
        
            
                
            
        

    



Her Prize-Winning Pup











A Petplay Romance of Puppy Obedience, Tail Plugs, and Total Surrender












Introduction










He came to hide behind his Dalmatian mask.




He left with a collar he’ll never take off.










Ren never thought he’d have the courage to attend a kink event, let alone enter the “Best in Show” pet play contest. But once he slips into his ears, tail plug, and latex paws, the world melts away—until a powerful handler notices his trembling leash.










Mistress Rowan doesn’t do casual. She doesn’t play games. But something about the shy pup’s posture, the tremble of his thighs, the need in his eyes… draws her in.










She enters him in the contest under her name. Trains him like he belongs to her.




And when he proves himself in front of the Elite Handler Council, she gives him what no other Domme ever could:










A permanent collar.










One weekend of puppy training, tail worship, orgasm denial, and public obedience becomes the beginning of something deeper. Ren may be back in his own home—but his plug stays in, his cage remains locked, and Mistress Rowan’s commands follow him across every day.










He’s not just a good boy.










He’s

 

her


 
boy.










And she’s not done training him yet.











Her Prize-Winning Pup


 
is a deeply emotional, explicitly kinky petplay romance featuring a shy trans man, a powerful femdom, tail plug discipline, obedience rituals, and a collar he’ll never forget.









Chapter One – Spots and Courage










The suit was tight.










Not just the latex clinging to his thighs and chest, hugging every curve and scar and doubt—but the weight of the collar in his palm. It was soft leather, white with silver studs, just like the ones real pups wore at the Tail Trials. Just like the ones

 

winners


 
wore.










He hadn’t clipped it on yet.










His fingers trembled around the buckle.










Ren sat on the edge of the motel bed, legs pulled in, his tail plug lying beside him like a dare. The Dalmatian hood rested on his thighs—tongue out, ears perked. Happy. Proud. All the things he wasn’t feeling right now.










He took a breath.










You’ve practiced for this. You’ve watched videos, joined chats, even submitted two online entries to get on the contest roster. This is it. Your first public pet play event. Your first time in full gear. Your first real chance to show who you are.










And yet…










He looked at himself in the mirror across the room. Binder on. Suit halfway zipped. Makeup done just enough to sharpen the edges of his face. His chest didn’t look too round. His hips didn’t look too curvy. Not in the suit. Not when he stood just right.










But would

 

they


 
see it?










Would the judges see

 

him


 
?










Ren swallowed hard. He wanted to be brave. Wanted to strut into the event, leash in teeth, tail swaying, tongue panting like he didn’t have a single insecurity gnawing at his ribs. He wanted to be

 

owned


 
—not laughed at, not misgendered, not stared at like a prop in the wrong role.










But pups didn’t whine.










And he was a

 

pup.











He stood, knees wobbly, and slipped into the rest of the suit. The Dalmatian tail plug slid in easily—he’d prepped himself just like the instructions said—and the final tug of the hood over his head sealed it.










His ears flopped perfectly.










His spots glistened.










His tongue curled over the synthetic muzzle.










He didn’t look like Ren.










He looked like a puppy.










And for the first time in days… he smiled.










Ten minutes later, he was standing in line outside the

 

Pet Haven Pavilion


 
, surrounded by barking, panting, tail-swaying pets of every breed, species, and hybrid imaginable. Some wore full latex. Others wore nothing but a collar and courage. A fox-boy in a harness nuzzled his handler’s leg ahead of him. A grumpy pit bull barked at a passing bunny girl on all fours.










And Ren? Ren stood alone.










No handler.










No leash in hand.










Just his number clipped to his thigh:

 

#019. Dalmatian. New Entry.











Someone bumped him.










He flinched, turning slightly—and caught the gaze of a woman standing a few feet away near the judge’s podium.










She wasn’t dressed like the others. No latex. No glitter. Just a crisp black blouse tucked into leather pants, boots polished to a mirror shine. Her dark red lipstick didn’t smudge when she sipped from her silver flask. Her nails were painted the same color as her mouth.










She watched him.










Not the way others had—glancing, judging.










She

 

studied


 
him.










Like she saw through the spots.










Ren looked away quickly.










But not before she smirked.










The doors opened.










Pets were led inside.










Handlers filed in. Judges followed. The “Best in Show” trials were about to begin.










Ren swallowed his fear, dropped to all fours, and crawled through the entrance—alone.










●

 
       

  









The arena was larger than he’d imagined.










A long, padded walkway stretched across the center of the pavilion, surrounded by onlookers in raised seating. Some cheered. Some snapped photos. Some simply observed, leashes in lap, fingers stroking collared necks beside them.










Ren’s number was called eighth.










He crawled out to the center.










Tail high. Paws steady.










He barked.










Once. Loud.










Laughter rippled in the crowd—but not mean. Not mocking. Someone even cheered.










“Cute little pup!” someone called.










He wagged his tail, doing the practiced trick—a rollover, a crawl, then an upright posture with his paws lifted. Just like he’d rehearsed.










The judges murmured.










And one by one, the handlers returned to claim their pets after their showing.










But not him.










He waited at the side of the platform, alone.










Until the boots returned.










Until the red lipstick smirked.










Until her voice, low and firm, said:










“This one’s mine.”










Ren froze.










She didn’t ask.










She

 

claimed.











The judge raised a brow. “New entries are required to—”










“I’ve submitted the adoption form,” she said, pulling a silver leash from her hip. “He’s unclaimed, he’s submitted, and he just earned himself a trainer.”










Ren’s heart slammed into his ribs.










She clipped the leash onto his collar, pulled it tight, and bent down, her lips brushing his floppy Dalmatian ear.










“You’re coming with me, pup,” she whispered. “Let’s see if you bark that proud when I’ve got you tied to my bed, tail wagging, balls caged, and begging for my approval.”










Ren whimpered.










And crawled after her—tail raised, heart pounding, and for the first time in his life, feeling exactly where he belonged.









Chapter Two the private suite










The hallway was quiet, dimly lit, and carpeted in red so thick it muted every pawstep. Ren stayed low, his palms sinking into it, knees scuffing with every nervous movement. The silver leash jingled softly between them, her grip unrelenting, fingers curled around the handle like she’d owned it—and him—for years.










He didn’t know her name.










She hadn’t asked his.










But something about her presence made his body obey before his mind could catch up. Each step behind her was automatic. Submissive. His tail wagged without permission.










They reached a private suite tucked away from the open arena. She unlocked it with a custom keycard and guided him inside. It was… elegant. Not a dungeon. Not a bedroom. Something in between. A heavy four-post bed took up the center, draped in black silk. A padded bench sat by the window. The walls gleamed with racks of leather gear—muzzles, posture collars, harnesses in every shade of command.










Ren sat back on his haunches, chest rising and falling fast.










She closed the door behind them with a click that sounded final.










Then she turned, arms crossed, eyes focused.










“So,” she said, stepping forward slowly. “You’re the pup who thought he’d sneak into Best in Show with no handler and just vibes.”










Ren didn’t speak. He wasn’t sure he was allowed to. The hood muffled his breathing. His paws fidgeted on the floor.










“But you didn’t just enter.” She circled him, boots tapping a slow rhythm. “You barked. You rolled. You begged for attention without saying a word. And the crowd loved you.”










He whimpered.










“You want praise, little mutt?” she asked.










He nodded.










She leaned down and ran a single gloved finger beneath his collar, lifting it just enough to make his pulse stutter.










“Then earn it.”










She yanked gently on the leash and gestured toward the bed. “Up.”










Ren hesitated.










She raised an eyebrow.










He climbed up—awkward, paws gripping the edge, tail plug tugging as he raised his ass to crawl onto the silk sheets. He settled on all fours, face flushed beneath the hood, chest rising and falling rapidly as her shadow moved behind him.










“Look at you,” she murmured. “Tense. Hard. Wet.”










His thighs clenched.










“Is this your first tail?”










He nodded, embarrassed.










“First leash?”










Another nod.










“First handler?”










He paused. Then: “Yes, Miss…”










Her fingers brushed his flank. “Good pup.”










He melted.










“You can call me Mistress Rowan. And for the next 48 hours, you’ll do exactly what I say, when I say it. You’ll eat when I feed you. Sleep when I tell you. Bark when I want to hear your voice. Understand?”










Ren’s voice trembled. “Yes, Mistress.”










Her smile was wicked.










“Now... let’s test your posture.”










She moved to the gear rack and returned with a set of thigh straps and a sleek black posture harness. With practiced ease, she buckled the harness around his chest, tightening it so he couldn’t slouch. The thigh straps followed, locking his legs in a spread-crawl position.










Helpless. Exposed. Owned.










She stood back and admired her work.










“Perfect,” she said. “A prize-winning pup. Just like I thought.”










Then she brought out the remote.










Ren’s eyes widened beneath the hood as she clicked a button—and his tail buzzed. A soft, deep vibration rippled through the plug, making his whole body shiver.










“Sensitive, aren’t you?” she mused.










He nodded furiously.










“Then you better learn your manners fast. Because I don’t let mutts come just because they squirm.”










The remote clicked again. Harder this time.










Ren gasped.










“Speak.”










“Woof—! Mistress, please—!”










“Louder.”










“

 

Woof!


 
Woof—ah, please!”










The vibration stopped.










Ren collapsed against the bed, panting.










Mistress Rowan leaned in and whispered against his ear:










“You beg beautifully. But next time, don’t just bark. You moan. You whine. You drool like a good puppy in heat.”










He whimpered.










“And then I’ll consider letting you hump something.”










He whined louder.










“Good boy,” she purred.










She ran her palm down his back, from the base of his collar to the top of his tail, her nails teasing through the latex.










“Rest now. You’ve got a long weekend ahead. And tomorrow morning?”










She yanked his leash so his cheek pressed flat against the bed.










“You’ll be performing in the obedience arena. In front of the judges. And you’ll be presenting this plug while you recite your rules of behavior.”










Ren blinked, wide-eyed. “Recite?”










“Yes,” she whispered. “Rule one…?”










He didn’t know it.










She smirked.










“Good. That means I get to spank it into you.”










And with that, she left him leashed to the bed, plugged, helpless, panting through the Dalmatian hood, wondering what he’d just signed up for—and already knowing:










He’d never been this turned on in his life.









Chapter Three – Obey for Show










The morning light crept through the tall curtained windows of the suite, golden and soft—so unlike the hum of nervous energy vibrating inside Ren’s chest.










He was still leashed to the bed.










Still plugged.










Still wrapped in his Dalmatian suit, only now slick with sweat and the musk of arousal. His tail plug had pulsed all night in slow, teasing waves—never enough to finish, never enough to ignore. Mistress Rowan had programmed the remote on a timer before curling up in the nearby chair, legs crossed, sipping her wine while he whimpered himself into exhaustion.










And now?










Now it was time for obedience.










The leash tugged.










Ren stirred.










“Pup,” her voice came, sharp and smooth. “Up.”










He lifted his head, tail twitching, eyes blinking behind the hood.










Rowan stood already dressed—black leggings, boots, and a chest harness that hinted at her morning mood. She looked like she belonged on a stage, or a battlefield. And right now,

 

he


 
was her armor. Her weapon.










Her prize.










She unhooked the leash from the bed and gave it a flick. “Heel.”










Ren slid off the bed, knees thudding to the floor.










They didn’t go far—just to the mirror-lined wall, where a low obedience platform waited. It was padded with leather and shaped like a square stage, raised only enough to show off every vulnerable part of a pet made to perform.










Rowan guided him up onto it with gentle but firm pressure.










Then turned him to face the mirror.










“Look.”










He looked.










His latex suit was wrinkled and damp from sleep. His collar slightly twisted. But the posture harness was still snug. His thighs still forced open. His tail? Still nestled between his cheeks, wagging faintly from residual pulses.










Rowan came behind him and ran a hand along his spine.










“You're going to perform today,” she said. “But not for me.”










Ren swallowed hard.










“You’re going to show the judges what a well-trained pup looks like. What he sounds like. What he begs like.” She pulled the plug remote from her belt and let it dangle by his ear like a promise. “And if you’re lucky, you’ll get your reward

 

after.


 
”










He squirmed.










“Now repeat after me,” she said. “Your obedience mantra. Loud and clear.”










Ren froze. “I—I don’t—”










SMACK.










Her hand cracked across his ass before he could finish.










“Don’t make me repeat myself, pup. I trained you last night. You’ll recite it. Or I’ll make sure you’re drooling from the plug by the time we reach the ring.”










He whimpered. “Y-yes, Mistress.”










“Good. Begin.”










She tapped the remote once—

 

buzz


 
. His tail buzzed, the plug waking in a slow throb.










Ren moaned, the vibration rushing through his thighs. “I—I am a good pup—”










“Louder.”










“I am a good pup! I obey my handler—my Mistress. I present my tail with pride. I serve on command. I whine only for her.”










Rowan smirked, circling him.










“Again.”










He recited it louder, more confident.










“Again.”










This time, he barked it, the words trembling with arousal as the plug throbbed harder with every line.










When he finished the third round, panting and flushed, Rowan crouched behind him and slid her hand between his legs—cupping the edge of his cage.










He gasped.










“Your body knows,” she murmured. “Your cock is aching. Your tail is twitching. Your thighs are soaked. And you haven’t even walked into the arena yet.”










He nodded, desperate.










“Good boy,” she whispered.










Then stood.










“Clean gear. Reset posture. And remember—if you perform well enough in public, I might let you hump something private tonight.”










He whimpered.










But beneath that sound was something stronger.










Excitement.










He was ready.









Chapter Four – Parade Your Tail










The arena looked different in the daylight.










Gone were the soft shadows and afterparty flickers of wine glasses and murmured praises. Now, spotlights glared overhead. The stands were full, filled with handlers, judges, and dozens of pups all gleaming in latex or fur, tails wagging, ears perked, some on leads, some pacing their corners with practiced elegance.










Ren crawled beside Mistress Rowan as the buzzer sounded.










Each pup had a number pinned to their thigh.










Each handler had five minutes to present their pet’s obedience, posture, training, and presence.










“Don’t look up,” Rowan whispered, guiding him toward the mat. “Look straight. Crawl steady. Tail high.”










He obeyed.










The mat beneath him felt cold, slick. The entire performance square was surrounded by cameras and eyes. He could feel them on his body. On his back. On his raised ass and softly wagging tail plug. He crawled to center stage, chest high, collar gleaming, knees tense with every step.










Rowan stood behind him, leash looped casually in her fingers, her presence as unreadable as the judges across the table.










“Contestant Nineteen,” came the announcement over the mic, “Dalmatian class, first-year entry, privately claimed. Handler: Mistress Rowan.”










Ren shivered.










The judge closest to him, a slim older woman in a military corset and long red gloves, gave a nod. “Begin your commands.”










Rowan’s voice cut through the noise like a blade.










“Sit.”










Ren dropped to his heels, tail pressing into the mat.










“Present.”










He bent forward, face nearly to the floor, ass up, plug visible and wagging gently.










Several in the crowd murmured.










The judge raised a brow. “Tail control?”










Rowan smirked. “Remote-assisted, but trained for rhythm.”










She clicked the remote twice.











Buzz.











The plug pulsed, and Ren let out a whimper—but stayed perfectly still, tail twitching in slow, steady beats like a metronome of shame.










“Excellent control,” the judge noted.










“Mantra, pup,” Rowan snapped.










Ren’s voice shook. “I—I am a good pup. I obey my handler. I present my tail with pride. I serve on command. I whine only for her.”










“Louder.”










He barked it this time.










The crowd responded with scattered claps.










“Now roll,” Rowan said. “Show them what a proud pup does when he earns praise.”










Ren rolled once, twice, tail bouncing, chest heaving.










Then, like she trained him, he sat again—upright, tongue lolling from his mask, gaze fixed on his Mistress.










“Good boy,” she whispered.










“Let’s test his discipline,” came a voice from the judge panel.










Ren flinched.










Another handler was stepping forward. A broad man in gray leather, holding the leash of a glossy German Shepherd pup—muscled, posed, precise.










“Best in Show’s not a solo act,” the man said. “How does he handle competition?”










Rowan arched a brow. “He can hold his position.”










“Let’s see.”










The Shepherd pup crawled forward, circling Ren, tail swaying proudly. She barked twice, then sniffed at him. The crowd chuckled. The judges watched closely.










Ren trembled but didn’t move.










“Stay still,” Rowan murmured. “Let her sniff. Let her dominate. You stay mine.”










The Shepherd pressed her snout to Ren’s shoulder, then down between his thighs. The plug buzzed again—Rowan’s reminder that he belonged to

 

her


 
, no matter how close another pup got.










He moaned.










The Shepherd barked.










Ren stayed still.










“Impressive,” one judge murmured.










The Shepherd moved on. The challenge ended.










“Final command?” the head judge asked.










Rowan leaned close and whispered something only Ren could hear.










“Paw yourself. Five strokes. Keep your tail high.”










His mouth went dry.










But he obeyed.










He reached between his thighs, his hands still in padded paws, and touched the base of the tail. One. Two. Three. Four.










The fifth stroke made him whimper—and she clicked the remote off.










He froze, trembling.










“Finish,” Rowan said, cool and commanding.










Ren sat up again, hands at his sides, panting through the hood.










The crowd applauded.










Mistress Rowan gave the lightest tug on the leash.










“Heel.”










And he followed her off the stage—heart racing, thighs wet, and plug still pulsing with heat he wasn’t allowed to touch.










Not yet.










But if he performed like that again?










Maybe tonight… she’d let him come like a real puppy.









Chapter Five – Good Pups Don't Cum










Ren’s knees buckled the second they crossed the threshold of Mistress Rowan’s private suite.










She didn’t let him fall.










A sharp tug on the leash straightened his back instantly.










“Stay on those pretty paws,” she warned. “You held your tail like a champion out there. Don’t you dare collapse like a common bitch now.”










He whimpered behind the hood, body flushed, thighs slick, the plug still pulsing faintly—just enough to remind him of what

 

didn’t


 
happen.










He hadn’t cum.










Not even close.










And somehow… that made it worse.










No. Better.










He didn’t know anymore.










Rowan shut the door behind them with a heavy click, tossing her clipboard and the remote onto the nearest chair.










She turned slowly.










Her expression unreadable.










Then she stalked toward him—slow, controlled, every bootstep landing like a drumbeat against the polished floor.










Ren instinctively lowered his body, muzzle close to the ground.










His thighs trembled.










“I asked you to stay still,” she said calmly, circling him like a lioness. “Even when that smug little German Shepherd rubbed herself against your plug like she was in heat.”










Ren whimpered.










“You didn’t flinch.”










He shook his head. “No, Mistress.”










“You didn’t growl. Didn’t bark. Didn’t rut.”










“No, Mistress.”










“You took your mantra, your strokes, your humiliation in front of hundreds of people… and you looked

 

beautiful.


 
”










Her boots stopped directly in front of his lowered face.










“Look up.”










He obeyed.










She smiled.










“Good boy.”










The praise hit like a spark. His heart pounded in his ears. His cock twitched in the cage, painfully sensitive from edging through two full days of training, teasing, and zero release. Every part of him begged for it now.










She knelt beside him, leather creaking, and unhooked the leash from his collar—but didn’t remove the collar itself.










Instead, she cupped his chin and tilted it upward.










“You want to cum for me, pup?”










“Yes, Mistress,” he whispered, breathless.










“You think good behavior earns you pleasure?”










He hesitated. “Yes, Mistress…?”










Her fingers wrapped around his tail and

 

twisted


 
.










He gasped.










“You still think you’re the one who decides when you cum?”










“N-no, Mistress! No—I’m sorry—”










She smiled again. Not cruel. Just certain.










“Good pups don’t cum just because they’ve behaved.”










He whimpered.










“Good pups get

 

used.


 
”










Her hand left his tail. She stood. And then she walked to the gear rack without another word.










Ren stayed frozen.










He knew that tone.










It meant she was about to

 

play with him.











She returned with two items: a padded training wedge and a padded gag—Dalmatian spotted, custom-fit. He recognized it. It had hung untouched until now.










She dropped the wedge in front of him and tapped it once.










“Mount.”










Ren crawled onto it without hesitation. The wedge forced his hips up, plug even deeper now, chest pressed to the floor. His caged cock dug against the padded edge, aching.










She strapped the gag into his mouth.










“You bark when I allow it,” she said, tightening the buckles. “Not before.”










He moaned behind the gag.










Mistress Rowan took her time adjusting his hips, his tail, his back legs. Then she clicked the remote on again.











Buzz.











It started low. Warm. Steady.










“You’re going to edge for me now, puppy,” she said, pacing behind him. “Hands off. Knees down. Tail high. And you’re going to learn what reward

 

really


 
means.”










The plug grew stronger.










Ren moaned, body rocking forward slightly.










He couldn’t help it.










But he remembered what she said.











Good pups get used.











He stayed still.










Even when the plug began to

 

pulse


 
in deeper patterns. Even when his cage grew tight enough to throb.










He didn’t move.










He drooled behind the gag. His thighs shook.










He whined.










She let him.










But she didn’t stop.










Not for thirty whole minutes.










Not until he was crying behind the mask, cock swollen in its prison, muscles aching from holding the perfect posture.










Only then did she kneel beside him, stroke his cheek, and whisper:










“Still my good boy.”










And for Ren?










That was better than any orgasm.









Chapter Six – Leashed for the Afterparty










The obedience arena had emptied hours ago, but the afterglow of it still clung to Ren’s skin like latex.










He stood in the prep mirror of Mistress Rowan’s private suite, paws gripping the marble counter, tail plug freshly reinserted and fluffed with a black-and-white satin bow. His cage had been polished. His posture harness cinched tighter than usual. A new tag dangled from his collar.










It read simply:

 

OWNED.











Mistress Rowan stood behind him, arms folded, her eyes on his reflection.










“You’ll walk on two legs tonight,” she said. “But make no mistake, pup—if I catch you breaking posture, you’ll crawl home on all fours with my heel in your tail.”










Ren shivered.










“Yes, Mistress,” he whispered.










She stepped forward and attached his leash—not to the collar, but to a ring at the base of his harness, just above the tail. A humiliation lead. More intimate. More controlling. Meant for display, not control. Or rather, for both.










“Tonight’s party is handler-access only,” she said. “Which means I’ll be surrounded by people who’d love to get their hands on a shiny new pup like you.”










Ren’s breath hitched.










Rowan tugged the leash gently. “Eyes front.”










He obeyed.










She smirked. “Don’t worry. I plan to show them what happens to greedy fingers.”










The afterparty was already pulsing by the time they entered.










The space had been transformed: violet lights danced across the stone walls, leather couches lined the perimeter, and music thumped deep, low and slow. In one corner, a pony boy was being strapped into a bit harness. In another, a purring kitten lay sprawled on her handler’s lap, sipping cream from a bowl.










Ren felt the eyes instantly.










Handlers turned. Pup masks turned. Conversations dropped. Leashes paused mid-tug.










Mistress Rowan didn’t slow her pace. She walked him through the center of the room like she owned it. Which, in a way, she did.










Ren focused on staying upright, arms tucked behind his back, chest out. His cage rubbed against the base of his harness with every step. The plug reminded him—softly, but constantly—that his hole was filled, open, displayed.










“Is this the Dalmatian from Ring B?” someone murmured.










“Rowan’s new pup?”










“He’s cute. Wags like a trained one…”










“Think she’s letting him mingle?”










That last voice came from close.










Too close.










A woman stepped into their path. Her leather vest bore a handler’s crest—silver wolf, crossed crop and paddle. Her hair was slicked back. Her smile was wide.










“Well, well,” she purred. “You didn’t tell me you’d be bringing such a

 

pretty


 
little tail tonight.”










Mistress Rowan didn’t stop.










The woman did, though—planting herself in their way, eyes locked on Ren’s flushed face.










“Mind if I give him a sniff?” she asked playfully, eyes twinkling. “Or do you not share your toys anymore, Rowan?”










The tension hit like a dropped crop.










Ren froze.










Rowan tilted her head slightly, lips curling—not in a smile. In a warning.










“You can sniff him, Lyra,” she said, voice cold.










“But if I catch you breathing without permission after that, I’ll have your mouth plugged, your license suspended, and your wolf back in my training kennel for a month.”










The room quieted.










Lyra’s grin faltered.










Ren’s heart pounded.










Rowan leaned close, her voice low.










“This tail is

 

mine


 
. Not borrowed. Not bartered. And not for group obedience trials. He’s not here for your entertainment. He’s here to prove that Dalmatians don’t need to bark to bite.”










Then she tugged the leash again, brushing past the handler.










Ren followed, hips swaying, tail bouncing, pride swelling under his cage.










Rowan led him to the bar, claimed a corner seat, and pulled him into her lap with effortless strength.










“You’re doing well,” she whispered, one hand stroking the edge of his plug. “But tonight’s not over yet.”










He whined softly, head resting on her shoulder.










She smirked.










“You’re going to stay plugged, caged, and seated on my thigh for the next hour, pup. And if anyone dares ask to pet you…”










Her fingers dipped lower.










“You’ll growl. Just once. Just for me.”









Chapter Seven – Lap Dog Discipline










Ren had never sat still for this long in his life.










His thighs ached. His caged cock throbbed with every subtle breath. His tail plug had long ago shifted from erotic to

 

excruciatingly


 
teasing. Every small movement—every bounce of Mistress Rowan’s leg, every sip of her drink—sent tiny ripples through the base of his spine.










He was plugged, leashed, and

 

displayed


 
, curled in her lap like a living prize.










And she?










She looked completely unbothered.










Mistress Rowan sipped her cocktail with one hand and casually stroked the edge of his thigh with the other. Not enough to arouse—just enough to remind him that she

 

could


 
.










Her thigh rested under his cage.










The pressure was maddening.










Around them, the afterparty buzzed with energy. Pups nuzzled under tables. Handlers exchanged collars. A few were already stripping their pets down for obedience games by the fire pit.










But Rowan didn’t offer him up.










Not yet.










She kept him still.










“Whimper again, and I’ll gag you,” she said softly, her voice warm like velvet but edged with command. “I’m not interested in bratty pups tonight.”










Ren swallowed back the moan clawing up his throat.










She smirked.










“Better.”










Then her fingers slid lower—only for a second—grazing the edge of his cage. Not enough to do anything. Just enough to

 

promise


 
.










“You’ve done well today,” she murmured. “Obedient. Silent. Controlled. But you’ve also

 

leaked


 
.”










He stiffened.










She reached around him and pressed a gloved fingertip between his legs. When it returned, it was wet.










She showed it to him.










“Pups don’t leak without permission.”










He flushed behind the hood, shame crawling over him like heat.










“Three strokes tonight,” she said coldly. “That’s all you’ll get.”










He whimpered again—couldn’t stop it this time.










She pulled his leash taut, drawing him upright against her chest.










“No cum. No begging. You take your strokes and

 

thank


 
me after every one. Understood?”










“Yes, Mistress,” he whispered.










Her smile returned. Sharp. Pleased.










“Then let’s play.”










She reached into the small bag beside the couch and pulled out a soft velvet cloth.










Ren blinked.










She held it up.










It was a blindfold.










She slipped it on him gently, cutting out the entire room. All he could feel was her breath against his neck, her fingers on his thighs, and the ever-present ache of being

 

denied


 
for too long.










He felt her unbuckle the harness straps just enough to expose his cage. She didn’t remove it—of course not. But she made it accessible.










Then the first stroke.











Flick.











Her fingertips brushed across the cage’s tip—barely a caress, but Ren gasped anyway.










“Thank you, Mistress,” he whispered.










The second stroke came slower.










She dragged her nail along the underside of the cage this time, teasing the sensitive skin trapped beneath the metal.










He shook.










“Thank you, Mistress.”










The third?










She didn’t deliver it right away.










Instead, she leaned close. Her lips brushed his ear.










“You’re shaking so sweetly,” she whispered. “I can feel you pulsing in your cage. And you still haven’t asked to cum.”










He was panting now, blind and aching.










“I want to, Mistress,” he whispered. “Please—please let me…”










The final stroke came swift and cruel.










A single snap of her fingers against the cage.










Pain. Heat. Pressure.










“Too bad,” she said, her voice a purr. “That was your third.”










Ren whimpered, trembling in her lap.










She pulled the blindfold off.










The lights hurt his eyes at first—but then he saw her.










Smiling.










Proud.










“Good pup,” she whispered. “Still untouched. Still aching. Still mine.”










She reclipped the straps of his harness, reset the tail bow, and tightened the leash just enough to keep him upright.










Then she kissed the top of his head.










“You’ll sleep at the foot of my bed tonight, plugged and bound. And tomorrow…”










Her voice dropped.










“…we start advanced training.”









Chapter Eight – Tongue First, Pup










The morning began without words.










Just the slow tug of a leash.










Ren blinked awake at the foot of the bed, curled on the padded mat where he’d been leashed overnight. His limbs ached deliciously. The plug had never stopped buzzing in the background of his dreams—keeping him soft, needy, and reminded of who he belonged to.










Mistress Rowan sat at the edge of the bed above him, already dressed in a sheer corset and stockings, sipping her black coffee.










Her eyes met his.










“Crawl.”










Ren didn’t hesitate.










He moved forward on his elbows and knees, tail wagging faintly behind him—more from instinct than choice.










When he reached her legs, she simply spread them.










“Tongue out, pup.”










His heart thundered.










They hadn’t done this yet.










Mistress Rowan had praised his posture, trained his hips, controlled his plug… but she’d never let him serve her body.










Until now.










He opened his mouth and let his tongue slip past his lips.










She tilted her head, amused.










“Good. But you don’t just lick. You worship.”










She slid forward, planting one boot on the mat beside his head, the other rising to the edge of the bed.










Ren didn’t need more instruction.










He pressed his tongue to the inside of her ankle, slow and reverent. Then up, toward the curve of her calf, over the seam of the stockings. He kissed the arch of her foot like it was sacred.










Rowan exhaled softly.










“Slower.”










He obeyed.










Every movement was deliberate—each lick a quiet thank-you. He circled her ankle, nuzzled the side of her leg, let his mouth drag along her inner thigh with delicate care.










When he reached her upper thigh, she pulled back.










“Stop.”










He froze instantly.










She crossed her legs and leaned forward, fingers sliding under his chin.










“You earn that spot between my legs,” she said. “Not just by being desperate—but by showing me

 

restraint


 
.”










Ren swallowed hard.










“You’re going to train that tongue properly, starting today. Three sessions. No cumming. No begging. Just learning how to please without taking.”










She released his chin.










“Understood?”










“Yes, Mistress,” he whispered.










“Good. Then session one begins now.”










She rose from the bed, guiding him to the obedience mat in the center of the suite. A training wedge waited there again—but this time, she didn’t use it for mounting.










Instead, she pointed at the mat.










“Kneel.”










He obeyed.










She paced around him once, then stood in front of his face, lifting one leg to rest on his shoulder.










“You’ll lick my boot until it shines. Then you’ll beg to move to the other.”










He nodded.










“Ask.”










“Mistress… may I please worship your boot?”










She smirked.










“You may.”










He bent forward, tongue dragging along the polished leather, tasting dirt, salt, and power. Every stroke was an act of surrender. He kissed the toe, circled the heel, and let himself lose track of time.










“Mistress… please may I worship the other?”










She switched legs.










This one was cleaner. Newer. Still warm from her skin.










When he finished, she reached down and ran her hand through his hair.










“Better.”










Then she tugged his leash, bringing his face back up.










“I want you to memorize every taste,” she said. “My boot. My thighs. My scent. My command. When you’re in the ring next month, I want the judges to

 

see


 
it on your tongue.”










He panted.










“I will, Mistress.”










She leaned close.










“And if you serve me perfectly this week, I might let you

 

show


 
them what a pup's mouth is really for.”










He moaned.










She smacked his cheek.










“No sounds unless I say.”










He nodded fast, cheeks flushed.










“Good. Now get back to your mat. Plug in. Cage tight. Tongue clean. And ready.”










He crawled back, tail wagging, heart soaring.










Because he didn’t just want to obey her anymore.










He wanted to

 

belong


 
to her—mind, tongue, and aching, aching body.









Chapter Nine – Posture, Pup. Tail High.










The courtyard training ring gleamed in the early afternoon sun, its stone tiles still warm from the heat of the day. Rows of benches lined the perimeter, already filling with spectators: handlers, judges, retired champions, and a few high-ranking trainers with their leashed pets curled beneath them.










Mistress Rowan stood tall in the center.










Ren knelt beside her, leash clipped to his harness, tail fluffed and polished, cage locked and freshly scrubbed. The taste of her boot polish still lingered faintly on his tongue.










“Up.”










Her command rang sharp and final.










He rose to all fours immediately—no hesitation, no stumble. Just pure response.










Rowan’s heels echoed as she stepped away from him.










“Routine one,” she called, her voice loud enough to echo across the courtyard. “Posture. Present. Heel.”










Ren moved.










He dropped his chest low, arched his back, and raised his tail plug high—higher than comfort allowed—pressing the plug deeper, letting the pressure ground him.










The spectators shifted, watching.










Rowan circled slowly. “Good.”










She snapped her fingers once.










Ren pivoted to heel position—crawling beside her with precision, never bumping her, never overtaking her.










She stopped suddenly.










So did he.










“Present the tongue.”










He sat back on his haunches, tilted his masked head, and opened his mouth wide, tongue rolled out like an obedient show pup.










Rowan smiled.










“Wider.”










He stretched it farther.










A few spectators chuckled. One woman clapped slowly, amused.










“He’s trained well,” murmured a handler behind them. “Polished. Look at the shine on that plug.”










Rowan turned her head slightly, not enough to look.










“He’s not just polished,” she replied. “He’s

 

practiced.


 
”










She raised a riding crop and tapped it against her palm once.










“Mount position.”










Ren’s heart pounded.










He hadn’t practiced this in public yet.










But he knew it.










He turned, lowered his chest, and lifted his rear high into the air—spread knees, tail flared, cage forward.










A humiliatingly obedient pose.










The crowd murmured.










Mistress Rowan said nothing.










She stepped forward, pressed the tip of her crop to the base of his plug, and gave the faintest push.










Ren moaned—but kept still.










“Notice the control,” she said, addressing the onlookers. “He doesn't move unless commanded. Even when stimulated.”










One of the judges leaned forward. “No leaks. Cage is dry. That’s rare.”










Another smirked. “For now.”










Rowan turned her head and narrowed her eyes.










“Any further comment, Judge Lin?”










The woman held her hands up, amused.










Ren remained motionless.










The plug pulsed faintly from earlier—but Mistress Rowan had disabled all vibration for the drill. She wanted him hard, caged, and desperate—but fully reliant on her voice to bring him pleasure.










“Routine complete,” she said finally.










“Now…” Her voice softened. “Let’s

 

push


 
him.”










Ren barely had time to process the shift before Rowan grabbed the leash and yanked.










“Circle crawl. Three loops. Tail high.”










He moved.










The crawl was harder with an audience. Every muscle screamed to hide, to shrink—but the shame only made him

 

purer


 
. He did his circles, each one tighter, ending at her heels.










Rowan bent down and whispered.










“Now ask me.”










He whimpered.










“Mistress… may I beg for your approval?”










The crowd stilled.










She tilted his chin up.










“I saw your cage twitch in the third loop,” she murmured. “You

 

liked


 
them watching.”










He trembled.










“I did, Mistress.”










“Say it.”










“I liked being displayed, Mistress. I liked them seeing my tail... my cage. I liked being your show pup.”










Her eyes gleamed.










“Then show them how

 

mine


 
you are.”










She turned him toward the crowd, pulled his leash tight until he arched, and stepped behind him.










Then?










She tapped his tail once with the crop.










And left him there.










Exposed.










Silent.










Obedient.










Her pup.









Chapter Ten – Unmasked, But Still Owned










The courtyard had emptied.










The benches were silent now, scattered with half-drunk glasses and forgotten crops. The other pups had been leashed and led away—some with tails dragging, others wagging, some panting after winning praise from their handlers.










But Ren?










He knelt in the center of the ring.










Still.










Alone.










Silent.










Exactly where Mistress Rowan had left him.










The stone beneath his knees had cooled, but the heat in his chest had not. His cage ached. His thighs burned. His tail plug felt

 

permanent


 
—so much a part of him now that he couldn’t imagine walking without it.










He heard her heels before he saw her.










Mistress Rowan approached from behind, slow and deliberate. She didn’t say a word at first. She simply stood there. Letting him feel her presence.










Then, finally…










“You didn’t break,” she said.










He shivered.










“No, Mistress.”










“You didn’t leak. You didn’t twitch out of turn. You offered your body like it was mine.”










He nodded.










“Because it is, Mistress.”










She circled to face him.










“I had my doubts,” she said softly. “First day you walked in with that shy little tail, I thought you might crack the first time someone laughed.”










Ren swallowed hard.










“I almost did, Mistress.”










“But you didn’t.”










She crouched down, lifted his chin with two fingers.










“Do you want your reward, pup?”










His heart stuttered.










“Yes, Mistress.”










“Then earn it with your

 

truth


 
.”










She unbuckled the back of his hood.










Not fast.










One strap at a time.










With each release, more of him returned—not the pup, not the prize—but the

 

person


 
beneath.










The mask came off, and he blinked into the evening air, sweat clinging to his brow, hair damp, lips parted in anticipation.










Mistress Rowan ran her thumb along his jaw.










“Look at me.”










He did.










He met her eyes—really met them—for the first time since he’d dropped to his knees days ago.










“What are you, Ren?”










He didn’t hesitate.










“I’m your pup.”










She smiled faintly.










“No mask. No bark. No tail.”










“I’m still your pup,” he said again, voice trembling. “Even if I’m bare. Even if I’m broken. Even if no one sees me.”










That earned a pause.










She looked at him with a flicker of something unreadable—then leaned forward and kissed his forehead.










“Good boy.”










The words shattered something inside him. In the best way.










He dropped his gaze, tears stinging the corners of his eyes.










“I want to stay yours,” he whispered. “Not just for the contest. Not just for training. I… I want to be your good boy every day.”










She reached for the leash again.










Clipped it higher, to his collar this time.










“Then you’ll sleep beside my bed tonight,” she said. “No tail. No cage. Just you, Ren. Naked. Plugged. Held.”










His breath hitched.










“And if you still want to be mine in the morning?”










She pulled the leash tight, drawing his face to her thigh.










“I’ll train you to be more than a pup.”










His voice cracked.










“What more could I be, Mistress?”










Her smile turned wicked.










“My companion. My pet. My prize. My

 

forever


 
.”










She stood, tugging the leash.










“Now crawl, Ren. Not for show. Not for play.”










He moved forward.










“Crawl for

 

me


 
.”










And he did—each knee press a prayer, each breath a vow. Not just because she told him to.










But because he wanted nothing more than to stay under her hand forever.









Chapter Eleven – Held, Plugged, and Bare










The suite was dark, lit only by the glow of the fireplace.










The silence between them wasn’t empty—it was

 

charged


 
. Mistress Rowan sat upright in her silk robe, one leg draped over the bed, leash in hand. At the other end of it, Ren knelt.










Naked.










Plugged.










And no longer masked.










The soft carpet felt luxurious beneath his knees. He could still feel the stretch from where she’d slid the new, heavier tail in—

 

not


 
the show tail, but a deeper, thicker one meant for discipline, not display. His cage was off for now. But only because Mistress had given him one rule:











Don’t touch. Don’t beg. Don’t cum.











He wouldn’t dare.










Mistress Rowan leaned forward, tugging the leash gently.










“Come closer.”










He crawled.










With each movement, the plug rocked inside him, forcing his muscles to clench. His thighs trembled. His cock was already stiff again—not from friction, but from sheer anticipation.










He reached the edge of the bed and paused, unsure.










Rowan smiled.










“Up.”










He climbed slowly onto the mattress, body humming with nerves. She guided him between her legs, pressing his head to her lap. One hand slipped into his hair, the other resting over the small of his back.










“There,” she whispered. “Much better.”










Her fingers moved slowly, stroking through his hair like she was grooming a prize animal—loving, but with ownership in every touch.










“You’ve pleased me, Ren. But don’t mistake pleasure for permission.”










He nodded into her thigh.










She shifted beneath him.










Her bare leg slid along his ribs, her toes curling under his belly, teasing his sensitive skin.










“You’ve earned closeness. Warmth. But not release.”










He moaned quietly.










She reached back and gave his plug a soft twist.










The jolt made him whimper against her.










“You’re so sensitive,” she said, amused. “This plug makes your little hole twitch like it’s

 

starving


 
.”










“I am, Mistress,” he whispered.










“For what?”










He hesitated.










Then confessed, breath trembling: “For your use. For your touch. For your praise.”










Rowan’s eyes softened just a moment—but her dominance never did.










“Then show me.”










She tugged the leash again.










“Lie across my lap. Face down. Arms behind your back.”










He obeyed.










The moment he was in position, she coiled the leash around his wrists, binding them snug. His ass arched automatically from the position—and the plug pushed deeper.










Then came the first slap.










A sharp crack across one cheek.










Ren gasped.










Rowan didn’t hesitate—her palm came down again, and again, alternating cheeks, each impact sending aftershocks through the plug and up his spine.










“Not for punishment,” she said. “Not for failure. But because I

 

own


 
this ass now. Every muscle. Every clench. Every helpless moan.”










He bit his lip to keep from begging.










She paused only to drag her nails down the red curves she’d just spanked.










“Good pups accept what their Mistress gives.

 

Without demand.


 
”










“Yes, Mistress,” he panted.










Her fingers dipped between his legs.










She didn’t stroke. Just hovered. Teased.










She pressed lightly behind the cage’s shadow—where his cock

 

would


 
be free.










But wasn’t.










“And you’re going to stay full,” she whispered, “because needy pups obey best.”










He nodded desperately.










“Please…”










She gripped his hair, tugged his head up.










“Please, what?”










“Please let me keep serving you. Let me be yours. Forever.”










She stared down at him.










Then leaned in and kissed his cheek.










“You already are.”










With a tug on the leash, she rolled him to his side, curled into her body—still bound, still plugged, still aching.










She wrapped one leg around his, pulled him close, and whispered in his ear.










“Sleep now, sweet pup. Tomorrow, I show you what a

 

forever pet


 
really lives like.”










And just like that, he melted.










Into her arms.










Into her control.










Into something more than just a weekend toy.










He had a purpose now.










And it had a name.











Mistress.










Chapter Twelve – The Forever Collar










The room smelled like lavender oil and leather polish.










Ren stood nude, head bowed, arms loose at his sides, plugged and collared but still waiting for her approval to kneel.










Mistress Rowan circled him slowly, a silk robe tied around her waist and her hair pulled into a regal twist. She hadn’t spoken a word since waking him—just fed him kneeling, plugged him again while he whimpered softly, and led him to the ceremonial bathing room.










Now he was clean.










Lotions soaked into every inch of his skin.










His fur-like tail was brushed until it gleamed.










But he hadn’t yet

 

earned


 
the final piece.










The real collar.










Not the light show collar from the contest ring.










Not the training loop.










But the thick, engraved black leather one waiting on the pillow beside her chair.










The

 

forever pet collar


 
.










Mistress Rowan finally stopped behind him.










“On your knees, pet.”










He sank immediately, thighs wide, spine straight, hands behind his back.










“You’re about to be collared,” she said softly. “Not for the contest. Not for the scene. For

 

me


 
.”










He swallowed hard.










“Yes, Mistress.”










“You will wear this collar when you travel with me. Sleep beside me. Kneel behind my chair at events. It means you are spoken for. Owned. Not to be touched without my approval.”










Her voice dropped lower.










“It also means that your body is

 

mine


 
. Every tail twitch. Every leak. Every whimper.”










He nodded slowly, trembling with emotion.










“I want that, Mistress. Please. Claim me.”










She stepped forward, reaching for the new collar.










It was heavy.










The inside lined with velvet, the outside marked with a silver emblem—her crest. A sleek design of a wolf’s fang and a whip intertwined.










She placed it around his neck, just under the first collar… and then removed the temporary one, letting it fall to the floor.










The new one clicked shut with a sound that echoed in his spine.










“Raise your eyes.”










He looked up.










She stared into him—past the mask, past the nervous boy, past even the show-ready pup—and saw him.










Her pet.










“I don’t take many,” she said. “But when I do… I keep them.”










She stroked the edge of the collar, then let her hand slide down his chest, stopping above the plug.










“Now,” she said. “Time to

 

train


 
you like one.”










Ren’s eyes widened.










Rowan turned and walked to the bed, sitting with her legs spread.










“On the bed. All fours. Show me your form.”










He climbed up, shaking with desire and submission.










She let him hold the position—tail high, plug deep, thighs open.










Then, without warning, she slid a slim, humming wand beneath him and pressed it lightly to his caged tip.










He gasped.










“Shh.”










She moved slowly.










Not enough to make him cum.










Just enough to

 

teach


 
him what it meant to be trained by a real Mistress.










She let him shake.










She let him whimper.










But never once gave permission to beg.










Eventually, she whispered, “Good pet.”










And stopped the wand.










“Now,” she said, standing once more. “Clean yourself. Then prepare for your inspection tonight. Judges will want to see how well a forever pet behaves.”










He moaned in need.










But obeyed.










Because now?










Now he belonged.










And there was no going back.









Chapter Thirteen – The Pet on Parade










The hall shimmered with candlelight and polished marble.










At the far end, seven thronelike chairs overlooked a velvet-draped platform. Behind each judge sat their own prized pet—some masked, some plugged, all motionless save for the occasional tremble or obedient shift.










Mistress Rowan led Ren forward by the leash, her steps crisp and regal.










Ren’s bare knees padded silently along the rug. His new collar gleamed beneath the dim lights, and the engraved metal tag—"ROWAN’S COMPANION"—rested heavily on his chest. His tail plug was polished. His thighs oiled. His cage re-locked after a thorough grooming ritual. He was, by every standard, ready.










But his heart pounded like prey.










This wasn’t playtime.










This was evaluation.










Mistress Rowan stopped before the council and gave a subtle nod. The middle judge, a tall, stone-faced woman known only as

 

Madam V


 
, raised a gloved hand.










“Name?”










Mistress Rowan answered coolly.










“Ren. Companion-class pup. Claimed. Owned.”










“Presented for?”










“Certification. Long-term designation and formal recognition of ownership. With option for advanced obedience training in future events.”










The judges whispered among themselves.










Madam V gestured to a low platform at center stage.










“Display posture.”










Rowan unhooked Ren’s leash.










“Go.”










Ren climbed the platform on all fours, keeping his eyes down. He centered himself, spread his knees slightly, and lifted his tail—just as he’d been taught. The stretch of the plug made his muscles tremble, but he held it high.










The whispers stopped.










A man on the left—Judge Rallen—stood and walked closer, inspecting Ren’s thighs, his cage, the depth of the plug. He tapped the metal with a pointer.










“No leaks.”










He turned to Mistress Rowan.










“How long plugged?”










“Since morning,” she said smoothly. “No vibration. Just discipline.”










A murmur of approval rippled through the room.










Another judge approached and examined his mouth.










“Open.”










Ren obeyed.










She tapped his tongue, tested the control of his jaw, checked the edges of his collar.










“Good breath control,” she noted. “No mouth fatigue. Clearly well-fed and conditioned.”










Ren remained motionless.










Burning.










But silent.










Madam V finally stood.










“Final test,” she said. “Stimulation threshold.”










Ren’s eyes widened. He didn’t move—but his whole body tensed.










Mistress Rowan gave a small nod. “Understood.”










She walked to the edge of the platform, took a remote from her silk pocket, and pressed a single button.










The plug inside him came to life.










A soft purr.










Then a steady pulse.










Ren clenched, shaking as the sensation hit him—hot, deep, vibrating against the most sensitive places inside him. His cock surged in the cage. His mouth dropped open.










But he did

 

not


 
move.










The vibration increased.










“Hold,” Rowan whispered. “You know your orders.”










He whimpered, thighs trembling. Saliva dripped from the corner of his lip. His plug throbbed in rhythm with the cage’s ache.










Still, he held.










Silent.










Present.











Owned.











The vibration stopped.










The room went still.










Mistress Rowan smiled.










“He did not beg. Did not cum. Did not even whine.”










She turned to the council.










“Because he knows who he belongs to.”










Madam V gave a single nod.










“Certified. Companion-class pet. Exceptional training. You may claim your collar seal.”










A small box was passed to Rowan—inside, a metal clip engraved with the Handler Council’s crest. She fastened it to Ren’s collar beneath her own tag.










Ren’s eyes blurred with pride and exhaustion.










Rowan lifted his leash.










“Down.”










He collapsed into a kneel, trembling.










Then she whispered: “You’ve made me proud, my pup.”










He didn’t need release.










Didn’t need anything.










Just that.










That praise.








And her hand on his leash.







Chapter Fourteen – Not Yet










The fire crackled low in the suite.










Ren knelt at the foot of the bed, his muscles tender, his plug still humming faintly inside him—Mistress Rowan had left it on the

 

lowest


 
setting for the past hour, just enough to tease him, to keep his body on the edge without giving him the relief he craved.










He’d served all day without a single leak.










He’d presented himself to strangers.










He’d been praised by powerful handlers.










And yet…










He still hadn’t been allowed to cum.










Rowan sat cross-legged on the bed, silk robe open just enough to tempt, but not enough to tease. Her hair had fallen from its tight twist, cascading around her bare shoulders. She looked relaxed.










Dangerous.










Beautiful.










In control.










She watched him quietly for a long time, letting him kneel in that perfect silence, soaking in the ache that now lived permanently behind his caged cock.










Then she patted her lap.










“Come.”










Ren crawled forward, slower than before. Every movement sent a ripple through his plug. His cage throbbed with every inch gained.










When he reached her knees, he pressed his cheek against her thigh with a grateful sigh.










Her hand came down to stroke his hair.










“You did well today.”










“Thank you, Mistress.”










“You made me proud.”










His chest swelled.










“Thank you, Mistress.”










“But pride doesn’t always mean reward,” she murmured.










He flinched slightly but didn’t lift his head.










“I know, Mistress.”










“Tell me what you want,” she said, not as a command—but as an invitation.










Ren hesitated.










Then: “To be kept. Trained. Filled. Denied.”










She smiled faintly.










“And if I said you could cum right now… if I unlocked your cage and stroked you until you soaked my hand like a good little bitch… would you?”










He shook his head, trembling.










“No, Mistress.”










“Why?”










“Because I’d rather belong to you fully than have five seconds of pleasure. I want the ache. I want the need. I want to

 

serve


 
.”










She exhaled slowly, her fingers tracing his collar tag.










“You really are mine.”










He nodded.










She slipped her fingers under his chin and tilted his face up.










“Then you’ll sleep caged again tonight. Plugged. On the floor, at my feet.”










He whimpered, eyes fluttering shut.










“Yes, Mistress.”










“You’ll be milked when I choose. Not before. You may ache. You may leak. You may sob into the sheets…”










She leaned down, her lips nearly brushing his.










“But you will

 

never


 
cum without my command.”










He swallowed, his breath shaky. “I promise.”










Rowan kissed the corner of his mouth—softly. Then tapped the cage with a slow, deliberate rhythm.










“Plug stays in. Cage stays locked. You stay mine.”










She wrapped the leash twice around her wrist and gave it a tug.










“Lie down.”










He curled up beside her legs, cheek pressed to the warm carpet, tail twitching.










She stroked his hair slowly.










The firelight danced across the metal seal of his collar.










And as he drifted into sleep, still full, still hard, still helpless—he whispered the words again like a prayer.










“Yours.”









Chapter Fifteen – Home, But Never Unleashed










The suitcase still sat by the door.










Ren hadn’t touched it.










He knelt on the bedroom rug, just like she told him to. Naked, save for the plush hoodie she’d chosen and the thick pad between his thighs. The tail plug stayed in—she’d made that clear in her morning message.











"You may be home. But your obedience travels with you."











The collar never came off.










It brushed against the edge of his hoodie every time he shifted, a constant reminder that Mistress Rowan’s mark was not a weekend thing. It was

 

forever


 
.










His phone chimed.










He didn’t move.










Not until the second ping.










Then he crawled—yes, crawled—across the floor and tapped the screen with his nose.











Mistress Rowan


 
:





Show me your kneel, pup. I want to see where I’ve left my boy.











His cock stirred in its cage.










He set the phone upright, angled the camera, and hit record.










He backed up slowly into view.










Knees wide.










Back arched.










Tail raised.










His breath came in soft pants—not from exertion, but from the

 

need


 
that hadn’t faded since she last touched him.










He knew she was watching. Maybe not live. But soon. Always.










When the video was done, he sent it.










Thirty seconds later, another message arrived.











Mistress Rowan


 
:





Good posture. You’re still leaking—how precious. I’ll allow you to sleep on the bed tonight, but only if you stay plugged. I’ll know if you remove it.











Another chime.











Mistress Rowan


 
:





Be a good pup. Record your sleep for me. I want to watch you twitch in your dreams.











He moaned softly.










Then typed:











Ren


 
:





Yes, Mistress. Thank you, Mistress. Always yours.











He set the tripod near the bed.










Pulled back the sheets.










Slipped in without removing a single thing.










Not the plug.










Not the padding.










Not even the tail.










He curled around his pillow and stared into the camera lens like it was her eyes.










Because in a way, it

 

was


 
.










Even from miles away, he could feel her voice inside him.










Could feel the leash wrapped invisibly around his cock, his spine, his soul.










And as sleep took him—plugged, denied, owned—he whispered the only word that mattered.










“Yours.”
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