses. Princess moves between positions with increasing fluidity, her body learning the transitions, the muscle memory forming with each repetition. The Trainer’s eyes track her movements, missing nothing, his expression unchanged whether she succeeds or fails.

“Faster,” he says, picking up the pace. “Your master won’t want to wait while you think about commands. He’ll expect immediate obedience.”

Her master. The thought of her husband seeing her like this—crawling naked, obeying like a trained animal—should fill her with rage. It does, somewhere deep inside, but that fury feels distant now, buried beneath more immediate concerns—the persistent throbbing between her legs.

“Beg.” The command pulls her from her thoughts.

She hesitates a fraction of a second, her mind momentarily distracted. Pain explodes from the collar, making her body convulse. The shock is brief but intense, a sharp reminder of the cost of inattention.

“Focus,” the Trainer says, his voice unchanged despite the punishment he’s just delivered. “Again. Beg.”

This time she responds instantly, lifting into the humiliating posture. Her nipples are hard, jutting forward, and she can feel wetness gathering between her spread thighs. The position makes her feel obscenely displayed, yet her body responds to the exposure with increasing arousal.

“Better,” he says. “Release. Heel.”

For the next hour, he drills her relentlessly on the three commands, cycling through them in random order, sometimes allowing her to hold a position for several minutes, sometimes commanding changes every few seconds. Princess’s world narrows to these three states of being—at his side, on the mat, or begging for attention.

“Heel,” he commands, and she crawls to him, positioning herself beside his leg.

“Good,” he says, and his hand descends to stroke her hair, then her cheek, then lower, fingers tracing the line of her collarbone before dipping to cup her breast, sending a jolt of pleasure through her body.

“Place.”

She moves to the mat, settling into position. The Trainer circles her, inspecting her posture. “Arch your back more,” he instructs, pressing a hand between her shoulder blades. “Present yourself properly.”

Princess adjusts her position, tilting her pelvis slightly, thrusting her breasts forward. When he nods in approval, a flush of pleasure warms her skin.

“Better,” he says. “Your master will appreciate a well-presented pet.”

A small, treacherous glow spreads through her chest, a sense of accomplishment that disturbs her even as she craves more of it.

“Beg.”

Up go her arms, paws near her shoulders, back arched, knees spread to their limit. “Perfect,” the Trainer says, and the single word lands like a physical caress.

Another hour passes in this manner, testing her endurance as much as her obedience. Sweat beads on her skin, making her nipples glisten in the harsh light. Her thighs tremble with exertion, but she maintains each position until released.

“Your progress is impressive,” he observed during a brief pause. “Most pets take days to achieve this level of consistency.”

Pets. Not women, not people—pets. The dehumanizing language floats past her consciousness, landing without impact. What matters now is maintaining her performance and earning the promised reward. Her anger seems a distant thing, a luxury she can’t afford when her body screams for release.

“Heel,” he commands again, and she crawls to his side. This time when his hand strokes her hair, she leans into the touch slightly, a small movement that doesn’t go unnoticed.

“Seeking attention now?” The Trainer’s voice carries a hint of amusement. “That is exactly the behaviour expected of you. Pets crave their master’s touch and attention.”

Princess doesn’t respond, but she doesn’t pull away either. His fingers trail down, cupping her breast. He pinches her nipple lightly, and a small whimper escapes her throat. He plays with the hardened buds until she is panting.

“Place,” he says, and she whimpers but returns to the mat, her movements fluid despite her fatigue. Her sex is visibly wet now, arousal evident in the slick shine between her legs. The Trainer notices, nodding with satisfaction.

The third hour brings a new intensity to the training. The commands come faster, with less time between transitions. She moves through them like a dancer learning choreography—heel, place, beg, heel, place.

Twice she makes mistakes—once moving to “place” when commanded to “beg,” and once failing to maintain proper posture during “heel.” Each error brings immediate punishment from the collar, but she corrects herself quickly, determined to avoid further pain.

“Very good,” the Trainer says when she recovers from the second shock without prompting.

The praise warms her again, a gentle heat spreading through her chest. She knows she shouldn’t care what he thinks, shouldn’t seek his approval, but her body responds to the positive reinforcement as readily as it does to pleasure.

By the fourth hour, Princess exists in a state of heightened arousal and exhaustion. Her muscles ache, her joints protest, but the persistent throb between her legs drowns out these discomforts. Each command, each transition, each moment of the Trainer’s attention pushes her further into a haze where only physical sensation matters.

Her anger at Daniel, at the Trainer, at this entire situation—it’s still there, but muted now, buried beneath more immediate concerns. The need for release has become paramount, clouding her judgment and making compliance seem not just necessary but desirable.

“One more hour,” he announced, checking his watch. “Maintain this level of performance, and you’ll earn your reward.”

Princess feels a rush of determination. One more hour. She can do this. Her body knows the commands now and responds automatically. All she needs to do is maintain control, follow instructions and be perfect.

The voice in the back of her mind that screams at her to not give in, but it grows fainter with each passing minute, drowned out by the demands of her flesh.

“Place,” the Trainer commands, and she moves to his side without hesitation, without thought, her body obeying while her mind drifts in a sea of need.

“That’s enough for today,” the Trainer says, checking his watch. Five hours of continuous drilling have passed, each command flowing into the next until Princess moves between positions like water flowing in a river. Her muscles burn with fatigue, but she maintains perfect “place” position on the mat.

“Release,” he says finally, and she relaxes slightly, though she doesn’t dare move from the mat without specific instruction.

“Your master will be pleased with how quickly you’re learning,” the Trainer continues, crouching to eye level with her. “Daniel expected resistance for weeks, but your body understands its purpose better than your mind does. You're a natural.”

The mention of her husband sends a confusing ripple through her. Shame, yes—the thought of Daniel seeing her like this, crawling naked, responding to commands—but also something else. A desire to please? To show him how good she can be? The thought is so foreign, so contrary to their entire marriage, that she flinches from it.

She can admit that she was a terrible wife to him, but did she deserve this?

“You’ve earned your reward,” the Trainer says, making her forget what she was thinking about. “But first, let’s check your progress.”

He reaches out, placing his hand flat against her sternum, between her breasts. His fingers trailed over her stomach toward the junction of her thighs.

“Spread wider,” he instructs, and Princess obeys instantly, shifting her knees further apart on the mat. The cool air hitting her wet flesh.

The Trainer’s fingers dip between her legs, parting her slick folds. “Very responsive,” he notes. “Fully aroused despite little stimulation.”

She feels her pussy growing wetter under his examination. “Your conditioning is progressing well,” he continues, sliding his fingers along her folds, gathering her moisture but not entering her yet. “Only a natural submissive can combine obedience and arousal this quickly.”

Princess whimpers, a small, needy sound that escapes before she can stop it. Five hours of commands, of praise and punishment, of displaying her body—all with the promise of relief at the end. Now that the moment has arrived, her need overrides everything else.

The Trainer’s thumb finds her clit, pressing against it lightly. The contact sends a jolt of pleasure up her spine, making her gasp.

“Does the puppy want a reward?” he asks, his voice carrying that same detached interest.

She nods, her face flushing hot with shame and need. Two days ago, being called a puppy would have sparked rage. Now, the humiliation of being treated like a dog feels secondary to the ache between her legs, the emptiness inside her that demands to be filled.

“Use your voice,” the Trainer instructs. “Vocalize your wants and needs.”

She hesitates, caught between pride and desperation. Then his thumb circles her clit again, and the decision is made for her. A whine rises from her throat—high, needy, distinctly inhuman. This should shame her, but the relief of expressing her need overwhelms any remaining dignity.

“Good slut,” the Trainer says, and the vulgar praise makes her clench involuntarily around nothing. “All pets must be soaked and eager for cock and fingers.”

He slides two fingers inside her without warning; the penetration easy with her arousal. Princess gasps, her internal muscles gripping him instantly, desperate for friction.

“Perfect,” he murmurs, beginning a slow, deliberate rhythm. “Your body knows exactly what to do.”

His thumb continues circling her clit as his fingers work inside her, curling to find the spot that makes her thighs tremble. Princess pants, small animal sounds escaping with each breath. The pleasure builds rapidly—too rapidly—her body primed by hours of arousal without release.

“Your master will enjoy how responsive you’ve become,” the Trainer says, increasing the pace slightly. “A well-trained pet makes herself available and eager whenever her master desires it.”

She doesn’t care about dignity or self-respect anymore. It wants only one thing: release.

“You’ve been conditioned remarkably quickly,” the Trainer observes, his clinical tone at odds with the intimate act he’s performing. “Most subjects require much longer to form such strong associations between obedience and pleasure.”

Princess barely hears him. The tension builds inexorably, a coiling pressure that threatens to snap at any moment. Her hips move involuntarily, rocking against his hand, seeking more pressure, more friction.

“Be still,” he commands sharply, and her body freezes instantly. The automatic response to his voice sends a fresh wave of wetness around his fingers. “Good girl. Your pleasure comes on my terms, not yours.”

He resumes his movements, fingers curling inside her, thumb circling her clit with precision. Princess remains motionless, letting him control every aspect of her pleasure, surrendering completely to his mastery of her body.

“You may cum,” he commands, voice still flat, unmoved by her desperation. “Now.”

The permission—no, the order—triggers something primal in her. Her orgasm explodes outward from her core, muscles clenching violently around his fingers, back arching despite her effort to remain still. Waves of pleasure crash through her, stronger than anything she’s felt before, amplified by hours of anticipation and days of conditioning.

“Yes, that’s it,” the Trainer says, continuing his movements through her climax. “Cum like the horny bitch you are. Find pleasure knowing you’re nothing more than a trained set of holes to be used. You want this. It’s what you were made for.”

The degradation doesn’t diminish her pleasure or make her cringe with shame. They intensify her orgasm, each crude phrase sending another jolt through her sensitized body. Her vision blurs, darkness creeping at the edges as her consciousness narrows to pure sensation.

When she comes back to herself, she’s collapsed forward on the mat, forehead pressed against the rubber, thighs still spread wide, the Trainer’s fingers still inside her. Her entire body trembles with aftershocks, small convulsions rippling through her muscles.

“Very good,” the Trainer says, withdrawing his fingers slowly and wiping them on a towel.

Princess struggles to regulate her breathing, to gather the scattered pieces of her mind. What just happened? How did her body respond so instantly to his command?

She despises this man, but beneath the hatred lies something more disturbing—a desire for more praise, more reward, and more pleasure granted by his hand and voice. The conditioning is working. She knows this, recognizes it happening, yet seems powerless to stop it.

“Tomorrow we’ll continue building on these foundations,” the Trainer informs her, tucking the towel into his pocket. “Your progress suggests we can move to more advanced training sooner than expected.”

Princess remained on the mat, still trembling slightly from the intensity of her orgasm. What “advanced training” means, she doesn’t want to know.

“Back to your crate now,” the Trainer says, his voice cutting through the fog of Princess’s post-orgasmic haze. Her limbs feel heavy, disconnected from her body, as if the intense climax has severed the neural pathways between brain and muscle. She tries to move from the mat but stumbles, her knees buckling after hours in the same position.

The Trainer’s hand grips her collar, not roughly but firmly, steadying her. “Come,” he says.

She crawls beside him, her movements sluggish and uncoordinated. The concrete scrapes her knees, but the pain registers as a distant sensation, overwhelmed by exhaustion and the lingering pulses of pleasure still rippling through her core. Her brain feels fogged, thoughts scattered and difficult to gather.

The steel cage awaits in the corner, door open, a dark mouth ready to swallow her. It looks almost welcoming—a place to rest her aching body, to escape the demands of training, if only for a few hours.

“In,” he directs.

Princess crawls inside without resistance, her body folding into the small space easily. She curls on her side, knees drawn to her chest, paw-mitts tucked under her chin. The position should feel degrading—a grown woman caged like an animal—but all she feels is relief at the chance to stop moving, to stop performing.

Her eyes feel heavy, lids drooping despite her effort to stay alert. The Trainer watches her for another moment, then turns and walks toward the door.

“Rest well,” he says before exiting. “Tomorrow will be more demanding.”

The door closes behind him with a final-sounding click, leaving Princess alone. The overhead lights have been dimmed slightly, creating pools of shadow in the corners.

She shifts, seeking a more comfortable position despite the cage’s limitations. Her nipples are swollen and tender from the Trainer’s attention. Between her legs, she’s still slick with arousal, the scent of her own sex a constant reminder of how thoroughly her body enjoyed his touch.

She came on command. Like a trained animal, she orgasmed when told to, finding intense pleasure in degradation and objectification. What kind of person responds that way?

She feels a sense of accomplishment, of pride in having pleased the Trainer, in having earned his praise and the reward he promised. The feeling is alien, contrary to everything she believes about herself.

The memory of the confident woman she was is growing fainter with each passing day. In her place is this new being, this trained animal who responds automatically to commands, whose body lights up at praise, and finds pleasure in submission.

Princess closes her eyes, too exhausted to continue this internal debate. Sleep tugs at her consciousness, promising temporary escape from the confusing reality of her situation.

As consciousness begins to fade, she tries to hold on to her anger, her resistance, her plans for revenge. These thoughts have sustained her through the previous nights, keeping her sense of self intact despite the day’s degradations. But they slip through her mental fingers like water, dissolving into the deeper waters of exhaustion and confused arousal.

In the space between waking and sleep, her mind drifts to Daniel. Not with hatred, as before, but with a new curiosity. What will he think when she returns home? Will he be pleased with her training? Will he praise her the way the Trainer does? The thought sent another pulse of warmth between her legs.

The line between humiliation and arousal has blurred significantly; her submissiveness building with each training session, with each reward, with each moment of praise.

Tomorrow will bring more commands, more positions, more expectations. The Trainer will push her further, demand more, and shape her responses more precisely.

Something blooming inside of her, growing stronger with each session, looks forward to it. Especially to the reward that comes with obeying.


Chapter Fourteen

She blinks, clearing sleep from her eyes as the door to the training room swings open. The trainer enters, leash dangling from his hand. His face reveals nothing as he approaches her crate and unlocks it.

“Evening, Princess,” he says, swinging the door open. “Time for your walk.”

She crawls forward without hesitation, and he attaches the leash to her collar with a soft click. He gives the leash a gentle tug, and she follows, staying close to his leg as she’s been taught.

The trainer swipes a keycard at the outside door, and it swings open to reveal the exercise yard. Above, a square of night sky is visible, a few stars managing to penetrate the glow from the lights mounted on each wall.

The trainer unclips the leash from her collar, stepping back slightly. “Do your business,” he says, the command simple and direct.

She crawls to a patch of grass near the center of the yard, feeling his eyes on her back. Slowly, she positions herself, thighs spread wide, balancing on her knees and the awkward paw-mitts.

When release comes, it brings both relief and shame. The hot stream hits the grass beneath her with a soft hissing sound that seems unnaturally loud in the quiet yard. She keeps her eyes shut tight, unable to look at the trainer, at what she’s doing. It’s getting easier, but no less humiliating.

The cramping in her stomach jolts her, a new urgency that sends a flush of heat to her cheeks. Shame washes over her like a tide; there’s no escaping the instinct that has taken hold. With a heavy heart, she knows she must surrender to the primal call of nature, squatting low on the grass as if she were nothing more than a creature of the wild. The act feels both foreign and degrading, yet she understands there is no choice.

“Stay,” the trainer commands, approaching from behind when she is done.

She hears him open what sounds like a metal container. From the corner of her eye, she sees him retrieve a long-handled scoop from a bin near the wall. He returns to where she kneels, reaching down to collect her waste.

It reminds her of a zookeeper cleaning an animal’s enclosure, or a pet owner picking up after a dog in the park. The mundane nature of the action hits deep, reminding her of how low she had fallen.

He walks to the bin, deposits the contents of the scoop, and returns it to its place. The entire process takes less than a minute. When he turns back to her, his expression hasn’t changed.

“Good pet,” he says, the praise delivered in the exact tone one might use when a dog sits on command.

The words land differently than they once did. The first time he called her a pet, rage had flooded her system. Now, she feels a small, treacherous glow of satisfaction at having pleased him. The sensation disturbs her, but she can’t deny its presence.

He retrieves the leash, reattaching it to her collar. “Come,” he says, tugging gently.

Princess crawls beside him across the grass, back toward the door. Her mind feels oddly quiet, emptied of the desperate calculations and plans for escape that once dominated her thoughts.

The trainer unclips the leash from her collar once he has her in the tiny shower stall in her room, hanging the leash on a hook by the door.

The trainer moves to a control panel on the wall. He presses buttons and adjusts the dials until water begins to flow from the nearest shower head. He tests it with his hand, adjusting the temperature until satisfied. Steam rises, suggesting warmth—a small mercy she hadn’t expected. Every wash so far has been cold and over quickly.

Warm water cascades over her head and down her back, making her sigh. The sensation is startlingly pleasant after days of cold showers.

The trainer removes his jacket, hanging it beside the leash. He rolls up the sleeves of his shirt, revealing forearms corded with lean muscle. From a dispenser on the wall, he pumps liquid soap into his palm.

“Stay still,” he says, approaching her.

His hands landed on her shoulders first. The touch is clinical, efficient. He works the soap into a lather, fingers pressing into muscles tight from days of crawling. The pressure isn’t exactly gentle, but it isn’t rough either—just purposeful, like everything he does.

He works methodically, starting at her shoulders and moving down her back. The soap smells faintly of antiseptic, not unpleasant but not the fancy stuff she is used to. It forms a slick layer between his hands and her skin. He rinses her back, then moves to her arms, lifting each one to clean underneath, manipulating her limbs as if she were a doll.

When he finishes with her back and arms, he moves around to face her. His expression remains unchanged. There is no lust or disgust, nothing but focused attention on the task at hand. He applies more soap to his palms, rubbing them together until they’re slick with lather.

“Head up,” he instructs.

She raises her chin, exposing her throat. His fingers worked around her collar. His hands move lower, to her collarbone, her shoulders again, then down to her chest. He cups each breast, soap-slick fingers sliding over the soft flesh.

His movements slowed, becoming more deliberate. His thumbs find her nipples, circling them with precise pressure. What began as washing becomes something else entirely.

His thumbs continue their circular motion, then pinch slightly, rolling the hardened peaks between thumb and forefinger.

A small sound escapes her throat. “Good pet,” he murmurs, the praise falling from his lips as naturally as if she’d performed a trick correctly.

She feels a familiar warmth building low in her belly, between her legs. Her body responds to the stimulation or the praise or both. She’s not sure.

The trainer’s hands circle her nipples once more, then pinch them harder than before. The sensation sends a jolt of pleasure-pain straight to her core. She gasps, unable to suppress the reaction.

His hands finally release her breasts, sliding down to her stomach. Her skin feels hypersensitive everywhere his hands have been.

The trainer’s hands move in methodical circles across her abdomen. The soap makes his hands slide easily over her skin, leaving trails of suds that the shower water quickly rinses away.

“Turn,” he commanded.

Princess rotates on her knees, presenting her backside to him. “Good pet,” he says again as his hands return to her body.

His hands move lower, approaching the small of her back. He pumps more soap into his palm and brings his hands to her thighs. “Wider,” he commands, tapping the inside of her knee.

She complies automatically, spreading her legs further apart. The position leaves her completely open to his touch. His fingers don’t hesitate as they reach her most intimate areas.

Two fingers parted her labia, exposing her completely. The warm water runs between her legs, mixing with the soap as he begins to clean her thoroughly. His thumb brushes against her clit and she shudders.

Princess gasps. The sound echoes off the tiled walls. Her body responds instantly, a pulse of warmth that has nothing to do with the shower water. She feels herself growing wet, a slick heat that contrasts with the soap and water.

“Stay still,” he reminds her when her hips shift slightly.

His fingers continue their work, moving with deliberate pressure. He slides one finger inside her, then two. The soap makes his movements smooth and frictionless. His fingers curl inside her, finding the spot that makes her breath catch.

“Good pet,” he repeats when she remains in position. The praise sends another pulse of warmth through her. Her inner muscles clench around his fingers, a response she can’t control. Pleasure builds quickly until she’s hovering on the edge.

The trainer notices her physical response but makes no comment.

His fingers withdraw, leaving her feeling oddly empty until he moves them to her back hole. “Head down, rear up,” he instructs, pressing a hand between her shoulder blades to guide her into the correct position.

She complies, lowering her chest toward the tile while keeping her rear elevated. The position reminds her of a cat in heat—or a bitch, the word he so often uses to describe her.

The trainer moves away briefly. She hears a cabinet opening, equipment being gathered. When he returns, his hand presses against her lower back, steadying her.

“Stay perfectly still.”

Something cold and hard presses against her rear opening. A nozzle of some kind. The intrusion is unexpected and uncomfortable, and she tenses involuntarily.

“Relax,” he commands, his voice firm but not angry.

Princess forces her muscles to unclench, to accept the foreign object. The nozzle slides inside, cold and unyielding. A moment later, she hears a soft click, and cold water begins to flow into her body.

The sensation is immediately uncomfortable, then actively painful as the water fills her insides with relentless pressure, creating a cramping sensation that makes her whimper. Her stomach distends slightly as the water continues to flow.

“Good pet,” the trainer says, one hand resting on her lower back.

The praise does little to offset the discomfort. The water feels like ice in her bowels; the pressure building to an unbearable level. Just when she thinks she can’t take anymore, the flow stops. The nozzle remains in place, preventing release.

“Hold it,” the trainer instructs unnecessarily. She couldn’t move if she wanted to, frozen in place by the cramping pressure.

At least a minute or two go by before he removes the nozzle with a quick motion. “Now expel.”

The command coincides with her body’s desperate need for relief, and the water rushes out of her, splashing onto the tile and disappearing down the drain along with whatever is left of her dignity.

The trainer watches dispassionately as her body empties itself. He waits until the flow stops completely, then turns the shower spray directly on her rear to rinse away any residue.

“Good pet,” the trainer says when the final rinse is complete.

He shuts off the shower and retrieves a towel from a nearby shelf. Starting with her head, he dries her with brisk efficiency. When she’s completely dry, all he says is, “Heel.”

The trainer leads her to her crate and gestures for her to enter. She crawls inside without hesitation, turning to face the door as it closes and locks.

He doesn’t say anything else, and as he turns to leave, Princess realizes something: throughout the entire bathing process, the trainer barely spoke to her except to issue commands and praise. Usually he explains what he’s doing, but this time all he kept saying is, “good pet.”

More striking still—she didn’t need him to explain. The commands were sufficient. The simple structure of order and obedience provided all the communication necessary.

The realization follows her toward sleep: there is peace in this simplicity. No decisions to make. He took care of her, and all she had to do was obey.

She is clean, fed, and sheltered in her crate. These simple needs are met, and her body relaxes toward sleep. Princess closes her eyes, surrendering to the peaceful emptiness that comes with acceptance.


Chapter Fifteen

Princess hears footsteps in the hallway, and her body tenses with recognition. Days have bled into weeks, and over those weeks, training has sharpened her senses. The specific cadence of the Trainer’s approach is now familiar. It’s always steady, unhurried, and deliberate. Her pulse quickens, not with fear as it once did in those first few days or weeks, but with anticipation.

The metal cage around her no longer feels like a prison but like a familiar space, her body curled perfectly to fit its dimensions, her muscles relaxed against the soft mat beneath her that she’s earned with her compliance.

She sits up on her knees, paw-mitts pressing against the cold metal bars. The collar around her neck feels like a permanent fixture now, its weight and pressure as familiar as her own skin. She waits, alert, muscles coiled with expectation.

The door swings open, and the Trainer enters carrying the familiar steel bowls. His face remains expressionless, but she knows what’s expected of her. Her response is immediate and automatic.

“Ruff! Ruff! Ruff!” she barks, the sound echoing off the concrete walls. Her voice is enthusiastic, urgent, and loud. She bounces slightly on her knees, playing the role of an excited pet, her head tilted slightly as she continues barking. “Woof! Woof!”

The memory of learning this particular behavior floods back to her—a training session a few weeks earlier when the Trainer had stood before her cage with arms crossed, expression displeased despite her perfect execution of every physical command he’d taught her.

“It’s not enough for you to be trained like a pet, but you need to sound like a puppy-girl,” he had explained, tapping the remote against his thigh. “You’ve been too silent. A puppy needs to express herself, especially in front of her master unless he commands otherwise. So from now on, when I come in, you will greet me with a bark. Try it, Princess. Bark for me like the good puppy-girl you are.”

She had stared at him. Speaking was forbidden—the collar made sure of that—but animal sounds were not only permitted but now required. She had swallowed hard.

“Arf,” she had managed, the sound barely audible. Her cheeks flushed with the familiar heat of arousal that accompanied each new degradation.

The Trainer’s thumb had hovered over the remote. “That was pathetic,” he’d said, his voice flat and disappointed. “Louder, and with more enthusiasm. You must be happy to see your master; prove to him how grateful you are for his attention. Your master wants a proper greeting when he enters a room. Show me what a good puppy-girl sounds like.”

She’d been three days without an orgasm then, punished for some minor infraction she could barely remember now. The need for release had clouded her judgment, making it easier to train her. Her reward was his fingers between her legs, bringing her to a shuddering climax, and it had become her singular focus.

“Ruff Ruff!” she’d barked, the sound exploding from her throat with a force that had surprised her. It sounded so... animal.

“Better,” the Trainer had nodded. “Again. Show me how excited you are to see me.”

By the end of that session, she’d been barking and whining easily, her voice displaying what she had become: a puppy-girl. Now, weeks later, the barks come without thought.

The Trainer’s lips curl in the faintest approximation of a smile today. “Good afternoon, pet,” he says, setting down the bowls and approaching her cage. “You’re especially enthusiastic today.”

Princess continues barking until he stands directly before her cage. Her tail—a recent addition to her training outfit, attached to a plug inserted into her rear — swings behind her, the movement sending small jolts of sensation through her body.

The Trainer unlocks her cage, swinging the door wide. “Come,” he commands.

She crawls out quickly. The awkwardness of the paw-mitts is gone; her body has adapted to this new way of moving, finding grace in what once felt unnatural. Her knees have toughened and no longer ache. Even her muscles have strengthened, allowing her to maintain positions for hours without trembling.

“Place,” he says, and she moves immediately to the rubber mat in the center of the room. She assumes the position—back straight, knees spread wide, paw-mitts planted firmly on the mat’s surface. Her chin lifts, eyes downcast, presenting herself for inspection.

The Trainer circles her once, twice, checking her posture with critical eyes. He makes no corrections; her form is perfect.

“Good girl,” he says, and the praise sends a warm pulse between her legs. Her training has created this connection, this response to his approval, and her instant arousal is no longer shameful but expected, a normal part of her daily existence. Her breathing quickens slightly.

The Trainer stands before her, hands clasped behind his back. “I think you're ready for a new command, and it is an important one all puppy-girls should know,” he explains. “I’m sure a little horny doggy like you will spend a lot of time in this position so we will practice it now.”

Princess feels a familiar mixture of anticipation and dread. What else could he teach her? Yet her body responds with excitement, with eagerness to please, to earn the rewards that come with perfect obedience.

A small part of her—the part that still remembers being Vanessa, that used to plot revenge in the quiet moments between training sessions—watches with detached horror as her body prepares itself for this next degradation. That voice grows fainter with each passing day, drowned out by the louder, more immediate voice that craves approval, release, and pleasure.

“The ‘Present’ command requires precise positioning,” the Trainer explains, his voice maintaining that familiar clinical tone. “When your master or anyone commands ‘Present,’ you will immediately lower your head to the floor, cheek pressed against the surface, while keeping your ass raised high and your knees spread as wide as possible.”

He demonstrates with his hands, showing the expected angle of her spine—head down, rear elevated. “Your paws should be extended in front of you, not supporting your weight. The position creates a straight line from your shoulders to your raised ass.”

Princess absorbs the instructions, understanding with sudden clarity just how vulnerable this position will leave her. More exposed than “Place,” more submissive than “Beg,” this new command will display her most intimate parts with nothing hidden, nothing protected. The realization sends a flush of heat through her body, starting at her face and traveling downward to pool between her legs.

“Present,” the Trainer commands, interrupting her thoughts.

Princess blinks, momentarily lost in her internal conflict. The delay is slight—barely a second—but in the precision-oriented world of her training, it’s an eternity. Instantly, the collar activates and delivers a sharp shock, making her muscles seize. The pain is familiar now, but no less effective.

“Distracted?” The Trainer’s voice betrays no emotion, but his thumb hovers over the remote, ready to deliver another correction if needed. “Present. Now.”

This time she moves immediately, lowering her upper body toward the mat. Her execution is clumsy and uncertain. She presses her cheek against the rubber surface but keeps her rear too low; her knees not spread wide enough.

The Trainer sighs softly—not angry, merely inconvenienced by her imperfection. He crouches beside her, hands moving to adjust her position with that same impersonal touch she’s come to know so well. His palm presses firmly between her shoulder blades, pushing her breasts and face more firmly against the mat. His other hand grips her hip, lifting her ass higher into the air.

“Knees wider,” he instructs, tapping the inside of her thigh with his foot. “As wide as possible.”

Princess complies, spreading her knees until the stretch burns in her inner thighs. The position leaves her completely exposed—her sex and anus fully visible and accessible from behind, which is the point. She knows why she is being trained in this position, and the excitement is showing on her thighs. It’s been so long since she was fucked.

“Arms extended forward,” the Trainer continues, moving her paw-mitts until they stretch out in front of her head, no longer supporting any of her weight. “Your weight should be balanced between your knees and your chest/face.”

The position feels precarious, unnatural. Her back arches sharply to keep her ass elevated while her face presses against the mat. She feels obscenely displayed.

“This position is for inspection and use,” the Trainer explains matter-of-factly, circling her to view the position from all angles. “Your master may want to examine his pet or use her holes whenever he pleases. The position provides complete access and visibility.”

He crouches behind her, and she feels his fingers brush against her exposed folds. “See how accessible everything is? Your master can easily check if his pet is clean, healthy, and ready to be mounted.” His fingers apply gentle pressure to her labia, spreading them slightly. “Doggy style might be the only way he chooses to take you. After all, a bitch doesn’t require the intimacy of face-to-face contact. With its head down and ass elevated, this is the position that suits its purpose best. A puppy-girl is merely a toy for its owner to use, an object to be enjoyed and then set aside when he’s finished.”

Princess whimpers softly, the sound involuntary. His words enforce her place and humble her. It shouldn’t turn her on, but her body responds regardless, growing wetter.

“Good,” he says, removing his hand. “Release. Place.”

She returns to the familiar “Place” position, grateful for the relative dignity it provides compared to “Present,” though her knees remain spread wide, her sex still visible.

“Beg,” the Trainer commands.

Princess lifts her paw-mitts to shoulder height, keeping her back straight, breasts thrust forward, knees spread. Her gaze lowered submissively.

“Heel.”

She moves to his side, sitting up on her knees beside his leg, back straight, head level.

“Present.”

Back to the mat, face down, ass up, completely exposed.

For hours, the commands continued in random order, forcing her to transition between positions without hesitation. “Place.” “Heel.” “Beg.” “Present.” “Heel.” “Present.” “Place.” “Beg.”

The Trainer’s voice becomes the center of her world, his commands the only reality that matters until she no longer thinks about how to assume each position; her body simply responds to the command, moving into place before her mind fully registers what’s happening.

“Heel” sends her immediately to the Trainer’s side. “Place” puts her on the mat in perfect form. “Beg” lifts her paws and tilts her chest forward without conscious thought. “Present” drops her face to the mat and raises her ass high, exposing everything.

Her muscles burn with exertion, but she maintains each position until released. The constant exposure, the vulnerability of “Present” in particular, keeps her in a state of low-grade arousal that never peaks but never fully subsides.

“Faster,” the Trainer says as the fourth hour begins. “Your master won’t want to wait while you think about commands. You don’t have to think. Be mindless and obedient. He’ll expect it.”

Princess responds with increasing speed, her transitions becoming nearly instantaneous as she empties all thought. “Heel.” “Present.” “Place.” “Beg.” “Present.” “Heel.” Her body flies between positions, no longer requiring conscious direction from her mind.

The Trainer watches with professional satisfaction, noting her progress without praise or criticism. He simply observes, commands, and occasionally corrects minor errors with a touch or a brief shock from the collar.

By the end, Princess exists in a state of exhausted compliance. Her mind has quieted, thoughts replaced by a fog of sensation and response. There is only the command and the movement; nothing else matters.

“Your only want and desire from now on is to please your master and whoever he lets use your holes,” the Trainer states as the drilling finally slows. His voice cuts through the haze of her exhaustion, the words landing with heavy significance. “You exist for his pleasure and convenience. Your body is his property to enjoy and share as he sees fit.”

Princess kneels in “Place” position, absorbing his words. Weeks ago, such statements would have ignited rebellion in her heart. Now, they wash over her like warm water, neither fully accepted nor actively rejected. Her conditioning has created space for such ideas to take root, soil prepared by pleasure and pain, reward and punishment.

The Trainer studies her for a long moment, noting the glazed look in her eyes, the steady rise and fall of her chest, the slick evidence of arousal between her spread legs. He nods once, apparently satisfied with what he sees.

“I think it’s time to test that out now,” he says, his hand moving to his belt.

The Trainer steps closer, his pants open now, revealing the hard outline of his erection beneath his underwear. His face remains expressionless as he pulls down the fabric, freeing his cock. It juts forward, thick and rigid, the head already glistening with pre-cum.

Princess stares, transfixed. Until this moment, the Trainer has touched her, positioned her, and made her cum on his fingers, but he has never exposed himself, never indicated that her training would include servicing him sexually. The realization sends a pulse of arousal that makes her sex clench with need.

“Lick my cock, puppy,” he orders, his voice unchanged despite his arousal—the same flat, instructional tone he uses for all commands.

Princess hesitates only briefly before leaning forward. Her mind races with conflicting thoughts: Vanessa would never do this, would never service a man on command like some cheap whore. Yet Princess, the pet, conditioned by weeks of training, responds without question. She opens her mouth, preparing to wrap her lips around his shaft.

“No!” The Trainer’s sharp gesture stops her, his hand moving to the remote at his belt. “That’s not how bitches pleasure cock. Bitches use their tongues only. No sucking.”

She blinks, processing this new restriction. Even in this act, she is not permitted human behavior. She must perform like an animal, limited to lapping and licking. The deliberate restriction drives home her status even more.

She adjusts her approach, extending her tongue to taste him. The first contact sends a shiver through her—the salt-musk flavor unfamiliar yet not entirely unpleasant. She drags her tongue along the underside of his shaft in a long, slow lick from base to tip.

“Good girl,” the Trainer says, and the praise sends that familiar warm pulse through her body; the conditioned response to his approval makes her lick faster.

She continues licking, covering every inch of his cock with broad strokes of her tongue. She traces the ridge where the head meets the shaft, circles the tip, laps at the pre-cum gathering there. His cock twitches against her tongue, a visible pulse of excitement that contradicts his still-impassive expression.

The position is awkward—maintaining “Place” while leaning forward to reach him—but she manages, adapting her posture without breaking form.

“That’s it,” the Trainer murmurs, watching her work. “Show me what an eager puppy you are.”

Princess increases her pace, her tongue moving faster, more enthusiastically. A part of her mind, a tiny part that still struggles with her conditioning, watches with detached horror as she services this man who has spent weeks degrading her. That part grows more distant with each lick, with each new humiliation that her body accepts, even welcomes. It is almost snuffed out completely.

She feels herself growing wetter, her arousal building as she laps at his cock. The connection between degradation and pleasure has been carefully constructed through weeks of conditioning—punishment for resistance, reward for compliance—until her body responds automatically to her own debasement.

“Now open wide and keep it open,” the Trainer commands suddenly, his tone sharp with new urgency.

Princess opens her mouth, uncertain what he expects. Before she can process his intent, his hand tangles in her cropped hair, gripping the short strands tightly enough to sting. With his other hand, he guided his cock between her lips.

Without warning, he thrusts forward, pushing deep into her mouth. The sudden intrusion makes her gag, eyes watering as his cock hits the back of her throat. She struggles to accommodate him, to breathe around the thick shaft filling her mouth.

“Don’t you dare move, bitch.” He grunts. The blunt head pushes brutally past her tongue and into her throat. Princess gags, the muscles spasming in panic, but the hand in her hair tightens, holding her face in place. His manly scent floods her nose, and she fights the urge to jerk back, managing only a helpless whine that vibrates along the shaft jammed in her mouth.

“Get used to choking on cock,” the Trainer says, his voice low and steady above her. “Even if you are struggling, you need to remain in position. Your comfort is not important.”

She tries to remember the trick—relax, breathe through your nose, don’t panic—but her throat convulses around him, wet and hot and desperate for air. Her eyes water instantly, the tears spilling down her cheeks in thick, humiliating tracks. The hand at her scalp doesn’t relent, holding her head where he wants it.

She fights the urge to panic, forcing her body to obey, to let go. She focuses on the sensation of the cock in her mouth, the heat of it, the taste and the salty tang at the tip, drawing in air through her nose, slow and careful, and feels her throat open around him. The next thrust pushes him all the way in, the head forcing past the tight muscles at the back of her mouth. Her nose flattens to his pubic bone, coarse hair prickling her skin, the scent of his sweat and soap overwhelming her.

“That’s better,” he grunts, his voice finally betraying emotion—pleasure, satisfaction, and a hint of cruelty. “All the way down, just like that. Good bitch.”

He begins to pump, using her mouth with quick, forceful thrusts. His hand in her hair holds her head immobile, preventing her from pulling back. Her only option is to submit, to open her throat and accept him.

The forceful way he uses her—the complete control, the utter disregard for her comfort—sends a shock of sensation straight to her core. Surprisingly, she feels herself approaching climax. The mere act of being used so callously, treated as nothing more than a receptacle for his pleasure is going to make her orgasm.

She moans around his cock, the vibration making him thrust harder. The sound is partly distress from her gag reflex fighting the invasion, and partly pleasure as the heat builds between her legs. Her hips rock slightly, involuntarily, seeking friction that isn’t there.

The pressure builds impossibly fast, a tidal wave she cannot stop. When it crests, the orgasm is intense and overwhelming. Her body shakes with pleasure even as she struggles to breathe around his intrusion, her pussy clenching rhythmically around nothing, wetness dripping beneath her on the mat. She cums from the pure degradation of being used like an object, and surrenders the last shred of resistance that was slowly dying inside her. There is no going back now.

The Trainer notices her climax, his rhythm faltering momentarily as he registers her response. “Did you just cum from having your face fucked?” he asks, something like satisfaction coloring his voice. “What a perfect little bitch you’ve become.”

His thrusts grow more erratic, his breathing heavier. With a sudden groan, he pushed deep, holding himself against the back of her throat as his cock pulsed. Hot, salty fluid fills her mouth, spilling down her throat, threatening to choke her.

“Swallow it all,” he commands, still buried in her mouth. “Don’t waste a drop of seed. I was nice enough to reward you with it.”

Tears streak down her cheeks as she swallows around his cock, the thick fluid coating her tongue and throat. Some escapes the corners of her mouth despite her efforts, trailing down her chin.

The Trainer holds himself there for a long moment, making sure she takes every drop, before finally withdrawing. His cock slides from between her lips, leaving them swollen and red. Princess gasps for air, her chest heaving.

“Good pet, now lick me clean,” he says. Princess obeys, lapping with long, deliberate strokes, chasing every drop, tongue flattening against the sensitive head, then exploring the under-ridge, the shaft, the base. Her mind fixates on the Trainer’s approval above all else, as her body still vibrates with aftershocks. It has her thighs trembling, her breath coming fast through her nose as she works, but she doesn’t stop until the Trainer pushes her head gently away, the motion dismissive but final.

The Trainer tucks himself away and zips his pants. He reaches down to pat her head approvingly, fingers threading through her cropped hair in that familiar gesture that brings her comfort, knowing she pleased him.

His other hand grips her collar firmly, guiding her off the mat. “Go to your crate,” he commands simply, leading her across the concrete floor.

Princess crawls beside him, her mind hazy from her orgasm, and her body heavy with fatigue. Her mouth tastes of him—salt and musk and bitterness. When they reach the cage, she crawls inside without hesitation, turning to face the door as it closes and locks.

The Trainer studies her through the bars, his expression unreadable. “I think you’ll soon be ready to return home to your master.”

As the door closes behind the Trainer, Princess curls into the back corner of her cage, her body still humming with residual pleasure.


Chapter Sixteen

“Heel,” he says, his voice carrying the same calm authority it always does every morning when he arrives.

She crawls from her cage eagerly, greeting him with quick barks and whines. He turns and walks toward the door, and Princess follows, staying close to his right leg as she’s been trained to do. He leads her down a new hallway this time until they come to a door. Only once they are at the door does she realize she followed him the entire way without a leash.

The missing connection between them leaves her feeling strangely adrift and unsure. The door opens, and cool morning air rushes in, carrying scents of grass and dew and distant trees.

The Trainer steps outside, but Princess pauses at the threshold, her eyes adjusting to the soft light of early morning. He walks several feet and stops, turning to watch her. The distance between them grows, and Princess feels a flutter of anxiety in her chest. This is new. There are no walls surrounding the grassy expanse, only tall trees and bushes. This is the closest to freedom she has had since her arrival, but with it comes panic instead of relief. The absence of clear direction makes her heart beat faster.

She ventures forward slowly, the damp grass cool against her knees and mitted hands. Suddenly the open space of the yard feels vast and threatening, and her eyes dart from the Trainer to the corners of the yard and back again, seeking structure and guidance.

The Trainer merely watches, his face impassive, arms crossed over his chest. He’s evaluating her, she realizes. This is a test.

A small, frightened whine escapes her throat. She crawls faster toward him, closing the gap between them. When she reaches his side, relief washes through her, and she presses her flank against his leg like a nervous dog, seeking contact, reassurance, and the security of his presence.

His hand descends to the top of her head, fingers threading through her cropped hair. The touch is brief but steadying.

“Go potty,” he commands, gesturing toward a patch of grass several feet away.

Princess hesitates. She feels uncertain. How far is she allowed to go? The yard suddenly seems full of invisible boundaries, and she doesn’t want to be punished.

The Trainer waits, patient and still. His eyes never leave her, measuring her response.

After a moment, she moves toward the patch of grass he indicated. Each foot of distance between them increases her anxiety, and she glances back repeatedly while looking around the yard.

Without the structure of the leash, without being led directly to the spot, it feels different. Without walls to keep her in, she feels… scared. Princess no longer seeks her independence or her freedom. She needs to be told what to do. She keeps her eyes on the Trainer as she relieves herself, seeking confirmation that she’s obeying.

He nods once, almost imperceptibly, and something inside her relaxes. She’s following the rules. She’s being good.

When she finishes, she doesn’t linger. There’s no exploration of the yard, no testing of boundaries or attempts to delay her return. She moves immediately back to the Trainer’s side, settling into the proper heel position beside his right leg. The relief of being near him again is palpable, a physical sensation of rightness that spreads through her chest.

“Good girl, Princess,” he says, his voice carrying a note of approval she’s learned to recognize and crave.

His hand dips into his pocket and emerges with something small between his fingers. A candy. Princess watches it, eyes tracking the movement as he lowers his palm toward her face.

She doesn’t hesitate. Her tongue darts out, lapping the candy from his hand. The sweetness bursts across her tongue, intense and rewarding. She savors it, grateful for this small pleasure granted by his approval.

She shifts into the begging position and looks up at him with pleading eyes, hopeful for another treat.

The Trainer’s lips curve in the faintest suggestion of a smile. “Can’t say no to you when you beg so pretty,” he comments, reaching back into his pocket.

A second candy appears in his palm, and Princess feels a surge of pleasure that has nothing to do with the sweetness of the treat and everything to do with having pleased him. She takes it with her tongue; the sugar dissolves quickly, but the warm glow of his approval lingers much longer.

She remains in the begging position, perfectly still, waiting for his next command. The yard stretches around them, open and unconfined, but Princess has no interest in exploring it. Her world has narrowed to this man, his commands, and the rewards that come with perfect obedience. The leash is gone, but she stays tethered to him by training, by conditioning, and by the desire to please that now defines her existence.

Back inside, Princess follows the Trainer to the familiar corner where her food and water bowls wait on the rubber mat. She settles before the food, lowering her head to the bowl, aware of the Trainer watching her every movement.

The kibble tastes almost good now; her palate adjusted to its bland flavor. She eats, taking small bites and chewing thoroughly. When she finishes the food, she moves to the water bowl, lapping with her tongue rather than trying to drink like a person. These adaptations happened so gradually she barely noticed them forming, but now they feel natural.

“Good girl,” the Trainer says when she sits back on her heels, meal completed. “Time to get clean.”

She follows him to the shower area, crawling at a perfect distance from his right heel. The Trainer removes his jacket and rolls up his sleeves. She watches as he tests the water temperature, adjusting the knobs until steam rises from the spray.

She sits still as the water cascades over her hair and naked body, soaking her completely. The Trainer pumps soap into his palm and begins washing her with efficient, thorough motions.

Princess remains motionless. When his hands cup her breasts, washing them with the same detached attention he gives her arms or legs, she doesn’t feel shame, only arousal. It’s her constant state now. Always horny and begging to please.

When the spray stops, she waits patiently as he retrieves a towel and begins drying her with brisk, efficient strokes.

“There,” he says, finishing with her hair. “All clean.”

She follows him back to the center of the room, where the training mat waits on the concrete floor. The Trainer points to it with a casual gesture. “Place.”

Princess moves instantly, assuming the position. The Trainer circles her once, his eyes appraising her form. He nods, and a subtle sense of satisfaction radiates from him. “Perfect,” he says.

She feels a glow of pleasure at his approval, and her posture straightens slightly, presenting herself even better. The need to please him, to earn his praise, has become as natural as breathing.

“I think you’re almost done with your training,” he tells her, his voice carrying genuine satisfaction. “You’ve done so well.”

Pride swells in her chest at his words. Weeks of discipline, of punishment and reward, of breaking down and rebuilding—all culminating in this moment of approval. Her body responds to his praise with a warmth that spreads through her limbs, making her feel light and complete.

The Trainer kneels beside her. “So I have a surprise for you,” he continues, his voice slightly softer than normal. “Your master is coming to check on you.”

The words hit her like a physical force. Her master. Daniel. Coming here. Princess’s heart pounds suddenly, blood rushing in her ears. She maintains perfect position, but inside, emotions crash together like waves—anxiety, excitement, fear, hope.

She hasn’t seen him in ages, and her memories of him have changed, shifted by the training, by the conditioning that has rewritten her understanding of their relationship. She remembers loving him once, then using him, then hating him for putting her here.

But now... now the hatred is gone, burned away by the Trainer’s patient work over months. In its place is something new—a desire to please, to serve, to show how good she’s become. She wants her husband to see her progress, to be proud of what she’s learned.

Master, she corrects herself mentally, not husband. The distinction feels important. Husband suggests equality, partnership. Master implies ownership, and strangely, the latter no longer frightens her. It feels right, like the proper order of things.

She realizes the Trainer is watching her reaction closely. She whines softly, a small sound conveying her mix of emotions, and his hand comes to rest on her head, a steadying presence.

“He’ll be pleased with your progress,” the Trainer says. “You’re not the same woman he sent here. You’re better now—obedient, loyal, and eager to please.”

Princess absorbs his words like nourishment. Better now. The phrase echoes in her mind, and she finds herself agreeing. The anger that once consumed her, the selfishness that drove her actions, the constant need to control everyone around her—all these poisonous elements have been purged from her system. What remains feels purer, simpler, and more honest.

Her thoughts turn to the coming visit. Will he take her home? The possibility sends a tremor of hope through her body, but also sadness. She has grown fond of her Trainer and will miss him dearly. He’s safe and she can trust him to take care of her, but she knows she will have to go home eventually.

Maybe if she performs perfectly, if she shows her master how completely she’s changed, he might allow her to be more than just his pet. Perhaps he might permit her to be his wife again. A wife who understands her place, who serves rather than demands, who obeys rather than manipulates.

The thought brings warmth to her chest. Princess remains in perfect position on the mat, but inside, determination builds. When her master comes, she will show him everything she’s learned. Every command, every position, every obedience will be flawless. She will show her worth, her training, and her complete acceptance of her new role.

She will make him and the Trainer proud, and perhaps, in doing so, she will finally find the peace that has eluded her all her life—the peace that comes with knowing exactly who and what she is, and accepting it completely.


Chapter Seventeen

Princess stirs in her crate when she hears footsteps. Her ears have grown more sensitive during her training, attuned to the specific cadence of approaching footsteps. The Trainer’s familiar stride mingles with another—heavier, and slightly uneven. A whine forms in her throat, unbidden, as anticipation and anxiety collide in her chest.

The door swings open, and two silhouettes materialize in the doorway. The Trainer enters first, his posture straight and professional as always. Behind him follows Daniel, her husband—no, her master—his face coming into focus as he steps into the room.

Daniel looks different somehow. His shoulders seem broader, his stance more confident than she remembers. His eyes, once soft when they looked at her, now hold something new—a gleam of ownership. He wears dark jeans and a crisp button-down shirt, dressed casually.

“Hello, Princess,” Daniel says, a smirk playing at the corner of his mouth.

The greeting triggers her training instantly. Her body responds, throat opening to release a series of enthusiastic barks. “Ruff! Ruff! Ruff!” The sounds echo against the concrete walls, sharp and urgent. Princess bounces slightly on her knees within the confines of her cage, playing her role perfectly—the excited pet greeting her beloved master.

Daniel laughs, the sound rich and genuine. His eyes crinkle at the corners, and for a fleeting moment, she glimpses the man she married beneath the master he’s become. The familiar sound of his laughter stirs something deep inside her—a warmth for him she thought had died during her first days of training.

“You did well,” Daniel says, turning to the Trainer with raised eyebrows. “The cheating bitch is really acting like a bitch. Good job.”

The words should sting, should ignite that ember of rebellion that once burned so fiercely inside her. Instead, they wash over her like warm water. The conditioning has created space for such degradation.

The Trainer nods, his face revealing the barest hint of professional pride. “Thank you. Princess has been an excellent student. Her progress has exceeded expectations.”

The key jingles as the Trainer approaches her cage, metal scraping against metal as he unlocks the door.

“Come,” the Trainer commands, his voice carrying that tone of calm authority that has become the center of her world these past weeks.

She doesn’t hesitate. She crawls forward on all fours; her padded hands make soft thumping sounds against the concrete as she emerges from her cage, her heavy tits swinging underneath her.

The Trainer steps aside, giving Daniel an unobstructed view of his pet. Princess feels her master’s gaze traveling over her body, taking in the changes—the toned muscles from weeks of crawling, the sleek efficiency of her movements, and the automatic lowering of her eyes in deference.

Her knees no longer ache against the hard floor; calluses have formed where she bears her weight. The buttplug tail attached to her rear sways slightly with her movements, the sensation of fullness now a constant companion.

Princess’s eyes dart between her husband and the Trainer, caught between two people that are clearly above her status.

Her heart beats faster beneath her ribs as she reads the approval in Daniel’s eyes. The need to please him surges through her bloodstream, stronger than she expected. She sits perfectly at the Trainer’s feet, waiting on his command.

Daniel crouches down, bringing himself closer to her level. From this angle, she can smell his cologne. “Look at you,” Daniel says softly, his voice tinged with wonder. “You really are different.”

Princess whines softly in response, the sound conveying what words cannot—recognition, submission, a desire for approval.

Her purpose is simple: please her master, obey commands, earn rewards. The complexity of human relationships, the tangle of emotions and expectations that defined her former life—all have been stripped away.

As Daniel straightens, towering above her once more, Princess remains perfectly still, waiting. Is Daniel pleased with what he sees? Will he take her home? Will she be worthy of him now?

The questions spiral through her mind, but her body betrays none of this internal tumult. She is still, attentive, ready—a perfectly trained pet awaiting instruction.

“I think you will be very pleased. Watch how well she behaves,” the Trainer says, his voice carrying that note of professional pride. Daniel nods, a half-smile playing at his lips as he watches her, eyes dark with anticipation. Princess remains perfectly still, her heart racing beneath her ribs. This is her moment to prove herself, to show her master everything she’s learned.

“Place!” the Trainer commands sharply, the word cracking through the air like a whip.

Princess moves instantly, without hesitation or thought. Her body flows across the concrete floor to the rubber training mat. She positions herself exactly as she’s been taught—knees spread wide, the cool air kissing the exposed flesh between her thighs; paws flat on the ground, shoulder-width apart; back straight, tits pressed forward; head up, eyes lowered submissively.

Her breathing remains steady, controlled, even as awareness of Daniel’s gaze heats her skin from the inside out.

Daniel circles her slowly. He studies her from every angle, taking in the results of the intensive training. Princess feels his eyes lingering on the spread of her knees, and the visible slickness beginning to gather between her legs. A flush of pleasure shoots through her system—the joy of being admired for her perfect form.

“Impressive,” Daniel murmurs, completing his circuit. He stands before her now, his shoes entering her lowered field of vision.

The Trainer nods, acknowledging the compliment. “Princess has taken exceptionally well to her training. The positions become more natural with practice.”

“What else can the bitch do?”

“Heel,” the Trainer says next, his tone unchanged.

Princess transitions immediately, moving from the mat to the Trainer’s side in one smooth motion. She positions herself beside his right leg, sitting up straight on her knees, head level with his thigh, exactly where she belongs.

From this position, she can see Daniel more clearly. His eyes widened slightly, impressed by the speed and precision of her movement. Something in his expression has shifted—a deeper appreciation for what the Trainer has accomplished.

“Beg,” comes the next command.

Princess lifts her paw-mitts to shoulder height, elbows bent at precisely the correct angle. Her back arches slightly, thrusting her breasts forward, nipples hardening in the cool air. Her knees spread even wider than in the place position, exposing her sex completely. She lifts her chin while keeping her eyes downcast in the perfect picture of supplication.

A familiar warmth builds between her legs as she holds the position. Every perfect execution of a command sends pulses of pleasure through her body. She feels herself growing wetter by the mere act of obeying.

Daniel notices, his eyes darkening as they drop to the glistening evidence of her arousal. “She really gets off on following commands,” he observes, voice lower than before.

“Yes,” the Trainer confirms. “We’ve established a neurological connection between obedience and pleasure. It reinforces the training extremely effectively.”

“Present,” the Trainer commands, and she responds without hesitation.

She lowers her upper body to the floor, pressing her cheek against the cold surface, keeping her ass raised and knees spread. The position is the most vulnerable of all—everything exposed, available, on display. The buttplug tail juts from between her cheeks, a constant reminder of her pet status.

In this position, she can’t see Daniel’s face, can only hear his sharp intake of breath. The sound sends another pulse of arousal through her core, her body responding to the knowledge that she’s pleasing her master with her perfect obedience. Her sex clenches around nothing, empty and aching with need.

“Wow. You really turned her into a trained bitch,” Daniel says, his voice a mixture of awe and satisfaction. “And look at how soaked her pussy is the more you command her. This is great.”

Princess feels another rush of wetness at his words, for both men to see. The humiliation of being discussed like an object, like a pet, no longer stings as it once did. Instead, it feeds into the cycle of arousal and submission that has become her new reality.

“Release. Heel,” the Trainer commands, and Princess moves back to his side, assuming the proper position once more.

The Trainer’s expression remains professionally neutral, but satisfaction radiates from his stance. She did well.

“That is what the Correction Company is for. We always make sure the customer is satisfied.”

Princess kneels beside the Trainer, perfectly still despite the throbbing need between her legs. Her training has taught her to control her body’s responses. Her pleasure is not important.

She has performed flawlessly. The proof is in Daniel’s eyes, in the flush spreading across his cheeks, in the way cock hardens inside his pants.

She has become what he wanted—a perfectly trained pet, responsive and obedient. And she wants it too. A sense of peace fills her. Her true purpose is fulfilled. She exists to please her master, and today she has succeeded.

Daniel watches Princess hold the begging position. Her muscles don’t tremble despite the strain of maintaining the pose—weeks of training have built both strength and endurance. This is even better than what he expected. “How much longer do you think before I can take her home and show her off?” he asks, his voice casual, as if discussing when to pick up a piece of furniture rather than a person.

The Trainer maintains his businesslike demeanor, hands clasped behind his back. “Her training is complete, but there are still the modifications to be done,” the Trainer explains, his tone matter-of-fact.

The word “modifications” sends ripples of alarm through her system, causing her eyes to widen slightly, the only external sign of distress. Modifications? What could that mean? Her training has already transformed her behavior, her responses, her very identity—what else could they possibly want to change?

Despite her surprise, she maintained her position perfectly. The conditioning runs too deep now for shock to disrupt her physical performance. Even as questions spiral through her mind, her body remains still.

“What type of modification?” Daniel asks, almost as if reading her mind. His voice carries genuine curiosity, his head tilting slightly as he regards the Trainer.

Princess silently thanks her husband for asking what she cannot voice. She strains to listen while keeping her expression neutral, her posture perfect.

The Trainer’s voice remains calm and professional. “It will all be in the paperwork, and I will go over it with you before you leave. Some are mandatory and all Correction Company assets must have them done for security reasons, but those are minor.”

“The others are discussed and then chosen by the owner. You can pick as many as you like or none. She is your pet, and you are paying the bill so the final decision is yours, but I will strongly recommend a few of them that will have positive impacts on your pet’s quality of life going forward and make it easier to keep her healthy and at top performance.”

Princess’s imagination races through possibilities. The tremor in her body is so slight that neither man notices, both focused on the conversation rather than her.

Daniel nods thoughtfully, his expression contemplative as he processes this new information. His eyes drift over Princess’s form again, but now his gaze feels different—assessing, calculating, considering options and potential changes.

“I hadn’t considered modifications,” he admits, rubbing his chin.

“We’ll discuss the details privately,” the Trainer says with a slight nod. “Each pet’s needs are different, but your preferences as the owner are paramount.”

“Depending on what you choose, it could take a few weeks before she will be ready for pickup,” the Trainer continues.

“Come,” the Trainer says, gesturing toward the door. “I will show you how to care for your new puppy and then you can play with her for as long as you want before we discuss the rest.”

Princess remains in position, waiting for the release command that doesn’t come. The Trainer has deliberately left her in a begging pose—a demonstration of her training, her ability to maintain position indefinitely until released.

“Release,” the Trainer finally says, turning back to her. “Heel.”

She drops her arms with relief, muscles finally relaxing as she crawls to the Trainer’s side. The fluid movement draws an appreciative nod from Daniel, who follows them toward the door.

“Your pet requires specific care to maintain her training,” the Trainer explains as they walk. “Diet, exercise, discipline, reward systems—all must be consistent with what she’s learned here. Break the routine, and you risk undoing our work.”

“Can you give me an example of how to prevent that?” Daniel asks.

The Trainer answers without hesitation, as if reciting from a manual written in his brain. “Consistency is key. Here, Princess is kenneled at night. That is preferred and recommended if you leave the house. Her crate represents safety and the end of her day. At home, some owners transition their pets to a dog bed instead. Either is acceptable, provided the boundaries are clear and enforced. If you wish her to sleep in your bedroom, that is permissible, but you must dictate whether she sleeps in her crate, on a dog bed, or—if you desire her closer—on your bed, but only at your feet and atop the covers. She should never share the sheets or pillows. Allowing it can cause confusion, which can lead to behavioral regression.”

Daniel nods, absorbing the information. “I understand.”

Princess crawls beside them, keeping perfect pace with the Trainer’s stride. As they leave the training room, Princess’s heart races with determination. She will be everything Daniel wants and show him how completely she’s changed. She will make him proud to own her.


Chapter Eighteen

The Trainer’s hand falls to Princess’s collar, fingers hooking through the metal loop where a leash would normally attach. “Heel,” he says, the familiar command sending a pulse of obedience through her body. She crawls forward on all fours, matching his pace perfectly as they leave the training room. Daniel follows behind, his footsteps echoing against the concrete floor. She can feel his eyes on her back, studying the sway of her buttplug tail, the curve of her spine, the fluid movement she’s mastered.

“She is trained to only use the bathroom outside now so make sure you have space for her big enough to do that as well as exercise,” the Trainer explains, his voice carrying that same professional detachment that has defined Princess’s time here. “Bitches need regular bathroom breaks and opportunities to stretch their limbs. I recommend at least three potty breaks daily and one extended exercise period.”

Daniel’s laugh is soft, appreciative. “That won’t be a problem on the days I work from home. We have a large backyard with privacy fencing. The neighbors won’t see a thing, but I have to go into the office at least once or twice a week and don’t want any mess in the house.”

The Trainer answers with brisk efficiency, never pausing his stride. “She is conditioned to hold it for long periods. Eight to ten hours is standard, but with scheduled reinforcement she can manage more if necessary. For situations beyond that, you can train her to use a puppy pad, though I recommend against it unless absolutely required. The plug helps prevent accidents, especially when you aren’t present to supervise. She has not once soiled her crate, not even during the adaptation phase.”

“I’ll see how it goes and decide.” Daniel says.

They approach a door at the end of the hallway, sunlight spilling through a narrow window. The Trainer swipes his keycard, and cool morning air rushes in as the door opens. Princess hesitates for just a moment before following him outside. A breeze stirs the short hairs at the nape of her neck and stiffens her nipples.

“Go potty, Princess,” the Trainer commands. “Show your master what a good girl you are!”

She doesn’t hesitate. They have erased any resistance to this humiliation, even in front of someone else. Princess crawls forward, her paw-mitts pressing against the cool grass as she finds an appropriate spot several feet away from the men.

She positions herself carefully, thighs spread wide, balancing on her knees and mitted hands. The posture is degrading, deliberate in its exposure, and she feels Daniel’s gaze hot against her skin. His eyes fixated on her most intimate parts.

The warm stream hits the grass beneath her with a soft hissing sound that seems unnaturally loud in the quiet yard. Princess keeps her eyes lowered, focused on the darkening patch of grass between her spread knees.

Daniel’s laugh breaks the silence, bright and delighted. “Would you look at that,” he says, voice filled with wonder. “The woman who once spent two hours getting ready for dinner now pisses outside on command.”

“Excellent. Good bitch,” Daniel praises, his voice carrying a new authority that was absent in their marriage. The tone is deeper, more confident than she remembers, as if her submission has granted him permission to step fully into his dominance.

The praise sends a familiar pulse between her legs. Princess feels herself growing wet despite the mundane nature of the task she’s performed.

When she finishes, she remains in position, waiting for instructions. The Trainer approaches with a small cloth in his hand, wiping her clean. Daniel watches the procedure with undisguised interest, his eyes darkening as the Trainer’s hand moves between Princess’s legs.

“Always clean your pet after elimination,” the Trainer instructs, demonstrating the proper technique. “Hygiene is essential, especially for a house-trained animal to prevent mess and illness, but should she become ill, you must book an appointment with our vet here, and I will warn you, the bill can be steep depending on what is needed.”

“I’ll remember that,” Daniel says, his voice slightly husky. His gaze hasn’t left Princess’s exposed body, taking in the changes—the lean muscles developed through weeks of crawling, the docile acceptance in her eyes, the way her body responds to simple words of praise.

“Come, heel,” the Trainer commands, and Princess moves immediately to his side, assuming the proper position. The sun warms her back as they walk back toward the building, her knees and hands leaving slight impressions in the soft grass. She keeps perfect pace with the Trainer’s stride, her movements smooth and confident.

Daniel falls into step beside them, occasionally reaching down to stroke Princess’s cropped hair. Each touch sends small shivers down her spine, awakening nerve endings that have grown sensitive to any form of attention. Her body has become an instrument fine-tuned to respond to these simple gestures—a pet receiving affection, grateful for the smallest acknowledgment from its owners.

Back inside, the corridor feels cold after the brief taste of sunshine. “Bathing is an essential part of pet maintenance,” the Trainer explains to Daniel as he guides her into the wash stall. “Daily cleaning is important. Especially her cunt and ass.”

Daniel nods, leaning against the wall with his arms crossed, watching intently. Princess remains at the Trainer’s heel, waiting for instruction. The familiar anticipation of warm water against her skin stirs within her—another small pleasure in her carefully regulated existence.

“Stay,” the Trainer commands, pointing to the center of the tiled area. The Trainer moves to a control panel on the wall. “The temperature should be warm, but not too comfortable for the pet,” he explains to Daniel. “They don’t need luxury. Also, a cold wash with a hose in the backyard can be an excellent punishment if she misbehaves.”

She no longer feels the burning shame that accompanied these early bathing sessions—the humiliation of being washed like an animal, handled like an object.

The Trainer’s hands move methodically down her body, over her shoulders, across her back. Daniel steps closer, his eyes fixed on the Trainer’s hands as they move over Princess’s body. His breathing has changed slightly—deeper, more measured.

“Turn,” the Trainer commands, and Princess rotates on her knees, presenting her back to him once more.

His hands slide down her spine, over the curve of her buttocks, deftly cleaning around the base of her tail. The plugged sensation has become so familiar that she barely notices it anymore—just another constant reminder of her pet status.

“The tail should be removed daily for cleaning, to make waste or if you just want to fuck that hole. Then reinserted right after,” the Trainer explains, demonstrating by gently rotating the base of the plug. Princess’s breath catches slightly at the sensation.

The Trainer’s hands move lower, between her legs, fingers parting her folds. Princess whimpers but remains perfectly still as he cleans her most intimate areas.

“You may notice increased lubrication because of the conditioning. This is normal and indicates a healthy physical response to training.”

Daniel makes a small sound in the back of his throat—something between appreciation and hunger. “Amazing,” he murmurs. “She would have slapped me if I even touched her if she wasn’t in the mood.”

The Trainer nods, continuing his work. “The pet’s previous personality and preferences became irrelevant as the training progressed. What remains now is a willing and eager pet at all times.”

They talk about her as if she isn’t present, as if she’s merely an object being described rather than a person.

When the bathing is complete, the Trainer shuts off the water and retrieves a towel. “Come,” the Trainer says when she’s fully dry. “Time for your meal.”

Princess follows him across the training area to where two metal bowls sit on the floor beside a rubber mat. She yips excitedly; the sound bursting from her throat without thought. The barks echo in the concrete room, sharp and eager. She bounces slightly on her hands and knees in a perfect mimicry of canine excitement.

“As you can see, meal times have become a positive association,” the Trainer explains.

Daniel watches with undisguised delight as Princess crawls eagerly to the bowls. “Look at that,” he says, shaking his head in wonder. “The snotty bitch would never be caught dead eating anything that wasn’t prepared by a five-star chef. Now look how far she has fallen. I fucking love it.”

His voice is filled with satisfaction, with vindication. Princess hears the words, understands their cruelty, yet finds herself unmoved by them. What matters now is the food before her.

She lowers her head to the bowl, tongue extending to lap at the kibble. She eats methodically, aware of both men watching her, taking small bites and chewing thoroughly before swallowing.

“The specialized diet contains all necessary nutrients, with calories carefully measured to maintain optimal weight,” the Trainer says.

Daniel chuckles, watching Princess eat from her bowl on the floor. “She looks happy enough with it. Almost eager.”

“The pet’s happiness is tied to routine and clear expectations,” the Trainer responds. “Food, exercise, praise, sleep—when these needs are met consistently, you’ll find she’s quite content.”

After Princess finishes eating, the Trainer points to the rubber mat in the center of the room. “Place,” he commands, and she moves immediately into position.

The Trainer nods approvingly before turning to Daniel. “I have some paperwork to get ready for Princess’ release, the standard modifications, and completing her take-home forms,” he explains. “I’ll leave you to spend some time with her, but stick to the commands she knows. If you want to add more when she fully recognizes you as her master, that’s fine, but I don’t want to confuse her at this stage. Please put her in her crate when you’re done.” His instructions are delivered with professional detachment, as if handing over the keys to a newly serviced vehicle.

Daniel nods, his eyes never leaving Princess’s kneeling form. “How long will you be?”

“Twenty minutes, perhaps thirty,” the Trainer replies. “Feel free to test her training, but remember—consistency is essential, and don’t hesitate to use the collar if she shows any resistance, though I doubt that will be necessary at this stage.” He hands Daniel the remote.

The Trainer’s footsteps fade down the corridor, the heavy door closing behind him with a metallic click that echoes through the concrete room. For the first time, Princess is alone with her husband—no, her master. The distinction feels important now, fundamental to her new reality.

Daniel circles her slowly, his shoes coming into her downcast field of vision with each pass. She remains perfectly still, maintaining “place” position as she’s been trained. Her breathing remains steady despite the tension radiating from him—a palpable energy that fills the space between them.

“God! I should have done this years ago,” Daniel says finally, his voice soft with wonder. His smile falters momentarily, a shadow crossing his features. “All those nights I lay awake wondering where you were, who you were with. The receipts I found, the text messages.” He laughs, the sound lacking humor. “And now look at you.”

Princess remains motionless, absorbing his words without visible reaction. The mentions of her infidelities land like distant echoes, stories about someone else entirely. That woman—selfish, cruel, unfaithful—feels increasingly foreign to her, a half-remembered character from a book read long ago.

She whines softly in response; the sound conveying what words cannot—recognition, submission, a desire to please that overrides her former selfishness. Daniel regards her for a long moment, his expression unreadable.

“Heel,” he commands suddenly, testing the word in his mouth as if trying on new clothes.

Princess responds instantly, crawling to his side and sitting up on her knees beside his leg. She positions herself exactly as she’s been trained. Daniel’s fingers thread through her shorn hair, nails scraping lightly against her scalp. The touch sends small shivers down her spine.

“It’s amazing,” he murmurs, his voice tinged with awe. “You really are different. The look in your eyes... you’re actually happy like this, aren’t you? Being told what to do, having every decision made for you.” His fingers continue their gentle exploration of her scalp. “You fought me on everything—what to eat, where to go, how to spend our money — and now you’d probably eat off the floor if I told you to. You already do.”

Princess leans almost imperceptibly into his touch, her body seeking more contact. Daniel notices the subtle movement, and his lips curl into a satisfied smile.

“Present!” he commands sharply, testing her response to his authority.

Without hesitation, Princess turns and lowers her upper body to the floor, pressing her cheek against the cold surface. Her arms extended forward, no longer supporting her weight. Ass in the air, legs spread, and already dripping.

Daniel makes a sound low in his throat—appreciation mingled with desire. She hears the soft rustle of fabric, the metallic rasp of a zipper being lowered. His knees press against the rubber mat behind her, his warmth radiating against her exposed skin.

“No one will ever fuck this cunt again unless I say so!” he declares, his voice rough with emotion and arousal. His hands grasp her hips, fingers digging into the soft flesh with bruising intensity.

He enters her with a single, powerful thrust, burying himself to the hilt. Princess yelps—a high, startled sound that echoes off the concrete walls. The sudden penetration is nearly painful after being empty for so long, but the discomfort fades quickly as her inner muscles relax to accommodate him, and more wetness gathers with surprising speed.

Daniel groans, his grip tightening on her hips. “That’s it,” he growls, beginning a rough, steady rhythm. “Take it, bitch. Show me how well they’ve trained you.”

She lets out a keening sound as heat builds between her legs with shocking speed, pleasure coiling tight in her core. Each thrust pushes her face against the mat, reinforcing her submission, her complete surrender to his will.

“Good puppy cunt,” Daniel pants above her, his movements growing more urgent. “So tight and wet. So fucking obedient.”

The praise sends another surge of pleasure through her system. She moans. Her body responds eagerly, hips lifting slightly to meet his thrusts, inner muscles clenching around him. The pleasure builds inexorably, a rising tide she cannot fight.

“That’s it, Princess,” Daniel growls, noticing her response. “Cum on your master’s cock like the slut you are.”

The crude command, delivered in that new tone of absolute authority, pushed her over the edge. Orgasm crashes through her with unexpected force, her muscles clenching violently around him, back arching as pleasure radiates outward from her core. She cries out—a wordless animal sound of release that seems to satisfy Daniel deeply.

“Fuck yes,” he groans, his rhythm faltering as her inner spasms milk his cock. “Such a good pet.”

His movements grow erratic, powerful thrusts that drive deeper than before. With a final grunt, he pushes hard against her, holding himself deep inside as he pulses, filling her with his seed. The warmth of it spreads through her, another marker of her submission, her status as his property.

For a long moment, they remain connected, both breathing heavily in the quiet room. Then Daniel withdraws; the sudden emptiness makes Princess whimper softly. She hears him standing, rearranging his clothing, the soft zip of his pants being fastened. She remains in position, face pressed to the mat, rear elevated, his semen beginning to trickle down her inner thigh.

“That was...” Daniel paused, searching for words. “Perfect. You’re perfect now.” His voice carries genuine satisfaction, as if a long-held desire has finally been fulfilled.

Princess stays motionless, waiting for permission to move. The training has made this patience automatic—no action without command, no relief without permission. She listens to Daniel’s breathing gradually slow, returning to normal.

“Now go to your crate,” he orders, his voice once again detached and commanding.

She pushes up and crawls across the concrete floor toward her cage, his jizz still dripping from between her legs, marking her path with small, glistening drops. She enters the crate without hesitation, turning to face outward as she’s been trained to do.

Daniel studies as he shuts the door, his expression thoughtful. He seems different now—larger somehow, more substantial, as if her submission has added to his presence. The timid husband she once manipulated so easily has disappeared, replaced by this confident master who knows exactly what he wants and how to take it.

“I’ll see you soon, Princess,” he says. “For once, I’m looking forward to having you home.”

Before leaving, he pauses, turning back to look at her once more. “You know,” he says, almost conversationally, “I used to be afraid you’d leave me. Now I’m the one who decides if you stay or go.” His smile is gentle, but carries an edge of something darker. “Sleep well, Princess. Your new life is just beginning.”

The door closes behind him, leaving Princess alone in her cage. She curls into the familiar position, knees drawn to her chest, paw-mitts tucked under her chin. The scent of sex and Daniel’s cologne lingers on her skin. She closes her eyes, drifting toward sleep with surprising contentment.

The selfish, cheating woman she once was has been reduced to this simple creature—a pet waiting for her master’s return, finding peace in perfect obedience.


Chapter Nineteen

The door swings open, and the Trainer enters, his face impassive as always. “Good morning, Princess. Today is a special day.”

She responds with her customary greeting—three sharp, enthusiastic barks. The Trainer unlocks her cage, swinging the door wide. “Heel,” he commands, and Princess crawls forward, emerging into the cool air of the training room. She positions herself beside his leg, waiting for the next instruction, anticipating their usual morning routine.

Instead, the Trainer clips a leash to her collar for the first time in a while and leads her down the hall to a different door, one she’s never passed through before. Princess hesitates, confusion momentarily overriding her training, but a gentle tug on the leash reminds her of her place.

“Heel,” he says again, and she follows obediently into the room. The walls are stark white, and the air carries a sharp, clean scent that prickles her nose.

The space is brightly lit, all stainless steel and shining surfaces. A large metal table dominates the center, equipped with restraints at various points—thick leather straps dangling ominously from the sides. Around the room, trays of instruments gleamed under the harsh lighting. The air is even colder here, raising goosebumps across her naked skin.

Two figures wait inside—a man in a white coat, his silver hair neatly combed, glasses perched on a thin nose; and a woman in blue scrubs, her hair pulled back so tightly it seems to stretch her features. The nurse’s eyes dip down to Princess’s, and her mouth twists into a brief expression of disgust before smoothing into professional neutrality.

The doctor regards Princess with clinical interest, the way one might study a specimen under glass. “Name?” he asks, his voice crisp and businesslike.

The Trainer says to her, “Let’s get you up on the table.”

She whimpers softly as he places her on the cold metal surface. “Head here,” the Trainer instructs, guiding her neck toward a curved metal restraint at one end of the table.

Princess feels the cold steel encircle her neck, not tight enough to choke but secure enough to prevent any significant movement of her head. A metallic click signals it locking into place.

“This is Princess, and she is ready for release, so she will need the usual, but the owner has also opted for package D,” the Trainer explains, his hand resting lightly on her shoulder in what might be a gesture of reassurance.

The doctor whistles, eyebrows rising above his glasses. “Package D? That’s quite the investment. Your client must be very pleased with the results.”

“He was so pleased with her that he said no price is too much for his new pet. He wants the best,” the Trainer replies, his thumb making small circles against Princess’s shoulder blade.

The words sent an unexpected warmth through her chest. Daniel is pleased with her and thinks she’s worth the expense. The knowledge soothes some of the anxiety bubbling within her, replacing it with a flutter of hope. Perhaps their relationship isn’t as damaged as she thought. Perhaps there’s a path forward to fix their relationship.

The nurse moves around the table, efficiently setting up equipment on a nearby tray. Princess catches glimpses of needles, scalpels, clamps—tools whose purposes she can guess but prefers not to dwell on. The nurse’s movements are precise, professional, but the occasional glance she throws at Princess carries undisguised contempt.

Her muscles tense against the restraint, an instinctive attempt to flee from the nurse who makes her nervous.

The doctor notices her reaction and thinks she must be scared. He smiles thinly. “Don’t worry, Princess. Your master has selected only the best modifications to enhance your life as his pet. When you wake up, you’ll be perfectly designed for your true purpose.”

“Let’s begin then,” he continued, moving to stand behind her head, out of her field of vision.

The Trainer’s face appears above her instead, his familiar features oddly comforting in this sterile, frightening room. “Good girl,” he says softly, his voice carrying genuine approval. “You’ve come so far. After today, you’ll be ready to go home.”

Princess feels a sharp prick at the back of her neck, just below the collar. Almost immediately, a cold sensation spreads outward from the injection site, racing through her veins with alarming speed. The room begins to tilt and spin around her, the bright lights blurring into streaks of white against the ceiling.

She feels hands releasing the metal restraint around her neck, other hands gripping her shoulders, rolling her onto her back. Her limbs feel heavy, unresponsive; her thoughts become clouded and disjointed.

The Trainer’s face appears in her narrowing field of vision one last time. His expression remains professionally neutral, but there’s something in his eyes—a softness, perhaps.

“Good girl,” he says again, the words following her down into darkness as consciousness slips away. “Good girl, Princess.”

The room, the people, the anxiety—all fade to black as Princess surrenders to the drug pulling her under.

————

Darkness recedes slowly, like a tide pulling back from shore, leaving Princess stranded in a hazy twilight of semi-consciousness. She tries to shift position within her crate, and pain blooms in various places.

She blinks, struggling to focus her eyes in the dim light of her familiar concrete room. The steel bars of her crate come into view gradually, their edges seeming to waver and stabilize with each slow blink.

Princess attempts to move again, more cautiously this time as she pushes herself into a kneeling position. The movement sends a jolt of pain through her abdomen, muscles clenching in protest. She whimpers softly, freezing in place until the sharp ache subsides into a duller throb.

Something feels different about her chest, too. Her breasts are swollen and tender with a peculiar heaviness. When she finally manages to sit up, the slight bounce of her breasts against her chest makes her wince.

The pain in her pussy is different—a raw, stretched feeling, as though something has been inserted and removed repeatedly.

Most unsettling is a deep, internal ache that seems to radiate from her core. Not the pleasant soreness that follows an intense orgasm, but something more profound, as if hands have reached inside and rearranged her organs. She tries to recall what happened before she lost consciousness—the sterile room, the doctor’s thin smile, the nurse’s disgusted glance, the Trainer’s final words. “Good girl.” But after that, nothing.

Footsteps echo in the hallway outside—the Trainer’s familiar gait. The door swings open. “Good evening, Princess,” the Trainer says, his voice carrying that same calm authority it always does.

Princess tries to respond with her customary bark, but her throat constricts painfully. What emerges instead is a raspy, muffled sound barely recognizable as a dog’s greeting. Her throat feels raw, as though she’s swallowed glass, each attempted sound scraping against tender tissue.

The Trainer approaches her crate, keys jingling as he prepares to unlock the door. “Easy now,” he cautions as the door swings open. “You’ve undergone several significant modifications. We don’t want you damaging your body and delaying recovery.”

“Heel,” the Trainer commands gently. “But slowly. Be careful.”

Princess begins to crawl forward, her movements tentative. She emerges from the crate with painful slowness, each movement carefully calculated to minimize strain. Her paw-mitts slipped slightly on the concrete floor as she maneuvered herself into a kneeling position beside the Trainer’s leg.

A whimper escapes her when her stomach muscles pull unexpectedly. The sound is pitiful, weak, nothing like her usual enthusiastic vocalizations. The Trainer’s hand descends to pat her head, bringing her comfort.

“Good girl,” he murmurs, his touch gentle on her scalp. “You’re doing very well.”

He moves away briefly, returning with a steel bowl filled with water. He places it on the floor before her. “Drink,” he encourages. “Your throat will be sore from the intubation.”

Princess leans forward carefully, mindful of her aching breasts, and lowers her face to the bowl. The first lap of water against her parched throat is blissful. The cool liquid soothes the raw tissue even as the act of swallowing causes momentary discomfort.

“That’s enough for now,” the Trainer says after she’s consumed about half the bowl. “Too much at once might make you nauseous while the anesthesia continues to wear off.”

Princess sits back on her heels, careful not to engage her abdominal muscles. Each breath causes a slight twinge in her midsection.

“You won’t get food until morning,” the Trainer explains, his voice matter-of-fact.

He squats down to her level, his eyes meeting hers directly—a rare occurrence that signals the importance of what he’s saying. “We’ll go through all the changes tomorrow when you’re more alert.”

Princess whines softly, the sound less painful now that water has soothed her throat. The noise conveys her mixture of anxiety and curiosity; her need to understand what’s been done to her body.

The Trainer’s expression softens almost imperceptibly. “Don’t worry, Princess. Everything that’s been done is designed to enhance your existence as a pet and please your master. Daniel chose these modifications specifically for you. He wants you to be perfect when you return home.”

Again, that flutter of hope in her chest at the mention of Daniel’s intentions. He wants her to be perfect. He’s invested in her transformation, her future. The thought brings comfort even as her body throbs with unfamiliar pain.

“Back to your crate now,” the Trainer says, rising to his feet. “Rest is essential for proper healing.”

Princess turns carefully, crawling back toward her cage with painstaking slowness. She settles onto the mat with a soft sigh of relief, curling into a position that minimizes pressure on her tender parts.

“Good girl,” the Trainer says as he locks the crate door. “Sleep now.”

As he leaves, he turns down the lights, leaving her in the dark, alone and sore and so tired.

_________

She blinks awake, her vision clearer today, the haze of anesthesia mostly gone from her system. The aches remain, but they’ve settled some.

“Good morning, Princess,” the Trainer says, his voice carrying that same calm authority. “Time to examine your modifications and get some breakfast.”

She crawls forward cautiously. “Place,” he commands.

She crawls to the mat. When she reaches the center, she pushes herself up into position—knees spread wide, back straight, paw-mitts planted firmly on the rubber surface. The position pulls at something in her abdomen, a sharp twinge that makes her wince, but she must obey.

“Good girl,” the Trainer says, approval evident in his tone. “Now let’s see what we’ve done with you.”

He crosses the room and returns with a small, handheld mirror. Crouching beside her, he holds it up to her face, angling it so she can see herself clearly.

Princess stares, shock freezing her in place. The woman in the reflection is a stranger—pale skin, rounded cheeks from weeks of a restricted high-calorie diet, and most startlingly, a completely shaved head except for two small bunches of hair at the top. These tufts have been gathered into tight little knots, standing up like animal ears on either side of her otherwise bald scalp. The effect is unmistakable—she has been styled to look like a dog, even in her hair.

While she’s still processing this shock, the Trainer sets aside the mirror and cups her breasts in his hands. The sudden contact makes her yelp in pain; the tender flesh protesting his touch. He ignores her distress, fingers moving to her nipples, which feel strangely heavy and tight.

“Look down,” he instructs, pinching one nipple gently and turning it upward for her inspection.

Princess lowers her gaze to her chest and sees thick gold rings piercing through both nipples. The metal gleams under the fluorescent lights, the tissue around the piercings slightly red and swollen. They’re beautiful in a primal way—with tiny diamonds along the edges, decorating her like an expensive pet.

“They look pretty, and keep your nipples hard and sensitive,” the Trainer comments. “When they are healed it will feel good for them to be played with, and your tits are more pleasing to the eye, don’t you think?”

She whimpers, letting out a low yip in response.

The Trainer’s hand slides lower, to her abdomen where white bandages cover part of her midsection. He peels them back carefully, revealing a small patch of skin just above her pubic area that bears a fresh tattoo—black numbers and letters arranged in a formal pattern like a serial number.

“This is your registration tattoo and standard procedure,” he explains, fingers tracing the slightly raised skin around the dark ink. “All pets trained here have them. This number links to your records in the system, confirming your certification and ownership.”

Princess stares at the permanent mark labeling her as property. Somewhere in their database, she is now officially registered as Daniel’s pet. “Along with it are the legal documents that give Daniel power of attorney over your body.” He winks, “signed by you, of course.”

She doesn’t remember signing anything, but those things can be faked. It doesn’t matter now; her status as his possession is documented and legitimized. The thought should horrify her, but after weeks of conditioning, it merely settles into her consciousness as another fact of her new existence.

The Trainer’s fingers move to two small incisions on her abdomen; the surrounding skin reddened but already beginning to heal. “These are from your sterilization procedure,” he explains matter-of-factly. “Your master chose this practical option to avoid any accidental pregnancy. You’ll never experience a period again, which is much more convenient for a house pet.”

The words hit her like a physical blow. Sterilization. She’s been spayed like an actual dog, her reproductive capacity permanently removed without her knowledge or consent. Her face drains of color as the implication sinks in—she will never have children. That choice has been taken from her forever.

The Trainer watches her reaction with clinical interest. “It’s for the best,” he assures her. “Your purpose now is to please your master, not to reproduce. This allows you to fulfill that purpose without complications.”

Princess remains frozen in “place” position, her mind struggling to process this irreversible change to her body. Part of her wants to scream, to rage against another stripping of her humanity. But what would be the point? It’s already done; her body already altered to better serve her role as pet. And being a mother wasn’t something she wanted. Hadn’t she and Daniel argued about children? I guess he finally agreed with her.

The Trainer continues his examination, his hand moving between her legs. His fingers part her labia gently, and she feels a tug at her clit, a flash of pain followed by a strange vibrating sensation.

“This is something special your master specifically requested,” the Trainer says, holding up the mirror again so she can see between her spread thighs.

Princess sees a flat disk of gold pierced directly through her clitoris, similar in style to her nipple rings but smaller, more delicate. The Trainer presses something in his hand, and suddenly the disk begins to vibrate, sending jolts of sensation straight to her core.

“A remote-controlled vibrator that your master will use to reward you,” he explains, increasing the intensity with another press of the hidden controller. “The piercing ensures it stays perfectly positioned for maximum stimulation. Very expensive, but your master insisted on only the best for his pet.”

The vibrations increase, building in intensity until Princess’s thighs begin to tremble. Despite her distress over the other modifications, despite the lingering pain throughout her body, her conditioning responds to the stimulation. Wetness gathers between her legs, her breathing quickens, and her hips twitch forward involuntarily, seeking more pressure.

“See how well it works?” the Trainer observes, continuing to increase the intensity. “Your master can bring you to orgasm with the press of a button whenever he chooses.”

The vibrations become nearly unbearable, sending waves of pleasure radiating outward from her clit. Princess whimpers, then moans, fighting to maintain “place” position as the sensation builds toward an inevitable peak. When it crashes over her, the orgasm is violent and all-consuming, her body convulsing despite the pain in her abdomen, inner muscles clenching around emptiness, vision blurring at the edges.

The Trainer switches off the device as the last aftershocks ripple through her, leaving her panting and disoriented, struggling to keep her position. “Isn’t that nice?”

Before she can fully recover, he moves behind her, lifting the plug tail briefly to expose her left ass cheek. “One last surprise,” he says, holding the mirror so she can see the elaborate tattoo decorating her flesh.

The word “PRINCESS” spans her cheek in ornate script, surrounded by delicate flowers and topped with a slightly tilted crown. The skin is red and irritated around the fresh ink, explaining the burning sensation she’s felt since waking.

“Your master wanted your name permanently marked on you,” the Trainer explained, lowering the tail back into place. “It’s quite beautiful workmanship.”

Princess stares at the reflection until the Trainer takes the mirror away. The tattoo is the last statement of her transformation.

“Release,” the Trainer says, and she collapses forward onto the mat, exhausted by both the orgasm and the emotional weight of these revelations. “You’ve done well today. Let’s get you back to your crate to rest.”

Princess crawls beside him across the concrete floor, her movements slow but slightly less painful than before. The endorphins from her orgasm provide a temporary buffer against the various aches throughout her body.


Chapter Twenty

Princess sits in her crate, waiting. The modifications to her body have mostly healed now. There are small twinges when she moves too quickly, but she feels much better. The nipple rings no longer sting and hang heavy and sensitive from her breasts.

Today.

Today is the day she leaves with her master.

The tiny vibrating disk pierced through her clitoris occasionally activates at random, sending jolts of pleasure through her system, keeping her in a constant state of arousal. Even now, the sensations makes her sex clench with need.

Footsteps echo in the hallway, and the door swings open. Princess immediately responds with enthusiastic barks that bounce off the concrete walls. She bounces slightly on her knees within the confines of her cage, playing her role perfectly—the excited pet greeting her beloved owners.

“Look at that,” Daniel says, his voice warm with satisfaction. “She’s actually happy to see me.”

The Trainer approaches her cage, keys jingling as he unlocks the door. “Heel,” he commands, and Princess crawls forward eagerly.

Daniel stands a few feet away, watching her with undisguised pleasure. He’s dressed simply in dark jeans and a blue button-down shirt, but he carries himself differently. This is not the same man she manipulated so easily throughout their marriage. This is someone who has discovered his authority, who carries the confidence of someone in control.

“Heel next to your master,” the Trainer instructs.

Princess turns and crawls to Daniel, positioning herself at his feet in the perfect heel position. Her eyes remain downcast, waiting for his acknowledgment.

Daniel’s hand descends to her head, fingers tracing the smooth skin of her scalp before finding one tuft of hair. “Looks like little puppy ears.”

“She healed exceptionally well,” the Trainer confirms. “The vet said she can resume her normal routine and use.”

Daniel unclips something from his belt—a new leash, soft black leather with a silver clasp that catches the light as he attaches it to her collar. He tests the connection with a gentle tug, and Princess responds automatically, shifting her weight forward to maintain the perfect tension in the leather strap.

“Come,” Daniel commands, his voice deeper than she remembers, infused with quiet authority.

Princess follows beside his right leg as they move toward the door, matching her pace perfectly to his stride. The Trainer walks on Daniel’s other side, leading them down a corridor she’s never seen before.

They passed several staff members along the way—a woman pushing a cart of supplies, a security guard checking his phone, and a man in scrubs carrying a clipboard. None of them reacted to the sight of a naked woman crawling on all fours, leashed like an animal.

Their eyes slide over her with interest, but are not surprised. Princess feels the final piece of her new identity slip into place—if strangers can so easily accept her as less than human, perhaps she truly is meant for this role.

At the end of the corridor stands a large desk where a receptionist types at a computer. The woman looks up, offering a practiced smile to Daniel as the Trainer retrieves a thick folder from behind the counter. She never looks at her once before going back to work.

“Here’s all her paperwork,” the Trainer explains, handing the folder to Daniel. “Medical records, dietary requirements, recommended exercise schedules, information on socialization training, and finally the documentation of ownership.” He taps a business card paper-clipped to the front. “If you have any questions or concerns about her behavior or care, please call. The first thirty days of post-release support are included in your package.”

Daniel accepts the folder with a nod. “Thank you for everything,” he says, his voice warm with genuine gratitude. “The results exceed my expectations.” He glances down at Princess kneeling patiently beside him. “She’s exactly what I wanted.”

The Trainer’s hand descends to Princess’s head one last time, fingers threading through one of her hair tufts in a farewell gesture that sends an unexpected pang through her chest. “She was an excellent subject,” he says. “It was a pleasure to train her.”

The praise brings a familiar warmth to her belly, and she leans slightly into the touch, savoring this last connection with the man who has reconstructed her identity piece by piece. She is sad to leave him. He took such good care of her.

“Have fun with your new pet,” the Trainer says as he straightens up. “Again, if you have any issues or concerns, please call.”

“Thank you. I will,” Daniel responds.

He turns toward the exit; the leash going taut between them. “Come, Princess,” he commands. “It’s a long ride home.”

Princess follows, her body responding automatically to the command and slight pressure on her collar. She belongs to Daniel, and it’s time to go home.

The doors of the Correction Company slide open, and sunlight slashes across Princess’s face, making her squint.

The world outside is overwhelming—the scent of fresh-cut grass, car exhaust, and spring flowers mixing in her nostrils. Birds chirp from nearby trees, and a breeze ruffles across her naked skin, raising goosebumps.

“Come on, girl,” Daniel says, tugging gently at her leash when she pauses. Princess crawls forward, following him toward a short flight of concrete steps that lead to the gravel parking lot. Wherever this place is, it’s remote and discreet.

The steps present an immediate challenge—one she hasn’t faced during her training. Her mitts slip slightly on the edge of the first step as she attempts to navigate down it. “Careful,” Daniel cautions, his free hand moving to grip her collar, steadying her.

Determined to show her competence, Princess places one mitted hand on the lower step, then eases her right knee down beside it. Her muscles tense with the effort of controlling her descent, careful not to tumble forward and embarrass herself. Daniel stands to the side, watching her progress with patient interest, neither helping nor hindering.

By the third step, she’s developed a rhythm, moving more confidently despite the awkwardness of her position.

When she reaches the bottom, a small thrill of accomplishment flows through her. Such a simple task for a human, but a significant challenge for a pet. She looks up at Daniel, seeking approval.

“Good girl,” he says, the simple praise sending a familiar warmth through her body.

They crossed the parking lot toward a black SUV parked in the shade of a large oak tree. Princess’s knees begin to ache from the rough gravel, tiny pebbles embedding themselves in her skin, but she doesn’t falter.

Daniel clicks a button on his key fob, and the SUV’s lights flash in response. Rather than opening the passenger door, he walks to the rear of the vehicle and raises the hatch. Princess’s stomach sinks as she sees what waits inside—a large travel kennel secured in the cargo area, complete with blankets and water dish.

She shouldn’t be surprised. Of course she wouldn’t sit in the passenger seat like a person, but some small part of her had assumed she would ride beside him, perhaps on the floor or in the back seat. The kennel makes her status unmistakably clear—she is cargo, an animal to be transported.

“Up you go,” Daniel commands, gesturing toward the open hatch.

Princess stares at the raised cargo area. The SUV sits high on its suspension, the floor of the cargo space at least three feet off the ground. She places her front mitts on the edge of the bumper, attempting to pull herself up, but lacks the leverage needed to lift her body inside.

“Here, let me help,” Daniel says after watching her struggle for a moment.

He moves behind her, and Princess feels his hands slide beneath her body. One palm cups her between her legs, fingers pressing against her labia, while his other arm wraps around her waist. Her body responds instantly to his touch, a flush of heat spreading through her lower belly, wetness gathering between her thighs. If Daniel notices, he says nothing.

With surprising strength, Daniel lifts her into the cargo area. His fingers press more firmly against her sex as he boosts her up, the brief pressure against her clit piercing sending a jolt of pleasure up her spine. A small whimper escapes her lips, part embarrassment at being handled so casually, part involuntary response to the stimulation.

“None of that, you horny mutt. Into your kennel,” Daniel instructs, pointing at the large crate.

Princess crawls forward. The kennel door stands open, revealing a padded floor covered with blankets that look softer than her mat at the facility. She hesitates only briefly before crawling inside, turning to face outward.

Daniel secures the kennel door, the click of the mechanism sealing her inside. “We’ll be home in a few hours,” he says, reaching through the grate to pat her head briefly. “Be a good girl and stay quiet.”

The hatch closes, leaving Princess in the dimmer light of the cargo area, filtered through tinted windows. She shifts on the blankets, arranging herself in the most comfortable position possible within the confines of the kennel. The blankets are indeed softer than expected, making her smile in delight at the speck of comfort her owner gifted her.

The driver’s door opens and closes, and the SUV comes to life with a rumble. Through the front of her kennel, Princess can see the back of Daniel’s head as he adjusts the rearview mirror. Their eyes meet briefly in the reflection before he turns his attention to backing out of the parking space.

As they drive away, Princess watches through the rear window as the Correction Company grows smaller in the distance—a modern glass and concrete building that looks more like a corporate office than a training facility. The place where Vanessa died and Princess was born recedes until it disappears around a bend in the road.

Daniel reaches forward and turns on the radio; a pop station plays upbeat music. To her surprise, he began singing along, his voice carrying a note of triumph and joy that she’s rarely heard from him before. His fingers tap rhythmically against the steering wheel as they merge onto the highway.

“You’ll be happy to get home, Princess,” he calls back to her, his voice bright with excitement. “Wait until you see what I’ve set up for you.”

In her kennel, Princess curls her legs beneath her and settles into the blankets. The SUV’s movement rocks her gently as they speed down the highway.


Chapter Twenty-One

The SUV slows as it turns into the driveway. Princess shifts in her kennel, recognizing the familiar curve of the garage door opening. The rumble of the engine dies, and Daniel’s seat creaks as he unbuckles his seatbelt. Home. The word feels strange in her mind now, neither comforting nor distressing, simply a location where she will continue her existence as a pet.

The rear hatch rises, and light floods her kennel. Daniel appears, his silhouette backlit by the garage’s overhead bulb.

“Here we are,” he says, unlatching her kennel door. “Come on out, Princess.”

She crawls forward carefully, and Daniel reaches in and lifts her out without attaching a leash. He sets her down on the concrete floor.

“Heel,” he commands, without using the leash.

Daniel walks toward the door leading into the house, and Princess follows. The garage looks different from this angle—larger, more cavernous, the ceiling impossibly high.

The door opens, and they move through the kitchen. Everything seems taller—the countertops tower above her, the kitchen island like a small mountain rising from the floor. This was her domain once, where she hosted dinner parties and social gatherings to flaunt her status. Now she crawls through it, viewing it from a pet’s perspective.

He leads her into the living room, and Princess stops, surprised by what she sees. The space has been transformed. The expensive leather sectional remains, but beside it sits a large, plush dog bed with raised edges and a soft cushion center. Several dog toys—rubber bones, plush animals, and chew ropes—lie scattered on the floor nearby. A TV remote sits on the coffee table next to a beer coaster. The living room has become a bachelor’s space with accommodations for a pet.

“This is where you’ll spend most of your time,” Daniel explains, gesturing toward the dog bed. “I want my puppy to be comfortable.”

She stares at the bed, then looks up at the couch—the expensive Italian leather she’d insisted on buying during their third year of marriage. It seems like a lifetime ago now.

“First house rule,” he says, his voice taking on a firmer edge. “I don’t want animals on the furniture. You are free to lie on the carpet, or your dog bed only, or you will be punished.”

He reaches into his pocket and withdraws the familiar shock remote. He waves it in front of her face, a reminder of the consequences for disobedience.

“Do you understand?”

Princess whines softly, her body tensing at the sight of the remote. The memory of those shocks—sharp, sudden pain coursing through her body—makes her muscles clench involuntarily. She nods, then remembers her training and yips once in acknowledgment.

“Good girl,” Daniel says, returning the remote to his pocket.

He turns and heads back toward the kitchen. Princess follows, keeping pace with his stride. The kitchen looks different too, something she hadn’t noticed earlier. It’s cleaner, more minimalist. The decorative items she’d carefully selected—the copper pots hanging from the ceiling rack, the framed prints of herbs on the wall—have been removed. The space feels masculine now, functional rather than decorative.

“Here,” Daniel says, pointing to the back door.

Two shiny new bowls sit on a rubber mat next to the door—one for water, one for food. The water bowl is already filled, the surface still rippling slightly. The food bowl contains what looks like premium kibble, the small brown nuggets piled high.

“Eat and drink when you want. I’ll leave that up to you,” he tells her.

Then he taps something in the door itself, and Princess notices what she missed before—a dog door installed in the back door, its metal flap gleaming in the kitchen light. It’s sized perfectly for her to crawl through if she ducks her head.

“This is so you can go outside whenever you need to relieve yourself,” Daniel explains. “I don’t want to be disturbed if I’m working. The yard is completely private now and enclosed so you can’t wander off.”

Princess stares at the dog door, processing what this means for her new life. She won’t need to wait for Daniel to let her out. She can move between the house and yard freely—a small independence that feels strangely significant after weeks of confinement. But the door also cements her status—it’s not a human door, but an animal’s entrance.

“We’ll test it out now,” Daniel says, opening the human door beside it. “Come on. Time to see your new yard.”

She hesitates, looking at the bowls one more time. She’s thirsty after the long drive, but her training has taught her to prioritize commands over personal needs. Princess turns and follows Daniel toward the door, her gold nipple rings catching the light as she moves.

She crawls forward, leaving the house and entering the backyard that was once her pride and joy—a space she’d spent thousands redesigning and landscaping, but it is now unrecognizable. Princess blinks in the evening light, processing how completely the space has changed.

The expensive red entertainment set she’d ordered from Italy—the one that cost more than most people’s monthly mortgage—is gone. In its place sits a simple outdoor sectional with dark blue cushions. The color is bold, unpretentious, nothing like the muted tones she’d insisted were the only acceptable choice for outdoor furnishings.

A new pet bed, similar to the one inside but made of weather-resistant material, sits on the patio near a large stainless steel BBQ grill. Princess stares at the grill, remembering the argument they’d had when Daniel wanted to buy one. She’d called it tacky, and said it would ruin the aesthetic of her carefully designed space. Now it dominates the patio, gleaming in the fading light like a trophy.

Her plants are gone too. The row of imported Japanese maples that cost thousands, the rare flowering shrubs she’d sourced from specialty nurseries—all replaced with simple grass and a few native plants that require minimal maintenance. The transformation is so complete it’s as if her touch never existed here.

Where her delicate wrought-iron bistro set once stood, a portable bar now takes up the space. Above it, mounted to the outside wall, is a large outdoor television facing the seating area. Speakers are positioned strategically around the yard—the beginnings of an outdoor entertainment system. The space now has the unmistakable feel of a bachelor pad, designed for hosting friends, watching sports, and drinking beer—everything she once dismissed as beneath her refined tastes.

A tall wooden privacy fence surrounds the property, higher than the previous one, ensuring no neighbors can see inside. The fence is new; the wood is still light-colored and unweathered.

Daniel points to a spot near the fence edge, away from the main entertaining area. “That is where you will potty, and only there,” he says, his voice matter-of-fact. “I don’t want messes all over the yard.”

Princess follows his finger with her eyes, noting the designated spot—a section of grass near the corner, partially concealed by the shadow of the fence. Far enough from the house to prevent smells from reaching the patio, but clearly visible from most angles of the yard. No privacy, just like at the training facility.

“I’m going out with the guys tonight,” Daniel continues, checking his watch. “Jason’s back in town, and we’re meeting at O’Malley’s.”

She remembers Jason—one of Daniel’s college friends, and always considered him crude and beneath her social circle. She’d made excuses to avoid Daniel’s college reunions, finding his friends too loud, too common for her refined tastes. Now Daniel doesn’t need her approval to see them.

“Before I get ready, you need to use your spot,” Daniel says, gesturing toward the corner again. “Go on.”

Princess hesitates, still taking in the transformed backyard. Despite weeks of training to eliminate outside, doing so here, in what was once her pride and joy, feels different. The training facility was anonymous, institutional. This was her home, her carefully curated space.

Daniel’s expression darkens slightly at her hesitation. “Go on, bitch. I don’t have all night,” he says, a hint of impatience creeping into his voice.

She whines softly, a small sound of protest that escapes before she can stop it. But her body moves automatically in response to his command, crawling across the grass toward the designated spot. The grass feels cool and slightly damp against her hands and knees, the evening dew beginning to form.

When she reaches the corner, she positions herself as she’s been trained—thighs spread wide; the position is deliberately exposing, allowing Daniel to see everything from where he stands watching her.

She closes her eyes as relief comes; the stream hitting the grass beneath her with a soft hissing sound. The physical release brings comfort, but knowing Daniel is watching makes her face flush with heat. After weeks at the facility, she shouldn’t feel embarrassed anymore, and yet, doing this in her former yard brings a wave of humiliation she thought impossible.

When she finishes, she turns back, expecting to find Daniel checking his phone or looking away. Instead, she sees him staring intently, his lips slightly parted, a flush creeping up his neck. His hand moves to the front of his pants, palm pressing against a visible bulge.

“Fuck!” he says, his voice low and rough. “Why does seeing you pissing like an animal in the grass make me so fucking hard?”

The raw desire in his voice sends an unexpected pulse of heat between her legs and wipes away the lingering humiliation. Her conditioning has linked his pleasure with her own, his approval with her purpose. Knowing that her degradation arouses him triggers the response the Trainer carefully built into her—pleasure at pleasing her master, even through humiliation.

She crawls back toward him, her movements slow and deliberate, eyes fixed on the evidence of his arousal still pressed against his pants. The sight awakens her own desire—the possibility of reward. Her nipples harden against the gold rings piercing them, and she feels wetness gathering between her thighs.

Daniel watches her approach, his breathing heavier now, hand still resting on his erection. His eyes darken as she draws nearer, the plans for his night out apparently forgotten as more immediate desires take precedence.

“I can be a few minutes late,” he mutters, more to himself than to her. “The guys can wait.”

Princess reaches his feet and sits back on her heels in perfect heel position, waiting for his next command. The evening air cools her naked skin, but heat builds inside her as she watches his arousal grow more pronounced. Whatever transformation has occurred in her is mirrored in him—her submission has awakened something primal in his nature, something that finds dark pleasure in her debasement.

“Present,” Daniel commands, his voice thick with arousal. The word triggers Princess’s training instantly, and she lowers her face to the grass with her ass up and her knees spread wide, exposing everything to her master. The position feels natural now, her muscles remembering exactly how to arrange themselves to display her body for her master’s use.

Daniel’s belt buckle jingles as he unfastens it, the sound followed by the rasp of his zipper. His shoes crunch on the grass as he positions himself behind her. Princess waits, perfectly still except for the slight rise and fall of her breathing.

His hand lands on her hip, fingers digging into her flesh hard enough to leave marks. Princess doesn’t flinch. The Trainer taught her to accept both gentle touches and rough handling with equal compliance.

“Look at you,” he murmurs, his other hand moving between her legs, finding her wet and ready. “Already soaked. You really are just a horny bitch now.”

His fingers trace her folds, then press against the gold disk pierced through her clit. The slight pressure sends a jolt of pleasure through her core, making her whine softly.

Without warning, Daniel thrusts into her, burying himself to the hilt in a single, powerful motion. Princess gasps, the sudden stretch burning slightly. Daniel groans above her, his fingers tightening on her hip.

“Fuck, you’re tight,” he pants, beginning to move in rough, urgent thrusts. “So much better now that you know your place.”

His palm smacks against her ass cheek, landing directly on the “PRINCESS” tattoo, the sting making her yelp. The sound seems to excite Daniel further. His pace increased, hips slapping against her rear with enough force to push her forward on the grass. Her face drags against the ground, blades of grass pressing against her cheek, but she maintains position, back arched perfectly to receive him.

“You like that, don’t you, slut?” Daniel growls, delivering another sharp smack to her other cheek. “Being fucked outside like an animal. No more fancy dinners and charity galas for you. This is what you’re good for now.”

The words should hurt, should humiliate her beyond bearing. Instead, they send another pulse of heat through her body. She whines louder. Each crude word, each rough thrust, each reminder of her fallen status pushes her closer to the edge.

“Look at you taking it,” Daniel continues, one hand reaching forward to grip her collar, tugging her head back slightly. “My little bitch is in heat. That’s all you are now—just a horny dog who needs to be mounted and fucked full of cum.”

Princess moans, the sound high and needy. Daniel’s thrusts hit something deep inside her, a spot that sends shocks of pleasure radiating outward with each impact. The gold piercing on her clit vibrates slightly with each movement, adding to the growing tension in her core.

“You’re going to cum, aren’t you?” Daniel taunts, his voice strained with his own approaching climax. “Going to cum just from being treated like the animal you are.”

The words trigger something in Princess, and the orgasm crashes through her without warning, violent and all-consuming. Her inner muscles clench around Daniel’s cock, her entire body shaking with the force of her release. She cries out—a wordless animal sound of pleasure that echoes in the enclosed yard.

“Fuck yes,” Daniel groans, his rhythm faltering as her contractions milk his cock. “Take it all, Princess.”

His fingers dig deeper into her hips as he thrusts a final few times, then stills, burying himself deep inside her as he pulses. The warmth of his release spreads through her, another mark of ownership.

For a moment, they remain frozen in position, both breathing heavily in the gathering darkness. Then Daniel withdraws; the sudden emptiness makes Princess whimper softly. She hears him fastening his pants and adjusting his clothing.

“Come on,” he says, voice rough but satisfied. “Back inside. I still need to get ready.”

Princess pushes herself up, her limbs trembling slightly from the intensity of her orgasm and the strain of holding position. She crawls beside Daniel as he leads her back into the house, his seed trickling down her inner thigh.

Inside, Daniel leads her past the kitchen to the laundry room. A large crate sits against one wall, bigger than the one at the facility but similar in design. Inside it, another set of bowls waits—one filled with fresh water, the other empty.

“This is where you’ll sleep when I’m not home,” Daniel explains, pointing to the crate.

Princess looks at the crate, then back at Daniel. The training has removed any desire to resist. The crate represents safety now, a defined space where expectations are clear.

“The entire house is monitored,” Daniel continues, his voice taking on a sterner edge. “Cameras in every room. I’ll be able to check on you from my phone. Behave, Princess, or you won’t like your punishment. Also, no mess, or I’ll buy you a doghouse and keep you tied outside.”

Princess whines softly in response, a sound conveying both understanding and submission. The thought of being banished outside, tied up like a neglected yard dog, sends a chill through her that has nothing to do with the cool air of the laundry room.

Daniel pauses, his expression thoughtful. “A doghouse is probably not a bad idea when I have company and don’t want a bitch underfoot,” he muses, more to himself than to her. “Something to consider.”

He gestures to the crate, and Princess crawls inside obediently. The mat beneath her is soft, yielding to her weight as she settles onto it. The door closes with a metallic click; the latch sliding into place. Through the bars, she watches Daniel testing the lock, ensuring it’s secure.

“I’ll be back late,” he says, straightening up with a smirk. “Don’t wait up.”

His footsteps fade as he moves through the house. Princess hears the shower running, then drawers opening and closing as he dresses. Twenty minutes later, the front door closes, followed by the beep of the security system being armed. The house falls silent except for the soft hum of the refrigerator in the nearby kitchen.

She relaxes into the enclosed space; the bars comforting after the overwhelming stimuli of returning home. This is her place now—not the master bedroom with its king-sized bed and Egyptian cotton sheets, but here, in this crate, on this mat, waiting for her master to return.

Princess closes her eyes, drifting toward sleep. This house was once hers, but now she exists within it as something else entirely—property, not owner. And strangely, as the last threads of consciousness slip away, she feels happy.


Chapter Twenty-Two

Princess crawls behind Daniel as he moves through the kitchen. Three weeks have passed since he brought her home from the Correction Company, and she has fully adapted to this new life.

Daniel pours himself coffee, the rich aroma filling the kitchen. He doesn’t acknowledge her presence, but she doesn’t need it. A good pet simply exists in her master’s orbit, available when needed, invisible when not.

“Hungry, girl?” Daniel asks, reaching for a bag of premium kibble on the counter.

Princess yips once, an eager affirmative. Her stomach growls at the prospect of food. Daniel fills her bowl with the small brown pellets, then sets it on her rubber mat beside the water dish. She waits patiently, not moving toward it until he gestures with his hand and says, “Eat.”

She lowers her face to the bowl, her tongue working to scoop the dry food into her mouth. Daniel watches her for a moment, sipping his coffee, before turning to his phone to check emails.

When she finishes, Daniel rinses his coffee mug in the sink, then heads toward the living room. Princess follows, the tile giving way to soft carpet beneath her knees and mitted hands.

Daniel settles onto the couch and picks up the remote. The television flickers to life; a sports channel fills the screen with bright colors and animated commentary. Princess assumes her position, settling her body against the side of the couch, her flank pressed lightly against his leg.

His hand drops to her head, fingers threading through the two tufts of hair that grow longer each day. The rest of her scalp remains smooth, shaved every few days by Daniel in the bathroom. His touch sends a pleasant shiver down her spine.

“Good girl,” he murmurs, his attention primarily on the screen.

His fingers trailed down from her head to her neck, then lower to her breast. He hooks a finger through one of her nipple rings, tugging gently. The sensation pulls a soft whine from her throat, arousal flaring instantly between her legs. “Quiet!” He says, but his mouth curves into a smile at her response, and he continues to toy with the ring, alternating between gentle pulls and twists that send sparks of pleasure and pain through her body.

Princess feels herself growing wet. Daniel glances down, noticing the flush spreading across her chest, the slight parting of her lips as her breathing quickens.

“Is my Princess a horny little bitch,” he comments, voice tinged with amusement. The crude words only intensify her response.

At night, when Daniel permits her in the bedroom, Princess curls on the thick dog bed positioned beside his king-sized mattress. Never on the bed itself—that privilege doesn’t exist for pets.

The sports program ends, and Daniel shifts on the couch. Princess feels the change in his posture, the subtle tension that indicates his arousal. His hand moves from her nipple ring to the back of her head, applying gentle pressure.

“Suck me,” he commands, unzipping his pants and freeing his hardening cock.

She moves immediately between his legs, taking him in her mouth. She works him with her tongue, remembering the Trainer’s instruction that bitches don’t suck, they lick. Daniel doesn’t enforce this rule strictly, allowing her to use her mouth fully, but she’s careful to make it messy and animalistic, saliva dripping down his shaft as she works him toward full hardness.

When he’s rigid and pulsing, Daniel pushes her head away and stands. “Present.”

Princess is so desperate to be mounted she drops her face to the floor quickly with her ass facing Daniel who kneels behind her, his hands gripping her hips.

There is no need to prepare her; she is constantly wet and ready, so he enters her with a single, powerful thrust, burying himself to the hilt. Princess gasps, her body yielding to the invasion. Daniel sets a brutal pace, his fingers digging into her flesh hard enough to leave marks. The carpet burns her cheek as each thrust pushes her forward, but she maintains the position, muscles locked by training and the desire to please.

“Such a good fuck toy,” Daniel grunts above her. “So much better now that you know your place.”

The words sent a pulse of heat through her core. Her conditioning makes praise and degradation equally powerful triggers for pleasure. Daniel’s hands move beneath her to cup her breasts, fingers finding the gold rings and pulling sharply. The burst of sensation pushes her closer to the edge, her inner muscles clenching around him.

When Daniel finishes, he pulls out abruptly, leaving her empty and aching. Warm fluid drips from her onto the carpet, a small puddle forming beneath her still-raised hips.

“Clean that up,” Daniel commands, tucking himself back into his pants. “Can’t have you making messes on my floor.”

She turns and lowers her head to the wet spot on the carpet. Her tongue extends, lapping at the mixture of his seed and her own arousal. The taste is bitter-salt, familiar now. Daniel watches her, satisfaction evident in his gaze. When the carpet is clean, he points to the wetness still trailing down her inner thigh.

“All of it,” he says. “Dogs clean themselves.”

She slips her mitted paw between her legs, wiping her pussy, and bringing it to her mouth, licking it clean as he watches her degrade herself more. The act should be humiliating, but Princess feels only a desire to please, to show how thoroughly she’s accepted her role. When she finishes, Daniel pats her head approvingly and gets ready for work.

Later, when he returns from work, Princess rushes to the door at the sound of his key in the lock. She barks excitedly, bouncing slightly on her knees. Daniel laughs at her enthusiasm, dropping his briefcase to pat her head.

“Miss me, did you?” he asks, crouching to ruffle the tufts of hair on her head.

Princess nuzzles against his leg, inhaling his scent—cologne, office air, and something uniquely him that makes her feel safe. He reaches into his pocket and produces the small remote that controls her clit vibrator.

“Let’s see how happy you really are to see me,” he says with a smirk, pressing a button.

The gold disk pierced through her clit vibrates to life, sending immediate pulses of sensation through her core. Princess whimpers, her hips jerking involuntarily. Daniel increases the intensity, watching with amusement as she begins to squirm, unable to stay still as the pleasure builds.

“Hump the air for me, Princess,” he commands, turning the vibration higher. “Show me what a needy bitch you are.”

Princess’s body responds automatically, hips thrusting against nothing, seeking friction that isn’t there. Her whimpers turn to moans as Daniel keeps the stimulation just below what she needs to climax. He walks around her slowly, watching from all angles as she writhes on the floor.

“Pathetic,” he comments, but the word holds no sting. “Look at you—once the queen of this house, now a whining mutt humping the air because your master tells you to.”

Princess doesn’t care about his words, focused entirely on the sensations coursing through her body. When Daniel finally presses the button that sends the vibration to its highest setting, she collapses forward, face pressed to the floor, ass still raised as orgasm crashes through her in violent waves.

Daniel laughs hard, then hooks a finger through her collar and leads her toward the kitchen for dinner. “Come, bitch. I want to eat my dinner with you under the table, warming my cock in your mouth. If you're good, you’ll get a belly full of my cum for supper. I know how much you love that.” The worse he treats her, the more content she becomes—each degradation another step away from humanity and deeper into the simple joy of being owned.

————

The warm afternoon sun bathes the backyard in golden light as Daniel leads Princess through the dog door. She inhales deeply, enjoying the scent of freshly cut lawn and blooming flowers along the fence. He carries something in his hand that she can’t quite see from her position at his heel.

“Beautiful day, isn’t it, Princess?” Daniel says, striding to the center of the yard.

She yips in agreement, following closely beside him. Daniel turns to face her, and she sees what he’s holding—a bright yellow tennis ball, new and fuzzy in his palm.

“Time to try something different,” he announces, tossing the ball lightly from hand to hand. “Good pets need exercise. Can’t have you getting fat and lazy around the house.”

Princess watches the ball bounce between his palms, tracking its movement with her eyes.

“We’re going to play fetch,” Daniel explains, his voice carrying the tone he uses when introducing new rules or behaviors. “It’s simple. I throw the ball, you go get it, and you bring it back to me in your mouth. Like an obedient puppy.”

He crouches down to her level, holding the ball in front of her face. “Sniff it and catch its scent.” He says. Princess sniffs it tentatively. The rubber smells new and slightly chemical, nothing like the food or treats she’s conditioned to desire.

“Good girl. Ready?” Daniel asks, straightening up. Without waiting for her response, he draws his arm back and tosses the ball across the lawn. It arcs through the air, landing with a soft thud about twenty feet away, bouncing once before rolling to a stop near the fence.

“Go get it, Princess. Bring it back to me,” he commands, pointing toward the ball.

Princess hesitates, looking from Daniel to the distant ball and back again. How is she supposed to carry the ball while crawling? She hasn’t used her mouth to carry objects before, only to pleasure Daniel and eat from her bowl.

Daniel’s expression tightens slightly at her hesitation. “Go on,” he repeats, voice firmer. “Fetch.”

Not wanting to disappoint him, Princess crawls across the grass toward the ball. When she reaches the ball, she pauses, considering how to pick it up. She lowers her head, opening her mouth to grasp the ball between her teeth. The fuzzy texture feels strange against her tongue, the diameter of the ball stretching her jaw uncomfortably. Her first attempt fails; the ball rolling away as her teeth slide across its surface. Princess makes a frustrated noise, then tries again, this time opening wider and applying more pressure.

The ball stays in her mouth this time, but carrying it while maintaining her crawling position proves challenging. She has to keep her neck craned at an awkward angle to prevent the ball from touching the ground. Her progress back toward Daniel is slow and ungainly.

When she finally reaches Daniel, she lowers her head and opens her mouth, letting the ball drop onto the grass at his feet. It rolls slightly, coming to rest against his shoe.

“Good girl!” Daniel exclaims, his voice filled with genuine enthusiasm. “That’s it! Good fetch, Princess!”

The praise washes over her like warm honey, sinking into her skin and spreading through her veins.Daniel’s approval triggers an immediate flush of pleasure that travels from her chest down to her core. Her sex pulses with arousal.

Daniel bends down to retrieve the ball, then scratches behind one of her ears. “Let’s try again,” he says. “You’ll get better with practice.”

He throws the ball again, this time in a different direction. Princess moves more quickly now, eager to earn more praise. She reaches the ball faster, and this time, she grasps the ball more confidently, figuring out how to balance it in her mouth while crawling.

“Good girl!” he praises again when she drops the ball at his feet. “Much better already!”

They continue the game, Daniel throwing, Princess retrieving. Daniel’s consistent praise feeds her desire to perform well, to show him how quickly she learns.

By the sixth throw, something unexpected happened. As Princess watches the ball soar through the air, a surge of excitement rushes through her body. She scampers after it with increased speed, her heartbeat quickening not from exertion but from genuine enthusiasm. The simple joy of chase and retrieve awakens something primal in her.

Daniel notices the change in her demeanor. “Look at you,” he says with a laugh. “You’re actually enjoying this, aren’t you?”

Princess drops the ball and yips happily. “Again?” Daniel asks, and she barks in eager affirmation.

The ball flies across the yard once more, and she takes off after it, moving faster than before. When she returns with the ball, Daniel kneels to meet her at eye level. “You like being my puppy bitch, don’t you?” he asks, his voice softer than usual. The words seem less crude than when he usually says them.

They continue playing for several more minutes until Princess’s breathing comes in quick pants and a light sheen of sweat covers her skin. The exertion feels good. When Daniel finally pockets the tennis ball, signaling the end of the game, Princess feels a twinge of disappointment.

“That’s enough for today,” he says. “Don’t want to wear you out too much. We’ll play again tomorrow.”

As she follows Daniel back toward the house, she realizes something has shifted inside her. The mindless activity has brought her genuine joy.

With each passing day, each new pet behavior she embraces, her humanity slips away. She doesn’t mourn this loss; she doesn’t even notice.


Chapter Twenty-Three

Daniel tosses the tennis ball into a small bucket near the patio door and wipes sweat from his brow. The afternoon sun intensified, turning the air humid and heavy. Princess kneels at his feet, her chest rising and falling with rapid breaths after their exercise. He looks down at her with an expression she’s come to recognize: the slight darkening of his eyes, the subtle shift in his stance that signals arousal.

“Such an obedient puppy deserves a treat,” he says, his voice dropping to that tone that makes her pulse quicken. His hand moves to his shorts, fingers working at the button and zipper. “Show me how grateful you are for playtime.”

Princess shifts to face him directly, still on her knees as he frees himself from his shorts. His cock is already half-hard, thickening under her gaze. She waits, trained not to touch without explicit permission.

“Lick,” he commands, and she leans forward eagerly.

Her tongue extends, brushing the base of his shaft in a long, flat stroke that travels upward to the tip. The salty taste of his skin coats her tongue, making her moan. She laps at him enthusiastically, saliva drips from her chin as she works his length with broad strokes, feeling him harden fully against her tongue.

His hand finds the back of her head, fingers threading through one of her hair tufts, gripping tightly enough to sting. “That’s it,” he encourages. “Slobber all over it like the bitch you are.”

She whines softly in her throat; the sound vibrating against his flesh as she continues licking him from base to tip, occasionally swirling her tongue around the head.

“Look at you,” he says, voice thick with desire. “Kneeling in the dirt, serving your master’s cock. Remember when you thought you were too good to give head.”

Princess doesn’t pause in her ministrations. Those memories feel distant, belonging to someone else. This is who she is now—a creature designed for service and pleasure, finding fulfillment in her master’s satisfaction.

Daniel’s grip tightens and pulls her forward, pushing himself deeper into her mouth. “Take it all,” he orders. “Show me how much you love being a cock-hungry mutt.”

She relaxes her throat, a skill perfected during her training, and takes him deeper. Her eyes water as he hits the back of her throat, but she doesn’t gag. Her throat muscles relaxed with practice, and now she accommodates him fully, her nose pressing against his lower abdomen as he holds her in place.

When her lungs begin to burn from lack of oxygen, Daniel finally releases her. She pulls back, gasping, a string of saliva connecting her lips to his glistening cock. He looks down at her with satisfaction, his erection fully hard and pulsing slightly.

“Present,” he commands, his voice carrying no room for hesitation.

Princess immediately turns and assumes the position.

Daniel kneels behind her, his hands coming to rest on her upturned buttocks. His fingers trace the tattooed “PRINCESS”, then move to the base of the tail plug nestled between her cheeks. He grips it firmly and begins to rotate it, the movement sending small jolts of sensation through her body, causing her to mewl in pleasure.

“I think my pet deserves a proper fucking for being so good today,” he says, slowly pulling the plug out.

Princess whimpers as the widest part stretches her opening, then sighs as it releases with a slight pop. The sudden emptiness feels strange after having the plug inserted for so long. She hears Daniel spit, feels the warm wetness land directly on her exposed hole, his finger roughly spreading the minimal lubrication.

“Dirty bitches don’t need lube,” Daniel says, positioning himself behind her. “They take it however their master gives it to them.”

The blunt head of his cock presses against her rear entrance, the pressure building as he pushes forward. Despite her regular use, the penetration burns; her body resisting the intrusion. Daniel doesn’t slow down, forcing himself inside with a single, powerful thrust that tears a yelp from her throat.

“Shut up,” he growls, delivering a sharp slap to her ass cheek. “Take it like the animal you are.”

She bites her lip, stifling her sounds of pain as Daniel begins to move. The burning sensation gradually transforms, pain bleeding into a complex pleasure as her body adjusts to accommodate him. Now, as he establishes a brutal rhythm, she feels herself growing wetter, arousal building despite the rough treatment.

“Look at you,” Daniel panted above her, his fingers digging into her hips hard enough to leave marks. “Taking it up the ass in the grass. What would your fancy country club friends think if they could see you now?”

The thought of being seen like this—naked, collared, being used like an animal in the backyard—sends an unexpected pulse of heat through Princess’s core. The humiliation deepens her arousal; her conditioning making shame itself a trigger for pleasure.

Daniel’s thrusts grow more forceful, each one pushing her face harder against the grass. “From society wife to anal whore,” he grunts. “This is all you’re good for now—being a set of holes for me to fuck.”

His hand reaches beneath her, finding the gold disk pierced through her clit. He presses it hard; the pressure sends sparks of intense sensation radiating outward. Princess moans, unable to contain the sound as pleasure builds, coiling tight in her belly.

“That’s right,” Daniel continues, his voice growing rougher as he approaches his climax. “Nothing but a bitch in heat. Bet you’d spread your legs for anyone I told you to. Maybe I should rent you out, let my friends take turns with you.”

The degrading words push Princess closer to her own release, her inner muscles clenching around nothing as Daniel continues to pound into her ass. The friction and pressure, combined with his fingers on her clit piercing, bring her to the edge.

“Cum like the filthy animal you are,” Daniel commands, and her body obeys instantly.

The orgasm crashes through her in violent waves, her vision blurring at the edges, muscles spasming uncontrollably. She feels Daniel stiffen behind her, his rhythm faltering as he reaches his own peak. He groans loudly, pushing deep and holding himself there as he pulses inside her.

Daniel withdraws suddenly, leaving her feeling raw and empty. She hears him retrieve the tail plug from where he dropped it in the grass and feels the cool press of it against her abused entrance.

“Keep my cum inside you,” he says, working the plug back into place with little gentleness. “I have some work to do. Be a good girl while I’m gone.” His voice is softer now that he’s done.

Princess whimpers softly as the plug seats fully inside her, sealing Daniel’s release within her body. She hears him fastening his shorts, his breathing already returning to normal while hers remains ragged.

His footsteps fade as he walks back toward the house, leaving her still in the presenting position on the lawn. Only when she hears the back door close does Princess finally collapse onto her side, her body trembling with aftershocks of pleasure.

The afternoon passes in a haze of simple activities. Princess drinks from her water bowl, naps on her dog bed in the living room, and occasionally ventures into the backyard through her dog door. The thought of escape never crosses her mind. The world beyond the fence holds no appeal. Her place is here; her purpose clear.

Daniel finds her in the kitchen drinking a few hours later. “There’s my girl,” he says, crouching to ruffle her hair tufts.

He stands up and retrieves a beer from the refrigerator and leans against the counter. “I have news,” he says, taking a long swallow from the bottle. “My buddies are coming over this weekend. Jason, Mike, and Pete.”

Princess tilts her head, processing this information. Other people coming here, seeing her like this—the prospect sends a complex mixture of emotions swirling through her chest. Nervousness, embarrassment, but also a strange anticipation.

“It’s time for my friends to meet my new pet,” he says, a smirk playing at the corners of his mouth. “They’ve heard all about your transformation, but don’t believe it, so I want to show you off.”

His expression carries something predatory, a look that makes her stomach tighten with both anxiety and excitement. What will he expect of her when these men visit? How far will her humiliation extend? The questions swirl in her mind, but she doesn’t whine or show distress. Her training has taught her to accept whatever her master desires.

As Daniel moves toward the living room, she follows, already wondering how she might best please him and his friends, but she knows her master will guide her. All she has to do is obey.

The weekend looms ahead, filled with uncertainty and the promise of new depths of degradation. She is eager to prove her training, to show these strangers how completely she’s embraced her new identity as Daniel’s perfect pet.


Chapter Twenty-Four

Princess’s freshly washed skin prickles in the cool air of the entryway as Daniel inspects her appearance one final time. The scent of cherry blossom dog shampoo rises from her body; her few remaining tufts of hair, still damp from the thorough bathing he gave her barely thirty minutes ago.

“Perfect,” Daniel murmurs, circling her naked form. His fingers trail along her spine, tracing the bumps of her vertebrae down to the base of the tail plug nestled between her cheeks. “They won’t believe it until they see it.”

Her heart pounds against her ribs, each beat a drum of apprehension. The men will arrive any minute now.

“Stay in place until I say so,” he commands, his voice carrying that edge of authority she’s learned to respond to instantly.

She is positioned deliberately in the entryway where visitors will see her immediately upon entering. Her gold nipple rings shine, drawing attention to her breasts.

“The guys are going to love seeing what a good bitch you’ve become,” Daniel says, crouching beside her. His breath smells of the whiskey he’s been sipping while preparing the house. “Remember the rules we discussed. You will obey any commands they make, and you will not make eye contact with the guests unless told to.”

She gives a small whine of acknowledgment, the sound catching in her throat.

“Oh, and one more thing,” he adds, his voice dropping to a lower register. “I finished setting up that doghouse in the backyard. It cost me nearly two grand for a custom-built one with climate control and everything. It’s waiting for you if you misbehave tonight. First offense, you spend the night outside. Second offense, you spend a week out there, chained to the stake next to it.”

Her eyes widened slightly, the only external sign of her distress. The threat lands exactly as Daniel intended—a cold weight of fear settling in her stomach. The doghouse had remained an abstract threat until now, but its completion transforms it into a tangible consequence.

“Do you understand, Princess?” Daniel asks, his thumb and forefinger finding her left nipple ring.

She barks once; the sound echoing against the walls of the entryway. Daniel tugs sharply on the ring, sending a jolt of pain-pleasure through her breast. Despite her anxiety, her body responded with a familiar heat between her legs.

“Good girl,” he praises, releasing the ring to pat her head. “I want them to see how perfectly trained you are. Show them what an obedient pet you’ve become.”

Princess remains motionless, focused on maintaining perfect “place” position as Daniel straightens up and checks his watch. “They’ll be here any minute. Remember, Princess—best behavior.”

Daniel disappears briefly, returning with a small remote in his hand. Princess recognizes it immediately—the controller for her clit vibrator. Her sex clenches involuntarily at the sight.

“Just a little insurance,” Daniel explains with a smirk, pressing a button.

The gold disk pierced through her clit vibrates to life, a low, persistent hum that sends instant waves of sensation through her core. Princess whimpers softly, fighting to maintain her position as her thighs begin to tremble.

“Low setting for now,” Daniel says. “If you’re especially good tonight, I might turn it up later as a reward.”

The doorbell’s harsh chime pierces the air, making Princess jump slightly before forcing her muscles to lock back into position. The vibration between her legs intensifies momentarily with her startled movement, then settles back into its steady, maddening rhythm.

“Showtime,” Daniel says, pocketing the remote with a wink.

Princess’s heart hammers against her ribs as Daniel moves toward the door. She knows exactly what will happen next. The door will open, and whoever stands on the other side will immediately see her—naked, collared, positioned like an animal on display.

The lock clicks, the door handle turns, and Princess forces herself to remain perfectly still. She keeps her eyes downcast as instructed, staring at the mat beneath her paw-mitts. The door swings open, letting in a rush of cool evening air that raises goosebumps across her exposed skin. Male voices greet Daniel enthusiastically before halting abruptly.

The stunned silence tells Princess the men have seen her. Heat floods her cheeks as the gold disk continues its relentless vibration against her clit. Their footsteps approach. Between her spread thighs, wetness gathers in shameful evidence of her body’s betrayal. She’s undeniably aroused by her own debasement.

“Holy shit.” The words hang in the air, followed by a low whistle that might be appreciative or shocked—perhaps both. Princess keeps her eyes lowered as instructed, but her peripheral vision catches three pairs of male legs stepping into the entryway. The silence that follows feels weighted with disbelief and something darker—a collective hunger that makes her stomach clench.

“I told you guys,” Daniel says, his voice carrying a note of smug satisfaction. “Welcome to the new normal.”

“Is that—” The voice belongs to Jason, Daniel’s college roommate whom Princess remembers dismissing as crude and beneath her social circle. “That’s actually Vanessa?”

Footsteps circle around her exposed form, but she maintains perfect “place” position, fighting the urge to look up at the men studying her naked body. The vibrator against her clit continues its maddening hum, stoking the heat between her legs despite her humiliation.

“I thought you were fucking joking, man,” Pete says, his voice closer now, somewhere to her right. “When you said she’d been ‘trained’ I thought maybe you meant she stopped spending all your money or some shit.”

“Nope. Complete transformation.” Daniel’s hand appears in her field of vision, coming to rest on her shoulder. “The bitch who once refused to make me coffee now pisses outside on command.”

Laughter erupts, three distinct male chuckles joining Daniel’s deeper laugh. Princess feels her cheeks burn hotter, the degradation of being discussed like an animal in front of men who once knew her as a person sending another unwelcome pulse of arousal through her conditioned body.

“Jesus Christ,” Mike mutters, moving to stand directly in front of her. His jeans come into view, and Princess notes the growing bulge pressing against the denim. “And she just... stays like that?”

“Yes. Until I tell her to move,” Daniel confirms, patting her head proudly. “Just perfect training. The Correction Company does impressive work.”

“No fucking way,” Pete insists, still sounding incredulous. “This has gotta be some elaborate prank. She was the most stuck-up bitch I’ve ever met. Remember that Christmas party where she threw a fit because you bought the wrong champagne?”

Daniel laughs again. “Oh, I remember. Princess, beg.”

She moves instantly, shifting her weight back onto her knees, lifting her mitted paws off the floor and positioning them up by her shoulders and thrusting her breasts forward. The nipple rings dangling from her tits swing as she spreads her thighs even wider, fully exposing her sex with its gold piercing still vibrating quietly.

“Ruff! Ruff!” she barks eagerly, the sounds emerging from her throat without conscious thought.

“Holy fuck,” Jason breathes, his voice barely above a whisper. “She’s actually—this is real.”

“Gentlemen,” Daniel says with theatrical formality, “let me properly introduce you. This is Princess, formerly my cheating wife Vanessa, now my perfectly trained pet.”

He circles behind her, and Princess feels his fingers trace the tattooed “PRINCESS” on her left ass cheek. “Complete with registration and permanent markings.”

“How did you—” Mike starts, then stops, apparently lost for words.

Daniel chuckles. “Remember all those business trips she supposedly took? Turned out she was fucking her personal trainer in five-star hotels on my dime.” His hand moves to grip her collar. “So I found a better trainer for her. One who could teach her some proper manners.”

“And she went along with this?” Jason asks, crouching down to get a closer look at her face. From this angle, Princess can see him more clearly—his beard fuller than she remembers, eyes wide with disbelief as he studies her.

“Not exactly,” Daniel admits. “But it turns out there are places that specialize in attitude adjustments for difficult wives. Completely legal with the right paperwork, which her lawyer—who was also fucking her, by the way—was kind enough to help me prepare before I fired him.”

Mike whistles low. “That’s some cold revenge, man.”

“Not revenge,” Daniel corrects, his voice hardening slightly. “Justice. She took my trust and my money. Now she serves a purpose.” His fingers threaded through her hair tufts, scratching her scalp as if petting a beloved dog. “And believe it or not, she’s happier this way. Aren’t you, Princess?”

She yips once in affirmation, the sound high and eager. The horrifying truth is that Daniel is right; she has found contentment in this simple existence.

“She even cums from being degraded now,” Daniel adds, his voice dropping to a conspiratorial tone. “The training linked obedience with pleasure. Watch.” He reaches between her legs and flicks the gold disk pierced through her clit, making her gasp as the sensation intensifies. “Already wet, see?”

Three pairs of eyes drop to the glistening evidence of her arousal, visible between her spread thighs. Princess feels herself grow wetter under their collective gaze, her conditioning making even this extreme exposure a source of stimulation.

“Fuck me,” Pete murmurs, adjusting himself openly through his pants. “That’s the hottest thing I’ve ever seen.”

“Don’t be shy. Touch her,” Daniel offers casually, as if inviting them to sample appetizers rather than handle his wife’s naked body. “She loves being patted and played with.”

Her heart hammers against her ribs as the three men exchange glances, their expressions a mixture of disbelief, lust, and something like awe. In her peripheral vision, she sees them step closer, surrounding her kneeling form.

“Seriously? You’re just going to let us grope your wife?” Jason asks, his voice thick with desire. “We can just... grab a tit and you won’t freak out?”

“Princess is not my wife,” Daniel confirms. “She’s a pet, not a person. She exists to please me, and right now, it would please me to see how well she behaves for my friends.”

Princess remains frozen in the begging position. Her eyes darted between them, taking in their expressions without lifting her gaze directly to their faces. She does not want to end up in the doghouse.

The gold disk continues its steady vibration against her most sensitive flesh, keeping her arousal simmering despite the nervousness coursing through her veins.

Silence hangs in the room for three heartbeats after Daniel’s permission. Then Jason moves first, reaching toward Princess with a tentative hand that hovers momentarily before making contact with one of her hair tufts. His fingertips brush the short strands lightly, almost reverently, as if touching an exotic animal at a petting zoo. “It’s so soft,” he murmurs, voice dropped to a whisper.

The simple touch—this stranger’s hand on her head—sends a shiver down Princess’s spine.

“Go on,” Daniel encourages from somewhere behind her. “She doesn’t bite.” He laughs.

His words break the tension, and suddenly Mike steps forward, his hand reaching boldly for her exposed breast. Unlike Jason’s hesitant approach, his palm cups her flesh directly, fingers squeezing with enough pressure to make her suppress a gasp.

“These tits,” Mike says appreciatively, thumb flicking the gold ring piercing her nipple. “I remember staring at them at your wedding reception. That low-cut dress was fucking torture, man.”

Pete laughs, moving to her other side. “I jerked off thinking about her ass for a week after that New Year’s party,” he admits, hand descending to grip the cheek with the “PRINCESS” tattoo. “Christ, it feels even better than it looks.”

They don’t even care that they’ve all admitted to lusting after Daniel’s wife at some point.

Jason’s fingers travel from her hair tuft down to her face, tracing the line of her jaw with curious intensity. “Her eyes,” he observes, crouching to study her downcast gaze. “They’re different somehow.”

“The light behind them has changed,” Daniel explains, pride evident in his voice. “The Trainer called it ‘ego death.’ It’s the moment she stopped fighting and accepted her true purpose.”

Mike’s fingers find her nipple ring again, tugging harder this time. The sharp jolt of sensation pulls a small whimper from Princess’s throat, the sound embarrassingly animal-like. Her response seems to embolden the men further. Hands move across her body with increasing confidence—exploring and probing.

Pete’s palm slides from her ass to the base of the tail plug, giving it a slight twist that makes her shudder. “And she just... stays in position?” he asks, sounding impressed. “No matter what we do?”

“Within reason,” Daniel cautions. “She’s trained to maintain position until released or given another command, but she’s not immune to pain. Just don’t damage my property.”

Property. The word echoes in Princess’s mind as Jason’s hand joins Mike’s on her breasts, both men now toying with her nipple rings, pulling and twisting the sensitive flesh between their fingers until they are pointy and red. The dual sensation sends jolts of electricity straight to her core, intensifying the persistent vibration of the gold disk against her clit.

“God, look at her pussy,” Pete murmurs, his hand sliding between her widely spread thighs from behind. “She’s fucking soaked.”

Princess feels his fingers trace her labia, spreading her open for better viewing. Pete’s finger circles her entrance teasingly, gathering her moisture.

“Jesus!” he exclaims. “The bitch is actually getting off on this.”

Daniel chuckles, the sound rich with satisfaction. “The training created a direct link between submission and pleasure. The more thoroughly she’s used, the more aroused she becomes.” He moves into view, crouching beside Jason. “Watch this.”

His fingers find her chin, tilting her face upward until her eyes meet his. “Princess, who owns you?”

The question triggers her immediate response—three sharp, enthusiastic barks that echo against the walls of the entryway. Pete actually takes a startled step back, jaw slack.

“Fuck me,” Jason breathes. “That’s insane.”

“That’s training,” Daniel corrects, releasing her chin. “Three months of intensive conditioning by professionals, followed by consistent reinforcement at home.”

Princess maintains the begging position despite the growing ache in her thighs and shoulders. Pete’s fingers have found the gold disk pierced through her clit, pressing it slightly to increase the vibration’s intensity.

A moan escapes her lips before she can suppress it, her hips jerking involuntarily against his touch. The reaction draws knowing chuckles from the men surrounding her.

“She likes that,” Mike observes unnecessarily, his hand still kneading her breast. “How sensitive is she?”

“Very,” Daniel answers. “The piercings increased it. Watch.”

He produces the small remote from his pocket and presses a button. Instantly, the vibration against Princess’s clit intensifies, jumping from the gentle background hum to a pulsing rhythm that makes her thighs tremble visibly. Her breath catches, a whine forming in her throat as the sudden spike in sensation crashes through her system.

“Holy shit,” Jason whispers, watching her reaction with fascination. “She’s gonna cum just from that, isn’t she?”

“She can,” Daniel confirms. “But she’s trained to hold back until given permission.”

She fights to maintain her composure as Pete’s fingers continue to explore her folds, now slick with evidence of her body’s betrayal. The dual stimulation—the vibrator and his touch—builds pressure in her core, a coiling tension that demands release.

“So she just... obeys everything? No resistance at all?” Mike asks, fingers pinching her nipple hard enough to send a spike of pain-pleasure through her breast.

Daniel nods. “Complete obedience.” He steps back, admiring his pet from a distance. “The human mind is remarkably moldable with the right motivation.”

She feels something shift in the room's energy. The initial shock and hesitation have given way to something darker. The men’s touches grow bolder, more possessive, as if Daniel’s explanation has fully convinced them of her non-human status.

Jason’s hand slides from her hair to her throat, fingers pressing lightly against her collar. Pete’s exploration between her legs becomes more intrusive, two fingers pushing into her entrance without warning, making her gasp. Mike continues his attention to her breasts, alternating between gentle caresses and sharp tugs on the rings that send confusing signals through her nervous system.

“Does she fuck like this too?” Pete asks, his voice rough with arousal as his fingers pump slowly in and out of her. “All obedient and eager?”

“Better than she ever did as my wife,” Daniel confirms. “Her holes are always available, always ready. No headaches, no excuses, no lying there like she’s doing me a favor. She’ll never say no now.”

“The best part,” Daniel continues, “is how thoroughly she’s accepted her place as a house pet. Haven’t you, Princess?”

She barks once in affirmation; the sound emerging automatically. “Good girl,” Daniel praises, and the words send a warm pulse through her system, separate from the physical stimulation of the men’s hands.

Daniel watches with undisguised pride as his friends handle his pet, his gaze tracking every reaction, noting every tremor and suppressed sound. This is what he wanted—not just her submission to him, but her complete objectification for anyone he chooses. And here she is, performing flawlessly.

“So,” Daniel says finally, his voice cutting through the heavy atmosphere of male arousal, “who wants to see what other tricks she can do?”


Chapter Twenty-Five

Daniel’s friends follow him into the kitchen with Princess keeping close to his side. As soon as they stop, Daniel commands gives her an order. “Beg.”

Once again she moves into position while his friends gawk at how quickly and mindlessly she obeys. Their hands never leave her body for long, and soon they are groping and prodding her body. The vibration against her clit continues its relentless hum, and Princess struggles not to thrust her hips downward, seeking more pressure, but she holds perfectly still despite the building need between her legs.

“Does anyone want a beer?” Daniel asks, his voice casual as he opens the refrigerator, acting as though having a naked woman kneeling in the begging position in his kitchen is entirely normal.

“Yeah, sure,” Jason says, though his eyes never leave her exposed body.

Mike accepts a beer but sets it unopened on the counter, too distracted by Princess’s nipple rings to focus on drinking. He tugs one experimentally, watching her face for a reaction. Princess whimpers softly, and her eyes cloud with need.

“This is quality work,” Mike comments, flicking the gold ring with his thumbnail. “Must have cost a fortune.”

“Not too much. I took the diamonds and gold from our wedding bands and had them made into new jewelry. Worth every penny,” Daniel replies, popping the cap off his beer. “They keep her nipples constantly hard and are excellent for punishment.”

Princess notices Jason standing slightly apart from the others, his discomfort obvious in the rigid set of his shoulders and the way he keeps adjusting himself in his pants. His eyes travel from her upturned face to her spread thighs and the glistening evidence of her arousal.

“Fuck,” Jason mutters, shifting his weight again and pressing his palm against the bulge in his jeans.

Daniel follows Jason’s gaze and smirks. He steps behind Princess and places his hand possessively around her throat. The touch grounds her somehow, a reminder of who she belongs to amid the chaotic sensations of multiple hands exploring her body.

“Jason, why don’t you let her suck your dick?” Daniel suggests, his tone conversational, as if offering a napkin or another beer. “That looks uncomfortable, and there’s no need to suffer when there’s a willing hole right in front of you.”

The kitchen falls silent. Princess feels the atmosphere shift, tension crackling in the air as the men process what Daniel is offering. She keeps her eyes lowered, but she can sense their shock in the sudden stillness of their hands on her body.

“Seriously?” Jason asks, his voice cracking slightly. “You’re just... offering her up like that?”

Daniel shrugs, his hand still resting on Princess’s head. “Why not? She’s trained for it.” His fingers tightened slightly around her throat. “I think it’s time you all understood exactly what I mean when I say she’s not my wife anymore. She’s a pet, an object for my pleasure and, when I choose, the pleasure of others.”

He pats Princess’s head twice, then addresses the group. “All of you are free to touch her and fuck her mouth, but only use her mouth. Her cunt and ass can be played with if you like, but are off limits for fucking. Those are my holes.”

The possessiveness in his voice sends an unexpected thrill through her body. She is his. The training has burned this truth into her nervous system, making his claim over her a source of both security and arousal.

The men exchange glances, processing this new development. Mike raises his eyebrows at Pete, who gives a small shrug in return. Jason swallows audibly, his hand still pressed against his erection.

“You’re actually serious,” Pete says, not quite a question.

“Completely,” Daniel confirms, taking a swig of his beer. “Princess exists to please me now. And right now, it would please me to see her servicing my friends.”

Pete laughs, the sound slightly nervous. “Man, if someone told me last year I’d be offered a blowjob from the ice queen who wouldn’t even let us use her guest towels...”

“Different woman now,” Daniel says simply. “Literally.”

Jason takes a hesitant step forward, his gaze flicking between Daniel and Princess. “And she’s... she’s okay with this?”

Daniel’s laugh is sharp and dismissive. “She doesn’t get to be ‘okay’ or ‘not okay’ with anything anymore. That’s the point. Princess does as she’s told, when she’s told, how she’s told.” He gestures toward her kneeling form. “Her wants are irrelevant.”

Mike moves behind her, his hand sliding between her spread thighs to cup her sex. “She’s so fucking wet,” he announces, fingers exploring her folds. “Getting treated like a dog actually turns her on.”

The intrusive touch sends another wave of unwanted pleasure through Princess’s system. She whimpers softly, struggling to maintain the perfect begging pose as Mike’s fingers trace her entrance teasingly.

Pete returns to toying with her nipple rings, pulling both simultaneously until Princess gasps. “So fucking hot,” he murmurs, watching her reaction closely. “How do we know what commands she responds to?”

“Leave that to me,” Daniel explains, leaning against the counter. “Just use her. She’s trained to accommodate whatever you need.” He gestures to Jason. “Go ahead.”

Jason hesitates a moment longer, then steps forward, his decision apparently made. Princess keeps her gaze lowered, but she can see his shoes stop directly in front of her. The soft tinkle of a belt buckle being unfastened reached her ears. She swallows hard, preparing herself for what comes next.

“Jesus, I can’t believe I’m doing this,” Jason mutters, more to himself than to anyone else in the room. “With her, of all people.”

Princess remains perfectly positioned while her mouth begins to water. It doesn’t matter whose cock it is, she just wants to please him and get praised.

She watches his hand disappear inside his jeans. He hesitates for a heartbeat, as if still processing the reality of what’s happening, before pulling out his thick cock. It juts toward her face, already fully hard, the tip glistening with pre-cum. Princess opens her mouth automatically, waiting.

“Holy shit,” Jason mutters, then grabs her collar and thrusts forward in one smooth motion, burying himself halfway in her waiting mouth.

She immediately begins working her tongue around his shaft. The Trainer’s voice echoes in her memory: “A good pet pleasures enthusiastically. Make sure he sees how happy you are to service him.” She hollows her cheeks, creating suction as she swirls her tongue around the underside of Jason’s cock, finding the sensitive spot just beneath the head that makes him gasp.

She can feel Daniel watching, evaluating her performance, and the desire to make him proud floods her system with fresh determination. “Good girl.” He murmurs. “She loves to be praised.” He adds to his friends.

“Jesus Christ,” Jason groans, his fingers tightening around her collar. “Her mouth is fucking amazing. Good fucking girl!”

Pete moves beside Jason, watching Princess’s face with fascination as she services his friend. His hand finds her breast again, fingers pinching and rolling her nipple between them. The gold ring tugs with each movement, sending sparks of sensation through her chest.

“Look at her taking it,” Mike says, voice low with wonder. “Like she a whore made for this.”

His words make her whimper around Jason’s cock, the vibration in her throat drawing another groan from above.

“Good girl,” Daniel praises again from somewhere to her right. The words trigger an immediate flood of pleasure.

A moment later, the gold disk pierced through her clit, suddenly jumps to a higher setting. The vibration intensifies from a gentle hum to a pulsing rhythm that sends shocks of pleasure radiating outward through her core. Princess moans around his cock, her throat vibrating against his shaft as her hips twitch involuntarily.

“Fuck!” Jason shouts, his free hand joining the first on her collar, using it for leverage as he pushes deeper. “She’s—the vibration when she moans—”

Daniel chuckles, the sound warm with pride. “Watch this.”

The vibration changes pattern, becoming more erratic, unpredictable pulses that make Princess’s thighs tremble. She struggles to focus on her task, to maintain the perfect rhythm while her body is bombarded with sensation. The dual stimulation—Jason’s cock stretching her lips and the relentless vibration between her legs—pushes her toward the edge with alarming speed.

“Damn, she is good at deep-throating,” he pants, his grip on her collar tightening as he drives deeper, the head of his cock hitting the back of her throat.

Princess doesn’t gag—the Trainer eliminated that reflex through weeks of dedicated practice. Instead, she relaxes her throat muscles to accommodate his full length, breathing carefully through her nose when his thrusts allow it.

Pete’s fingers continue their merciless attention to her nipples, alternating between gentle caresses and sharp pinches, making her head spin. Mike’s exploration of her cunt has grown bolder, his fingers now tracing her labia, spreading them wider to expose the vibrating gold disk to the cool air of the kitchen.

“What a slut,” he comments, his fingers coming away glistening. “Fucking dripping.”

Princess’s eyes begin to water as Jason’s thrusts grow more forceful, his control slipping as pleasure builds. Her jaw aches, throat burning from the repeated friction, but the discomfort only intensifies the complex cocktail of sensations flooding her system. This is what she was trained for—to serve, to please, to find fulfillment in being used.

“I’m gonna—fuck—” Jason gasps, his rhythm faltering as he nears his peak.

At that precise moment, Daniel increases the vibration to its highest setting. The gold disk becomes a blur against Princess’s clit, the sensation so intense it borders on painful. Her entire lower body tenses, thighs quivering, as the pressure builds to an unbearable level.

“You can cum when he does,” Daniel tells her, his voice carrying that note of authority that brooks no disobedience.

Jason’s hips jerk forward in a series of short, sharp thrusts, his cock twitching against her tongue. “Oh fuck, oh fuck,” he chants, fingers digging into her collar hard enough to leave marks. With a final groan, he pushes deep and holds himself there, the first pulse of his release hitting the back of her throat.

The permission combined with the pulsing vibration against her clit pushes Princess over the edge. Orgasm crashes through her in violent waves, her body convulsing even as she struggles to maintain her position and swallow Jason’s release. Pleasure radiates outward from her core in electric shocks that make her vision blur at the edges, muscles spasming uncontrollably.

“Holy shit, she’s cumming,” Mike exclaims, his fingers still between her thighs, feeling the contractions. “Just from sucking dick.”

His friend continues emptying himself down her throat, each pulse coinciding with another wave of her own climax. Princess swallows reflexively around him, her throat working to consume every drop as her body shakes with the force of her release.

“Fuck, I can’t—” Jason gasps, finally pulling back, his oversensitive cock slipping from between her lips. A thin string of saliva and semen connects them briefly before breaking.

Princess remains in the begging position despite the tremors still running through her body. Her face is flushed, eyes watery, lips swollen and slick with saliva. Between her spread thighs, evidence of her orgasm glistens on her inner thighs, dripping onto the kitchen floor beneath her.

“Princess, clean up your mess,” Daniel says, and she bends over, tongue out, and begins to lick her juice off the floor like a dog. “That’s what proper training looks like, gentlemen.” Daniel says, and the others laugh as she degrades herself like an animal.

She doesn’t care. She has pleased her master and earned a reward.

Jason tucks himself back into his pants with shaking hands, his expression dazed. “That was... I can’t even...” he trails off, seemingly unable to articulate his thoughts.

“That’s enough, bitch, now heel.” Daniel says. “Let’s move to the living room,” Daniel suggests, hooking a finger through her collar. “I think the game is about to start.”


Chapter Twenty-Six

“Princess, place,” Daniel commands, pointing to the rubber mat purposely positioned right below the TV.

She pivots immediately, crawling toward her designated spot without hesitation. When she reaches it, she assumes the proper position, knowing she’ll be in clear view of all the men.

“Stay,” Daniel adds unnecessarily. She wouldn’t dream of moving without permission.

The men arrange themselves on the sofa, their bodies sinking into the leather with satisfied sighs. Jason and Pete occupy the main section, Daniel takes the recliner portion, while Mike sprawls in the corner chair, beer in hand. The sound of football commentators fills the room, their voices rising with pre-game excitement.

“Kickoff in five minutes,” Pete announces, eyes flicking between the television and her.

The gold disk pierced through her clit continues its low, persistent vibration. She feels wetness between her spread thighs but makes no move to close them. Displaying herself is part of her purpose now.

“Daniel, this setup is fucking awesome,” Jason comments, raising his beer in salute. “A bachelor’s paradise.”

Daniel smiles, his eyes briefly flicking toward Princess before returning to the screen. “Much better this way, trust me.”

The men laugh, the sound mingling with the commentators’ voices as the game officially begins. Princess watches them. Their bodies lean forward during plays, relaxing back during commercials. They reach for beers or the bowl of chips on the coffee table. Time passes in a blur of touchdowns and tackles, the men’s reactions growing more animated with each quarter.

During a commercial break halfway through the first quarter, Mike’s eyes drift down to Princess. They seem to have forgotten about her during the game, but now his gaze travels slowly over her naked form, lingering on her spread knees.

“Princess, come here,” he calls casually, his attention already returning to the screen where a beer commercial plays.

She moves off her mat in a fluid motion, crawling across the carpet toward him.

Mike doesn’t look at her as she approaches, his eyes fixed on the television as he spreads his legs wider to accommodate her. His hand drops to his crotch, palm rubbing against the growing bulge beneath his jeans before unzipping his pants. His movements are unhurried, and he doesn’t even look down at her.

When Princess reaches him, she sits up on her knees between his spread thighs, waiting for further instruction. Mike finally glances down at her with a smirk.

“Suck me off, bitch,” he says simply, freeing his erection from his boxers with one hand while reaching for his beer with the other.

Princess lowers her head immediately, taking him into her mouth without hesitation. She works her tongue around his shaft quickly. A sharp yank on her nipple has her yelping. “Slow down. I want this to last.” She follows his orders, lapping at the underside of Mike’s cock slowly.

“Fuck,” Mike mutters appreciatively, his free hand coming to rest on her head. His fingers find one of her hair tufts, gripping it like a handle to guide her movements.

From the corner of her eye, Princess sees the other men’s attention divided between the game and her performance. Pete nudges Jason, nodding toward the scene with a smirk. Daniel watches with undisguised pride, like a man showing off a well-trained dog.

“Touchdown!” Jason shouts suddenly, jumping to his feet.

Mike’s grip tightens on her hair tuft as his attention snaps back to the screen. “Hell yeah!” he cheers, hips involuntarily thrusting upward with excitement over the play. The sudden movement jabs his cock roughly down her throat, making her eyes whimper.

“Sorry about that, girl,” Mike says with a laugh, though his eyes remain fixed on the replay now showing on the screen.

Princess resumes her work, finding a rhythm that matches the casual atmosphere of the room. She is not the focus here—just an available amenity, like the beer or the chips.

“Fuck, that feels good,” Mike groans during a commercial, finally looking down at her with more focused attention. “Your bitch really knows what she’s doing, Daniel.”

Daniel raises his beer in acknowledgment. “She does.”

Mike’s breathing quickens, his hand tightening around her hair tuft as his orgasm approaches, and the commentators’ voices fade to background noise as she concentrates on bringing him to completion.

“Shit, I’m gonna—” Mike doesn’t finish the sentence, his body tensing as he reaches his peak.

Princess keeps her lips sealed around him as he pulses against her tongue, swallowing his release in rhythmic gulps. Not a drop escapes her lips.

When he finishes, Mike tucks himself back into his pants with one hand, the other already reaching for the chips. “Good girl,” he says absently, attention returning to the game.

The casual dismissal sends a perverse thrill through her body. She backs away from Mike and returns to her mat without being told, resuming her perfect “place” position.

Daniel glances at her with approval, the corner of his mouth lifting in a satisfied smile. She has performed well. The knowledge settles in her chest like a warm glow as she watches the men return their full attention to the game.

The second quarter of the game bleeds into halftime. From her position, she watches the men drain their beers and debate calls the referees made, their voices growing louder with each empty bottle added to the collection on the coffee table.

“This halftime show is garbage,” Pete complains, muting the television. He stretches, his gaze drifting toward Princess.

“She’s like a piece of furniture. I almost forgot she was here. Princess, come here,” he says. “Come over here and make halftime interesting.”

She moves immediately, happy to be of service. It gets boring just kneeling there. Her nipple rings sway gently as she hurries forward.

Pete watches her approach with hooded eyes, his hand already working at his belt buckle. Unlike Mike, who barely looked at her while she serviced him, Pete’s gaze remained fixed on her face as she positioned herself between his spread legs.

“I want you to worship my cock,” he says, his voice rougher than before. “Show me what a desperate little bitch you are.”

Princess sits up on her knees, her paw-mitts resting lightly on his thighs. She leans forward eagerly, extending her tongue to lap at the head of his cock with broad, flat strokes. The salty taste spreads across her tongue as she works her way down his shaft, each movement deliberate and trained.

“What a slut,” Pete comments to the room, his fingers threading through one of her hair tufts. “Fucking starving for it.”

Princess continues her ministrations, varying between long licks and taking him fully into her mouth. “That’s right,” Pete groans, his grip tightening on her hair. “Take it deeper, you filthy mutt.”

He pushes her head down roughly, holding her in place as his cock hits the back of her throat, but she is ready for it and holds perfectly still, breathing carefully through her nose as Pete keeps her impaled on his length.

“Fuck, I can feel her swallowing around me,” he tells the others, his voice tight with pleasure.

Jason watches from his position on the couch, his expression heated. Mike has already returned his attention to his phone, scrolling while occasionally glancing up at Princess’s performance.

Pete releases her hair after several long seconds, allowing her to pull back and gasp for air. Strings of saliva connect her lips to his glistening cock.

“Back to it, bitch,” Pete commands, and she obediently resumes, working him with increasing enthusiasm as his breathing grows heavier.

When he finally reaches his climax, Pete doesn’t warn her. His hand clamps around the back of her neck, holding her in place as he pulses against her tongue. She swallows automatically.

“Fuck yes,” Pete sighs, releasing her neck and tucking himself back into his pants. He looks over at Daniel with a wide grin. “Your dog sucks cock better than most girlfriends I’ve had.”

He extends his hand for a high-five, which Daniel returns with a laugh. “Makes game night much more interesting.”

“Good girl. Now back to your spot,” Daniel tells her, reaching for the remote in his pocket.

As Princess crawls back to her mat, she feels the vibration against her clit suddenly intensify. The gold disk jumps to a higher setting, sending sharp pulses of pleasure through her core. Her crawl falters momentarily as the sensation catches her off guard. Behind her, Daniel chuckles at her reaction.

“Look at her squirm,” he comments to his friends. “She’s desperate to cum, but she’s not allowed unless I say so. Let’s see if she can last the game.”

Princess resumes her position on the mat, fighting to maintain perfect posture as the vibrator continues its maddening stimulation. Just as she feels herself approaching the edge, the intensity drops abruptly, leaving her trembling with unfulfilled need.

The game resumes, and the men’s attention returns to the screen. The gold disk speeds up again, making her tremble, but slows after a few minutes.

An hour passes this way—the game progressing, while she pants and trembles in pleasure. Jason’s eyes drift toward her with increasing frequency as the evening wears on, his expression growing more heated with each glance.

Finally, during the fourth quarter, he sets his empty bottle on the coffee table and clears his throat. “Princess,” he calls, his voice slightly hoarse. “Come here.”

She responds instantly, crawling toward him with perfect form despite the persistent ache between her legs. When she reaches him, Jason looks down at her with an expression different from the others.

“Present,” he instructs, his voice dropping lower. Daniel showed them all the positions earlier, much to their delight.

Princess complies immediately, turning to present her rear to him while lowering her upper body to the carpet. Behind her, she hears Jason’s zipper lower.

“Jesus Christ,” he mutters, more to himself than to the room. “Look at that pussy.”

His hands come to rest on her buttocks, fingers tracing the “PRINCESS” tattoo with something like reverence.

“No fucking her cunt or ass, Jason.” Daniel reminds him.

Jason’s hands tighten on her ass cheeks, spreading them wider. “I remember, but I have a better idea. I want to see her lick my asshole while I jerk off,” he announces suddenly, voice thick with arousal and alcohol. “Can she do that?”

Daniel laughs. “She’ll do anything you tell her to. Won’t you, Princess?”

Princess whines softly in affirmation. The Trainer prepared her for every demand—no service too degrading, no position too uncomfortable.

“On your back then,” Jason commands, standing to remove his jeans and boxers.

Princess rolls onto her back, positioning herself as Jason straddles her face. He lowers himself slowly until his ass hovers inches above her mouth. Princess extends her tongue automatically, making contact with the puckered flesh.

“You kinky bastard.” Pete laughs, followed by more chuckles.

“Holy fuck,” Jason gasps as she begins to lick in circular motions around his rim. “She’s actually doing it.”

“Jets just scored again,” Mike announces, eyes on the television. “We’re down by ten now.”

“Who cares,” Pete laughs, leaning over to watch Princess’s performance. “This is way more entertaining.”

Princess continues her task, using broad strokes of her tongue as Jason groans above her. She can feel his hips bouncing slightly as he begins to stroke his cock.

“Fucking filthy bitch,” Jason pants, reaching back to grip her hair tuft with his free hand. “Stick your tongue in deeper, you worthless mutt. Eat my ass like you were born for it while I cum all over your tits.”

She complies instantly, pointing her tongue to push against his entrance. The sharp taste fills her mouth as Jason grinds down against her face, his breathing growing more ragged.

“That’s fucking sick,” Pete comments between sips of beer. “And she is getting off on it.”

It’s true—Princess feels herself growing wetter. The gold disk vibrates more intensely against her clit. Daniel is rewarding her for being so good.

“Did you see that play?” Daniel asks, pointing to the television. “Complete bullshit call.”

“Total garbage,” Mike agrees, though his eyes keep straying to Princess as she services Jason.

Jason’s ass cheeks flex as he grinds harder against her mouth. His cock strokes grow frenzied, fist working furiously just above her face. There is no warning—one moment he’s chanting “Oh fuck, oh fuck, keep going,” and the next a hot splash lands across Princess’s chest. She feels the first ropes of his cum splatter her tits and stomach, painting her skin in sticky warmth while her tongue continues to service his asshole. The room explodes in a chorus of hoots and laughter, Pete clapping and Mike whistling through his teeth.

“Fucking hell,” Jason groans as he rolls off her and onto the carpet, breathless and red-faced. Princess remains on her back, slime cooling on her skin.

“Place,” Daniel commands, and Princess crawls back to her mat.

As she assumes her position once more, the vibration against her clit suddenly increases. Princess whimpers softly as pleasure surges through her core—but just as she approaches the edge, the intensity drops again, leaving her trembling and desperate.

“Good pet,” Daniel says approvingly, his eyes meeting hers across the room. “Just a little longer.”

Princess remains in position, feeling Jason’s cum drying on her skin as the men get back to the game.

The football game ends with disappointed groans—their team has lost by seven points—but the mood quickly shifts as Daniel suggests moving to the backyard.

“Perfect weather for grilling,” he announces, already heading toward the kitchen to gather supplies. Princess crawls behind the men as they file through the house and outdoors.

“Nice setup,” Mike comments, admiring the outdoor space as he steps onto the patio. “You’ve really transformed this place.”

Daniel moves to the stainless steel grill that dominates one section of the patio.

“Beer’s in the cooler,” Daniel tells his friends as he lifts the grill’s cover. The gas ignites with a soft whoosh, blue flames dancing beneath the grates. “Steaks are marinating in the fridge. Jason, mind grabbing them?”

Jason nods and heads back inside, returning moments later with a plate of thick ribeyes. The rich smell of garlic and herbs fills the night air, making Princess’s stomach tighten with hunger. She hasn’t eaten since her morning kibble.

Pete drops into one of the patio chairs, stretching his legs out in front of him. His eyes follow Princess as she assumes a perfect heel position beside Daniel, waiting for instructions. Something in his expression changes as he watches her shift her weight slightly from knee to knee.

“I think your pet needs to take a piss,” Pete observes with a smirk. “She’s fidgeting.”

Daniel glances down at Princess, one eyebrow raised. “Is that right, Princess? Do you need to go potty?”

The question sends heat rushing to her cheeks. It’s true—her bladder feels uncomfortably full after all the time spent on her mat in the living room.

She whines softly, lowering her eyes in confirmation.

“Go on then,” Daniel says, gesturing toward the far corner of the yard. “You know where.”

Princess hesitates, aware of all four men watching her. Using her designated spot while Daniel observed her was one thing—doing so with an audience of his friends feels different, more exposing somehow.

She crawls across the lawn toward the corner, the grass cool and slightly damp beneath her. When she reaches her designated spot, she spreads her legs and leans back.

“Is she actually going to—” Jason begins, his voice carrying clearly across the quiet yard.

“Just watch,” Daniel replies, a note of pride evident in his tone.

Princess closes her eyes briefly, focusing on relaxing the muscles. The sound seems unnaturally loud in the night air—a soft hissing as her urine hits the grass beneath her. She keeps her thighs spread; the position allowing the men a clear view of this most private function.

“Well, I’ve seen it all,” Mike laughs, the sound sharp and incredulous. “She’s actually pissing outside like a dog.”

“Told you,” Daniel says smugly. “Fully trained.”

“Good girl,” Daniel praises when she returns to his side. His hand drops to pat her head briefly before he turns back to the grill.

The steaks sizzle as they hit the hot grates, the sound and smell making Princess’s mouth water. She watches as Daniel tends to the meat, occasionally sipping his beer between flips and adjustments. The men’s conversation flows around her, touching on work and ordinary topics that create a surreal contrast to her naked presence at their feet.

When the steaks are done, the men gather around the patio table. Four plates, four sets of utensils, four glasses—no provisions made for the fifth living being in the space. Princess remains in perfect heel position beside Daniel’s chair, watching as they cut into perfectly cooked meat, the pink centers glistening in the outdoor lighting.

“These are incredible,” Jason compliments, washing down a bite with beer.

Daniel nods in acknowledgment, cutting another piece from his steak. He looks down at Princess, her eyes following his fork’s movement. “Hungry, girl?” he asks, his tone the same one might use when addressing a favored pet.

She whines softly, paw-mitts pressed against the concrete as she sits up straighter.

Daniel gets up from the table, stepping inside and returning with the familiar steel bowl filled with her kibble. He sets it down on the concrete with a decisive clatter; the bowl positioned directly between his chair and the others.

The men turn as one to watch, the scrape of utensils pausing as she lowers her face to the bowl. She laps eagerly, her tongue scooping the nuggets into her mouth, wet crunches echoing beneath the patio table.

“Holy shit,” Mike says, lifting his phone as if to film. “She actually eats dog food?”

“Not real dog food, but premium puppy-girl food. Everything a bitch needs to stay healthy.” Daniel explains.

“We should do this again,” Pete suggests as the meal winds down. “Maybe next weekend for the playoffs?”

“Definitely,” Daniel agrees, his hand dropping to thread through Princess’s hair tuft. “Princess loves entertaining my friends. Don’t you, girl?”

She leans into his touch, a small whine of contentment escaping her throat. The night air feels cool against her naked skin; the distant chirp of crickets creating a peaceful backdrop to the men’s voices.

“Good girl,” Daniel murmurs, and the simple praise sends warmth spreading through her chest.

As the stars glitter overhead and the men’s conversation continues around her, Princess rests her head lightly against Daniel’s knee, perfectly content in her transformation. Whatever remnants of her former self might still exist are buried too deeply now to ever resurface. Princess is all that remains—and she wouldn’t have it any other way.


Chapter Twenty-Seven

Princess kneels alone in the living room, her naked body quivering with unfulfilled need. She hears the front door has clicked shut behind the last of Daniel’s friends, their voices and laughter fading into the night.

Their scents linger in the air—beer, cologne, the musk of arousal—but they’ve left her here, kneeling on her mat, vibrator stilled but her body still humming with tension.

Her pussy throbs visibly, lips swollen and flushed dark pink, glistening wet in the low light. Hours of stimulation have left her in a state beyond desperation. A whimper escapes her throat, soft and pitiful in the quiet room. She aches to touch herself, to press her paw-mitt against her slit, but her training holds firm. That would be a bad girl. She knows better than to seek pleasure without permission.

The sound of Daniel’s footsteps returning from the front door makes her heart pound. Her head lifts, eyes bright and eager. She watches him enter the living room, his expression one of deep satisfaction as he surveys her trembling form. His gaze travels slowly from her face down to her spread knees, taking in every detail of her desperate state.

“Perfect,” Daniel says, his voice low and pleased. “Still right where I left you. Such a good, obedient bitch.”

The praise sends a flush of warmth through her chest, mingling with the heat between her legs. She wants—needs—to please him, to show how perfectly she’s learned her place.

Daniel approaches unhurriedly. “You performed beautifully tonight,” he continues. “My friends were impressed. I think Jason might even be jealous.”

He stops directly in front of her, close enough that she can smell him—the lingering scent of grilled steaks, beer, and something uniquely him that makes her body respond on a primal level. Her nipples tighten against their gold rings.

“You were such a good girl tonight,” Daniel says, reaching down to trace a finger along her jawline. “I think you deserve a reward.”

The words send an electric current through Princess’s body. A reward. The promise of release makes her dizzy with anticipation. She responds with three sharp, enthusiastic barks, the sound echoing against the walls. Her entire body quivers visibly, muscles tense with desperate hope.

Daniel laughs, genuinely amused by her eagerness. “So fucking desperate,” he murmurs, but his voice holds no mockery, only satisfaction. “Show me how much you want it.”

He steps back slightly, creating a space between them. “Present,” he commands.

Princess scrambles to obey, her movements frantic with need. In her haste, her right paw-mitt slides awkwardly on the carpet, nearly sending her toppling sideways. She catches herself, a small whine of distress escaping her throat.

She pivots her body, turning her back to Daniel. Her back arches sharply, raising her ass high into the air. Her knees spread wide—wider than necessary, a silent plea in the obscene exposure of her most intimate parts.

The tail plug nestles between her cheeks, the black silicone base a stark contrast against her pale skin. Her pussy is fully displayed beneath it, lips parted slightly, swollen and slick with arousal.

Princess pants heavily, her breath coming in short, sharp bursts. The sounds she makes are no longer human—they are the whines and whimpers of a bitch in heat, animal noises that rise from her throat unbidden. She feels no embarrassment at these sounds, no shame in her display.

Her hips twitch slightly, minute movements she can’t fully control as her body begs for touch, for friction, for anything that might bring relief. Her pussy clenches around nothing, muscles contracting rhythmically in anticipation.

Behind her, she hears Daniel’s sharp intake of breath, the soft rustle of clothing as he moves closer. His approval hangs in the air, unspoken but palpable. Princess whimpers again, pushing her hips back slightly, offering herself more completely.

“Perfect,” Daniel murmurs. The single word sends a fresh wave of wetness between her thighs. She has pleased her master. Now she waits for her reward, trembling with need and desperate anticipation.

Daniel’s hands come to rest on Princess’s upturned ass, his touch sending ripples of anticipation through her trembling form. His fingers trace the curve of her cheeks, brushing over the tattoo that bears her name. The touch is possessive, appreciative—a master admiring his property. He applies slight pressure, spreading her wider, examining what belongs to him.

“What a good, good girl,” he murmurs, voice thick with desire. “So desperate for cock. I’ve never seen a bitch so wet.”

His thumb slides down the crease between her cheeks, pressing lightly against the base of her tail plug. Princess whimpers at the pressure, pushing back against his hand instinctively. The slight movement earns her a sharp smack to her right cheek, the sound cracking in the quiet room.

“Stay still,” Daniel commands. “Good pets take what they’re given.”

She freezes immediately, muscles locked in position despite the tremors of need running through her body. Daniel’s hand moves lower, fingers tracing the swollen lips of her sex without quite touching where she needs it most.

“You served my friends so well tonight,” he says, his voice dropping to that register that makes her inner muscles clench with response. “Made me proud to own such an obedient pet.”

His praise floods her system with warmth, a unique pleasure that mingles with her physical need. She whines softly, the sound high and needy, thanking him in the only language she’s permitted.

Princess feels his fingers circle back to her tail plug, gripping the base firmly. The sharp tug makes her gasp as he begins to work it free, rotating it slightly as he pulls. The widest part stretches her opening before the plug pops free entirely.

The sudden emptiness makes her whimper, her hole clenching around nothing. The emptiness feels wrong. Daniel sets the plug aside, the soft thud as it hits the carpet barely registering through the haze of her need.

She hears the rustle of clothing, and then Daniel’s hand returns to her hip, gripping firmly. Something hot and blunt presses against her recently emptied hole- his cock nudging at her entrance.

“This hole is my favorite. You never let me do this before, but now,” Daniel tells her as he pushes forward, breaching her slowly. “You're so eager to have your ass filled. Any hole, but this one is so tight.”

Princess pants heavily, adjusting to the intrusion. It burns more than the familiar plug, stretches her in different ways, but her body yields to him. When he’s fully seated inside her, his hips pressed against her ass cheeks, he pauses for a moment, allowing her to feel the fullness.

“You make a much better pet than you did a wife,” he says, the crude words washing over her as he begins to move. “Should have put you on all fours the day after our wedding.”

A fresh surge of heat between her legs has her whining, her pussy clenching around emptiness as her ass grips his cock.

Daniel’s pace quickens. “Such a perfect little anal slut,” Daniel grunts above her. “Born to be fucked like an animal.”

The words pushed Princess closer to the edge, her breathing coming in sharp gasps. Daniel seems to sense her approaching climax, his hand reaching beneath her to find the gold disk. He presses it firmly, applying direct pressure to her clit as he continues to pound into her ass.

“Cum like the filthy dog you are,” he commands. “Show me how much you love being my bitch.”

The permission combined with the dual stimulation triggers something explosive inside her. Orgasm crashes through Princess in violent waves, her vision blurring at the edges as pleasure overwhelms her system. She howls—a sound more animal than human—as her body convulses beneath Daniel’s weight. Inner muscles spasm wildly, her ass clenching around his cock.

Daniel groans in response to her tightening grip, his rhythm faltering briefly before he redoubles his efforts. His fingers dig into her hips, hard enough to leave bruises, anchoring her in place as she shudders through her release.

“That’s it,” he encouraged, voice strained with his own approaching climax. “Take it all, Princess. Show me how perfect you are now that you know your place.”

The orgasm seems endless, waves of pleasure crashing through her one after another. Princess’s mind empties of everything except sensation—the fullness in her ass, the pressure against her clit, the weight of Daniel above her. She exists only as a vessel for pleasure, a receptacle for her master’s use.

Daniel’s thrusts grow more erratic, his breathing harsh in the quiet room. With a final grunt, he pushes deep and holds himself there, his cock pulsing inside her as he reaches his own peak. The warmth of his release spreads through her, another mark of ownership, another reminder of her purpose.

Daniel withdraws slowly, the sensation making Princess whimper softly at the sudden emptiness. She hears him adjusting his clothing, the soft zip of his pants being fastened.

“Good girl,” he murmurs, the praise settling into her bones like warm honey.

Princess pants in exhaustion, her body still trembling with aftershocks. Sweat cools on her skin, mingling with the other fluids that mark her used state.

“Such a perfect pet,” Daniel says, his voice carrying genuine satisfaction. His fingers scratched against her scalp, the touch soothing after the roughness of their coupling. “So much better this way.”

Princess makes a small sound of contentment in her throat, pushing her head slightly against his hand. Her mind is quiet in the simple joy of having pleased her master.

Her muscles feel liquid, body humming with lingering pleasure. Daniel’s hand continues its gentle caress of her scalp, the touch grounding her as she floats in the peaceful aftermath of release. Her world has narrowed to these simple sensations—his touch, the carpet against her cheek, the cooling evidence of their coupling on her skin.

“Release,” Daniel says softly, and Princess immediately relaxes from her presenting position, rolling onto her side. Her limbs feel heavy, pleasantly exhausted. She looks up at Daniel, who stands above her with an expression she’s come to recognize—satisfaction mingled with something like fondness.

“I should tell you something,” he says, his tone casual. “We’re actually divorced now. The paperwork went through last week.”

The words took a moment to penetrate the fog of her post-orgasmic haze. When they do, Princess’s eyes widen, her body stiffening slightly as she processes this information. Divorced. The legal severing of the relationship that once defined her existence. She should feel something profound—loss, perhaps, or anger. Instead, there’s only a mild surprise.

Daniel continues, his voice matter-of-fact. “You’re going to stay as my puppy permanently. That was always the plan, anyway.”

He moves to the nearby coffee table and picks up a manila folder she hadn’t noticed before. Opening it, he turns it toward her, allowing her to see the official-looking documents inside. The word “DIVORCE” is clearly visible at the top of the page, printed in bold black letters.

“Everything’s legal and binding,” he explains, flipping through papers marked with signatures—including one that might once have been hers. “Your assets have been transferred to me as part of the settlement. The house, the cars, all mine now.” He pauses, looking at her with a slight smirk. “Not that a dog needs property.”

Princess stares at the documents, the visual confirmation of what he’s telling her. She searches her feelings for distress, for the outrage that should accompany this revelation. But Princess feels only a strange, floating detachment.

“Your family thinks you’ve run off to Europe with a lover,” Daniel continues, closing the folder and placing it back on the table. “A few carefully crafted emails, some transfers to accounts in Switzerland. No one’s looking for you. No one suspects.”

He crouches beside her, his fingers finding one of her hair tufts again. “This is your life now. Forever. Just being my good, obedient pet.”

Surprisingly, she feels no sadness at this revelation. As she lies on the carpet, naked and used, her old identity legally erased, she realizes there’s a profound simplicity to this arrangement. A puppy can never disappoint her master the way a wife did. A puppy has no complex social obligations, no need to maintain appearances or navigate human relationships. Their purpose is clear and singular—to please its owner.

The realization settles over her like a warm blanket. Everything has been stripped away. Princess exists only to serve, to obey, to please.

Daniel watches her face, seeming to track her thoughts. “You understand now, don’t you?” he asks quietly. “This is better for both of us. You were never happy before. Always wanting more, always looking elsewhere. Now you’re content just to be at my feet.”

He’s right, she realizes. The constant dissatisfaction that drove Vanessa to seek validation in other men’s beds, to spend extravagantly, to belittle the husband who couldn’t fulfill her endless wants—that restlessness has disappeared entirely. Princess feels complete in her service, fulfilled by the simple act of pleasing her master.

“Bed,” Daniel commands, gesturing toward the plush dog bed positioned near the couch.

Princess crawls toward it obediently, her movements slow and slightly stiff from their recent activities. The padded surface yields beneath her weight as she settles onto it, curling her legs beneath her.

Daniel stands above her for a moment, looking down with what might be affection. “Tomorrow we’ll have friends over again,” he says. “I don’t feel a shred of jealousy seeing them use you like I thought I might so maybe I’ll feel generous and let Pete fuck your ass this time. Would you like that?”

She whines softly, not in protest but in acceptance. Whatever pleases her master pleases her. Her body is his to share or keep as he chooses.

“Good girl,” Daniel says, the familiar praise warming her chest. “Sleep now.”

He turns and leaves the room, switching off the lights as he goes. She hears his footsteps ascending the stairs, heading to the bedroom she once shared with him—a space she’ll never enter again without his permission.

In the darkness, Princess curls tighter on her bed, her body sore but deeply satisfied. Outside, the world continues—people working, striving, loving, fighting, all caught in the complex web of human emotion and social expectation. But here, in this house, she has found a different existence. Simpler. Purer.

As sleep begins to claim her, she feels a profound contentment settle over her. The woman named Vanessa truly is gone—legally, emotionally, completely. Only Princess remains, her identity distilled to its essence: Daniel’s perfect, obedient pet.


Chapter Twenty-Eight

2 Years later…

Princess’s ears perk up at the familiar sound of keys jingling outside the front door. She’s been curled on her cushion in the entryway for hours, dozing and waiting. Her heart quickens as the lock clicks. The door swings open, and there he stands—Daniel, her world, her everything—silhouetted in the late afternoon light. A whine of pure joy escapes her throat as she scrambles to her paws, tail wagging so vigorously her entire hindquarters shake with the motion.

“Ruff! Ruff! Ruff!” The barks burst from her chest, eager and high-pitched, bouncing off the walls of the foyer as she crawled rapidly toward him. Her paw-mitts slid slightly on the polished hardwood in her haste, but she’s long mastered the art of swift movement on all fours.

Daniel’s face breaks into a smile, the tension visibly melting from his shoulders as he sets down his briefcase and closes the door behind him. “There’s my good girl,” he says, his voice carrying that special warmth he reserves only for her.

Princess reaches his feet and circles him once, rubbing her flank against his legs, inhaling his scent—cologne, coffee, and something uniquely him that makes her feel safe and loved. She sits back on her haunches, front paws up in the begging position she knows he finds endearing, her nipple rings catching the light as her chest heaves with excited breaths.

“Did you miss me?” Daniel asks, crouching down to her level. His fingers find the soft tufts of hair he’s allowed to grow longer on her otherwise smooth scalp, scratching behind her ear.

She barks three times in quick succession—yes, yes, yes—leaning into his touch with such enthusiasm that she nearly topples forward. It’s been five days since she’s seen him, the longest they’ve been apart so far. Lately he’s been going out more and leaving her alone for longer periods. The house has felt empty without his presence, each room somehow larger and colder despite the thermostat remaining unchanged.

When he leaves for more than a day, one of his friends, usually Jason, will come twice a day to feed her and take care of her needs. She’s expected to take care of his needs as well, which she does eagerly, like the good girl she is.

Slowly over time her master’s possessiveness has faded and his friends have used her holes often. She doesn’t think about why her master has changed his mind, but it’s not up to her so when Jason asks her to present after feeding her and letting her outside she does without thought and mewls in delight when he fucks her pussy until he’s dumped his load into her, leaving her pant and happy.

Daniel’s hand moves to stroke down her spine, fingers tracing the bumps of her vertebrae with practiced familiarity. Princess arches into the touch, a soft whine of contentment vibrating in her throat. His other hand finds her collar, index finger hooking beneath the smooth leather to scratch the sensitive skin there.

“I’ve missed you too,” he tells her, petting her cheek, voice dropping lower. Something in his tone makes Princess still slightly.

She leans into his palm, eyes fluttering closed, content just to be in contact with him. But there’s an unfamiliar scent on him tonight—the scent of a woman’s perfume. Princess’s nostrils flare. She noses at his wrist, inhaling deeper.

Daniel notices. He laughs, low and unbothered, and stands, ruffling the tufts on her head. “You’re a smart girl, Princess. Jealous?” The word means nothing to her. Daniel owns her; she doesn’t own him.

Daniel sighs, his expression shifting subtly. “Come,” he commands, standing and walking toward the living room. Princess follows immediately, crawling beside his right leg.

In the living room, Daniel settles onto the couch, patting the spot beside him—a rare invitation that Princess doesn’t hesitate to accept. She leaps up, careful to keep her paw-mitts from scratching the leather, and curls against his thigh, looking up at him with complete adoration.

“I know I haven’t been around much lately,” Daniel begins, his hand returning to stroke her hair tufts. “And that’s been hard for you.” His fingers trace the line of her jaw, lifting her chin so their eyes meet. “You’ve been such a perfect pet, Princess. Better than I could have ever imagined when I first brought you home from training.”

Princess nuzzles against his palm, soaking in the praise like sunshine. His approval still floods her system with warmth, even after all this time.

“The thing is,” Daniel continues, his touch never ceasing its gentle rhythm, “as wonderful as you are—and you are wonderful—I need something more in my life.” He pauses, seeming to choose his words carefully. “I need someone I can talk with. Someone who can answer back with words, not just barks. Someone to share meals at the table with, and to build a future with.”

Princess goes still against him, sensing a shift in the atmosphere. She watches his face intently, trying to understand the subtle changes in his expression.

“I’ve been seeing someone,” Daniel reveals, his tone gentle but firm. “Her name is Elise. She’s kind and smart and beautiful, and she makes me happy in ways I’d forgotten were possible.”

The words wash over Princess, individual sounds that take time to assemble into meaning. Something cold begins to spread through her chest, a sensation she hasn’t felt in years—not since those first weeks at the Correction Company, before she fully accepted her transformation.

“She’s moving in next week,” Daniel continues, his fingers still stroking Princess’s head as if to soften the blow. “We’re going to start building a life together.”

Princess’s body reacts before her mind fully processes what this means. Her muscles tensed beneath her skin, a tremor starting in her paw-mitts and traveling up her limbs. Her head lowers slightly, and she presses more firmly against Daniel’s leg, as if physical closeness might somehow prevent the change his words are promising.

“She doesn’t know about you,” Daniel says, gesturing vaguely at Princess’s naked form with his free hand. “She wouldn’t understand our arrangement. Most people wouldn’t.”

Princess whines, the sound high and distressed in her throat. Her eyes widened, dark pupils dilating as she stared up at Daniel. Two years of conditioning have stripped away most of her human thought patterns, but something primitive and essential understands the threat in his words. She paws at his leg gently, then more insistently, her breathing quickening.

“Shh… girl.” Daniel’s expression softens with genuine affection as he wraps his arm around her trembling form. “I know, girl. I’ll miss you too.” He sighs, running his palm down her flank in long, soothing strokes. “But this is how it has to be. You’ve been perfect—exactly what I needed when I needed it. But now things are changing.”

Princess makes another sound, somewhere between a whine and a bark, pressing her face against his thigh, an instinctive posture of submission and distress. She noses at his hand, trying to direct it back to petting her, as if resuming the familiar routine might somehow erase his words.

“You will have to go,” he states matter-of-factly, the gentle tone not disguising the finality of his decision. “But don’t worry—I’ve found the perfect new owner for you. Someone who’s very excited to have you, and who understands exactly what you need.”

She presses her entire body against Daniel’s leg, front paws coming up to rest on his thigh as she looks up at him with pleading eyes. A soft, pitiful whimper escapes her, the most articulate expression of distress her trained body can produce.

Daniel cups her face between his hands, thumbs stroking her cheeks with genuine tenderness. “It’s going to be okay,” he promises. “You’ll see. Change is scary, but you’ll be happy in your new home. I wouldn’t send you anywhere that wouldn’t treat you exactly how you're supposed to be treated. Bitches get re-homed all the time so you’ll be fine.”

Princess trembles beneath his touch, her world tilting on its axis. For two years, Daniel has been her everything—master, provider, the center of her universe. The concept of belonging to someone else sends waves of anxiety through her body that manifest in physical symptoms: shallow breathing, a racing heart, limbs that feel suddenly weak and uncoordinated.

“Now, none of that. Heel,” Daniel commands gently, returning to the familiar language of training.

Princess responds automatically, sliding off the couch and assuming the perfect position beside his leg. Even in her distress, her body obeys without hesitation, finding comfort in the clear expectations of her role. She sits upright on her knees, head level with his thigh, eyes downcast in proper form.

“Good girl,” Daniel praises, the words landing like a balm on her raw emotions. “Always such a good, good girl.”

Despite everything, Princess calms at the approval in his voice. Whatever comes next, this need to please him remains constant—the core of who she has become, but maybe he’ll change his mind.

She presses against his leg more insistently, her front paw-mitts coming to rest on his knee. She looks up with wide eyes, a series of soft, pleading whimpers escaping her throat. His fingers scratched a sensitive spot behind her ear.

“No, girl,” Daniel says, gently removing her paws from his knee. “This isn’t negotiable.” He stands, breaking the physical contact that anchors her. “You’ll sleep in your crate tonight. We leave first thing in the morning.”

Princess sits frozen on her haunches, watching as Daniel moves around the living room, gathering her toys—the rubber bone she likes to chew, the plush rabbit that squeaks when she bites it. A high-pitched whine escapes her, but Daniel doesn’t turn around. He’s made up his mind.

Sleep comes fitfully that night in her crate. She hasn’t been kept in it for a long time, and recognizes the change in her routine, but curls instinctively on her padded mat like a good puppy-girl.

Morning arrives and Daniel stands above her, already dressed in jeans and a button-down shirt, his face composed. “Come,” he commands, and Princess crawls out, stretching her limbs stiffly after the restless night.

There’s no breakfast waiting in her bowl. Instead, Daniel moves purposefully around the kitchen, gathering her things. Her stainless steel food and water dishes go into a cardboard box. Next comes her grooming kit—the special shampoo that makes her skin smell like cherry blossoms, the soft brush he uses on her hair tufts, and the clippers for maintaining her smooth scalp.

She watches from her position beside the island, her stomach tight with hunger and anxiety. Each item disappearing into boxes represents another piece of their shared life being dismantled. The routine that has structured her existence for years is unraveling before her eyes.

“Come,” Daniel says again, leading her to the laundry room where he collects her bedding—the plush dog bed from the living room, the thinner mat from her crate. These familiar scents of home are compressed into plastic bags, their comforting presence sealed away.

Princess follows him through the house in a daze, her perfect heel position maintained by muscle memory rather than conscious thought. In the garage, Daniel loads the boxes into the back of his SUV, arranging them carefully around her travel crate.

“In you go,” he says, holding the crate door open. Princess hesitates, looking from the dark interior of the crate to Daniel’s face and back again. “Now, Princess,” he adds, his voice taking on the firm edge that brooks no disobedience.

She crawls inside, and the metal door swings shut behind her. Through the grated front, she watches Daniel finish loading the car, his movements efficient and purposeful.

The engine rumbles to life, vibrations traveling through the metal floor of the crate and into Princess’s body. The garage door rises, sunlight streaming in, and then they’re backing down the driveway, away from the only home she’s known in this new existence.

The journey stretches on, minutes bleeding into hours. The silence was only broken by Daniel’s phone ringing. His voice fills the enclosed space, echoing slightly against the hard plastic walls of the crate. “Hey, babe.” The tone is casual, lighter than it’s ever been with her, warm in a way Princess recognizes as reserved for someone he genuinely likes—not someone broken in by discipline and remote-control vibrators.

“I just have to finish an errand, and I’ll meet you back at the house to help you unpack.” He pauses, listening to whatever his girlfriend is saying. “I’m looking forward to it, too. I’ve made reservations at that restaurant you like for dinner.”

He laughs, low, an intimate sound meant only for the woman on the other end. Silence, then a soft, “I miss you too, Elsie. It’s so weird not having you in my bed. Last night I kept reaching over, expecting you to be there.”

“I love you, baby. See you soon.” Daniel says and hangs up. He looks through the rearview mirror and meets her gaze. “Not much longer now, girl.”

He smiles. “You’re being so good. Such a patient girl.”

The praise momentarily soothes the mixed emotions that rushed through her system from hearing the phone call. She whines softly in response, her body automatically relaxing at his approval.

The motion of the car changes, slowing and turning more frequently. They’re leaving the highway, moving onto smaller roads. Through the holes in the crate, she catches glimpses of trees, fields, a landscape more rural than anything she’s accustomed to. The car bumps along what must be a gravel driveway, small stones pinging against the undercarriage.

“Here we are,” Daniel announces as the engine cuts off. The sudden silence feels oppressive after hours of mechanical noise. “Your new home.”

Princess presses her face against the crate, trying to see more of their surroundings. All she can make out is a portion of what looks like a sprawling single-story house, white siding gleaming in the afternoon sun. The property seems to extend far beyond what she can glimpse, open space stretching in all directions.

The rear hatch rises, flooding the space with fresh air that carries unfamiliar scents. Daniel’s face appears, his expression gentle but determined. “Time to meet your new owner,” he says, unlatching the crate door.

“Come,” Daniel commands, his voice taking on that edge of authority that her body cannot disobey.

She crawls forward slowly, emerging from the crate into the bright afternoon light. Daniel attaches her leash to her collar and lifts her down.

“Heel,” he says, and Princess falls into position beside him as they move toward the house, her paw-mitts crunching on the gravel. Each step takes her further from everything familiar, toward a new future but cannot refuse.

The house looms larger as they approach, its wide front porch shaded by a sloping roof. Someone waits in the doorway, a male silhouette Princess can’t yet make out clearly. Daniel’s grip on her leash tightens slightly as they near the steps; whether to reassure her or himself, she cannot tell.

“It’s going to be okay,” Daniel murmurs, glancing down at her with an expression she can’t quite read. “You’ll see.”

Princess freezes at the top of the steps, her body going rigid with recognition. The man standing in the doorway is neither stranger nor friend, but something far more significant. The Trainer from The Correction Company stands before her, his familiar silhouette resolving into sharp focus as they draw closer. He looks the same except he has an expression she’s never seen on him before. He’s smiling.

“Hello again, Princess,” he says, kneeling to look her in the eyes. His voice, that precise mixture of authority and warmth, sends an electric current down her spine. “Welcome home.”

He’s going to be her new owner?

“She’s been an excellent pet,” Daniel says, standing slightly behind her. “Follows all commands instantly. Hardly any disobedience.”

The Trainer nods approvingly, his eyes never leaving Princess’s face. “I would expect nothing less. The training was thorough.” He reaches out, fingers brushing the collar around her neck, and Princess feels her body lean into the touch without conscious decision.

“All her paperwork, registration, medical records—it’s all in the folder. I’ve signed the documents to transfer ownership.” Daniel continues, voice adopting the tone of business. “Her feeding schedule hasn’t changed since you last saw her. Still follows the regimen you established.”

“Excellent.” The Trainer stands, and Princess watches the exchange as Daniel places her leash in the Trainer’s outstretched hand. The simple transfer of the leather strap represents the formal handover of ownership, her status as property passing from one man to another with no thought to her.

“Her toys and bedding?” the Trainer asks, glancing toward the SUV.

“All in the back. I’ll get them,” Daniel replies, hesitating slightly. “She’s been... perfect. I just wanted you to know that.”

The Trainer’s mouth curves into a knowing smile. “They all are when properly trained.” His fingers tighten around the leash, the subtle increase in tension traveling down the leather to register against Princess’s collar. “I’ll take good care of your investment. She’s in the right hands.”

Daniel nods, turning to walk back down the steps, but the Trainer’s voice stops him. The Trainer turns to Princess and commands in a clear, firm voice: “Present.”

Princess pivots into position instantly. Her pussy is already visibly slick with arousal despite the upheaval of the day’s events.

“Perfect,” the Trainer says, and the approval in his voice sends a pulse of heat through her core. Behind her, she hears the soft rustle of clothing, the distinctive sound of a zipper being lowered.

The Trainer’s hands come to rest on her upturned ass. He spreads her cheeks slightly, examining her as one might inspect a prized animal. “Still beautiful,” he comments, more to Daniel than to her. “And responsive as ever.”

His fingers trace the line where the tail plug meets her flesh, a touch that makes her shiver. Then, without warning, the Trainer thrusts into her pussy, burying himself to the hilt in a single, powerful motion. She cries out a loud moan of pleasure. Her body responds instantly—inner muscles clenching around him, wetness increasing to ease his passage.

From her position, face pressed against the porch, Princess can just make out Daniel’s shoes at the edge of her vision. He stands watching as the Trainer’s rhythm increases, his hands gripping her hips with bruising force, pulling her back to meet each thrust.

“I’ve thought about this one often,” the Trainer tells Daniel, voice slightly strained with exertion. “She was special—responded to the training faster than most. A natural submissive hidden beneath all that pretense of control.”

Waves of pleasure wash through her body, her nervous system lighting up with sensations both familiar and new. The Trainer angles his hips slightly, hitting a spot inside her that makes her vision blur at the edges. She moans, the sound muffled against the wood beneath her face.

“They’ve made some upgrades to the facilities since you last visited,” the Trainer continues, his pace never faltering. “There are a few more modifications I’d like to make to her—enhancements to her sensory responses, some aesthetic improvements.” His fingers find her nipple rings, tugging sharply. “She has a vet appointment tomorrow and will be spending a few weeks there recovering.”

Princess whimpers as the gold disk pierced through her clit throbs in time with her pulse as the Trainer continues to pound into her, each thrust pushing her closer to the edge.

Through the haze of mounting pleasure, she vaguely registers movement at the periphery of her vision. Daniel’s shoes turn, step away. She hears his footsteps descending the porch stairs, then the sound of the SUV’s rear hatch opening and closing. He’s retrieving her belongings, preparing to leave, but she can’t concentrate.

The Trainer’s rhythm grows erratic, his breathing harsh above her. “Such a good bitch,” he pants, one hand sliding beneath her to find the gold disk pierced through her clit. His fingers press against it, increasing the pressure and sensation exponentially. “Cum for your new master. Show me how much you want me to fill you up.”

The command, coupled with the stimulation, triggers Princess’s release instantly. Her climax crashes through her in violent waves, her body convulsing beneath the Trainer’s weight, vision whiting out at the edges. She howls as pleasure overwhelms her system.

The Trainer groans, his fingers digging deeper into her flesh as he follows her over the edge. “Fuck!” he shouts, thrusting deep one final time, holding himself against her as he pulses inside her. The warmth of his release spreads through her, marking her internally as his property.

In the aftermath, as her breathing gradually slows, Princess becomes aware of a car door closing and the engine starting. Through the wooden slats of the porch railing, she glimpses Daniel’s SUV turning in the gravel driveway, then disappearing down the long drive. A pang of loss tightens her chest momentarily—the final severing of the bond with the man who owned her for two years.

The Trainer withdraws slowly, leaving her feeling empty and used. His hand strokes down her spine, a touch that’s almost tender. “Release,” he commands, and Princess collapses onto her side, muscles trembling with aftershocks.

“Still perfect,” the Trainer comments, fastening his pants as he looks down at her. “But we’ll make you even better.” He reaches down, fingers threading through one of her hair tufts. “I’ve developed some new training techniques I’m eager to try with you. Advanced conditioning. Deeper integration.”

Princess looks up at him, her eyes wide and attentive. Despite the ache of Daniel’s departure, there’s a strange sense of coming full circle, of returning to the man who truly understood what she needed to become. He had known what she could be before she did.

“Come,” the Trainer says, attaching her leash once more and leading her toward the open door. “Let me show you your new home.”

Princess crawls beside him, following the subtle cues transmitted through the leash. The house opens before them, cool air washing over her heated skin as they enter.

The Trainer’s hand drops to stroke her head as they move deeper into the house, his touch possessive yet appreciative. Despite everything—the upheaval, losing Daniel, the uncertain future—Princess feels a peculiar contentment settling over her. This man created her, shaped her into the creature she now is. In his presence, there’s no conflict between what she was and what she’s become. Here she is exactly what she’s meant to be—nothing more, nothing less.

As they reach what appears to be the main living area with a mat next to the fireplace, the Trainer unclips her leash. “Place,” he says simply. Princess scrambles forward while looking around, taking in her new territory. She feels something inside her settle into place. One chapter has ended; another begins. And strangely, it feels right.

THE END.
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