
        
            
                
            
        

    
His Trained Pet

A Dark Maledom Romance of Collars, Obedience, and Surrender


Before You Begin…
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Chapter 1: Collar Snaps Shut

Nina stood in the center of the training suite with her arms crossed tightly over her chest. The designer blouse clung to her body like a shield. Her skirt hugged her hips in a way that once made her feel powerful in any boardroom.

She glared at the plain walls around her. This was supposed to be a consultation. Her husband had promised it would fix their marriage. Instead she found herself locked in a room that looked like it belonged in a high-end kennel.

Her heart hammered with fury. She was Nina. Twenty-eight years old and used to commanding attention the moment she entered any space. No one reduced her to this.

The door opened without a sound. Marcus stepped inside. He wore a tailored black shirt and dark pants that fit his flawless frame perfectly. At thirty-seven he moved with the calm precision of a man who had never lost control of a situation.

He carried a single sheet of paper. His eyes met hers without hurry. Those eyes seemed to measure her before he spoke a single word.

"Good afternoon, Nina." His voice stayed low and even. It did not rise with anger or excitement. "Your husband sent this contract ahead of you."

Nina lifted her chin higher. "I am not staying. Whatever that paper says, it means nothing without my signature."

Marcus walked to a small wooden table and laid the contract down. He smoothed it once with his palm. Then he began to read each line aloud in that same steady tone.

She listened despite herself. The words stripped her rights one by one. Her husband had transferred temporary ownership of her body and will to this man for thirty days. Training would follow standard protocols used on difficult pets. Obedience would be rewarded. Defiance would be corrected.

Heat rose in her cheeks. "This is insane. He cannot sell me like some animal."

Marcus continued reading as if she had not spoken. The contract stated she would wear whatever he placed on her. She would assume whatever position he required. Her holes belonged to the training process now.

Nina felt her stomach twist. Part of her wanted to lunge for the door. Another part noticed how his calm voice seemed to wrap around her thoughts and slow them down. She hated that part most of all.

He finished the final clause. The paper settled back onto the table. Marcus turned to face her fully.

"Strip the blouse and skirt off, Nina."

She laughed once, sharp and bitter. "You must be joking. I am not taking off anything."

He stepped closer. His hands moved with deliberate care. One finger slipped beneath the top button of her blouse and freed it. The fabric parted slightly.

Nina grabbed his wrist. "Do not touch me."

Marcus simply transferred her hand to his other wrist and continued unbuttoning with his free hand. Each button came open without rush. His fingers never fumbled. The blouse gaped wider.

She felt cool air touch the tops of her breasts. Her nipples tightened behind the thin lace of her bra. Nina told herself it was only the temperature in the room. Her mind screamed that it was something far more dangerous.

He slid the blouse down her arms. The silk whispered as it fell to the floor. Marcus folded it once and set it aside on a nearby chair. The care he showed the garment felt like another layer of control.

Nina stood in her bra and skirt now. Her arms moved instinctively to cover her chest. "This is assault. I will have you arrested."

Marcus met her eyes. "Your husband signed the consent. The prenup you agreed to gives him this authority. You are here legally, Nina."

He reached for the zipper at the side of her skirt. The metal teeth parted with a soft rasp. He guided the fabric over her hips and let it pool at her feet. She stepped out of it before she could stop herself.

Now only her bra, panties, and heels remained. Nina's breath came faster. She could feel the flush spreading across her skin. Between her thighs her pussy had grown shamefully slick. The lips felt swollen and sensitive against the cotton.

Marcus studied her for a long moment. His gaze held no crude hunger. It simply catalogued her as if she were a new project that required careful handling.

Nina's thoughts spun wildly. She had always prided herself on her composure. Now this stranger had reduced her to near nudity in under ten minutes. Worse, her body responded to his calm authority with waves of unwanted heat. Her clit throbbed in time with her racing pulse.

He reached behind her back. Skilled fingers found the clasp of her bra. It sprang open with a quiet click. The straps slid down her shoulders. Marcus peeled the lace away and set the bra on the chair with the rest of her clothes.

Her breasts spilled free. The cool air made her nipples stiffen into tight peaks. Nina wanted to cover them but his gaze warned her against it. She kept her arms at her sides through sheer force of will.

She felt exposed in a way that went beyond skin. This man had dismantled her professional armor piece by piece without raising his voice once. Her pussy clenched hard at the realization. A trickle of wetness escaped into her panties.

Marcus picked up the thick leather collar from the table. The black band looked heavy and permanent. A steel ring gleamed at the front. A small lock waited beside it.

"This marks the beginning," he said. "Once this collar locks, you are in my care. Your husband expects results."

Nina shook her head. "I will never wear that thing."

He moved behind her anyway. His chest brushed her bare back as he brought the leather around her throat. The material felt warm from his hands. He fitted it snugly against her skin and threaded the buckle.

The lock clicked shut with terrifying finality. The sound echoed in her ears long after it faded. Nina swallowed and felt the thick band move with her throat. Its weight pressed against her pulse.

Her mind fractured. This cannot define me, she thought. Yet the collar already changed how she held herself. It forced her chin slightly higher even as shame burned through her veins. Her pussy fluttered again, harder this time. She pressed her thighs together but that only made the ache sharper.

Marcus stepped around to face her. He held the leather leash now. The clip swung from his fingers like a promise. He attached it to the ring on her collar with another decisive click.

The leash hung down between her bare breasts. Its weight tugged gently at the collar with every breath she took. Nina stared at the dangling leather and felt something inside her begin to crack.

"On your knees," he said.

The command landed softly yet carried the force of gravity. Nina locked her legs in place. She would not kneel. She was not some trained animal.

Marcus did not yank the leash. He simply wrapped the leather once around his fist and applied steady downward pressure. The collar tightened just enough to remind her of its presence. Her balance shifted.

Her knees began to bend despite every command her mind issued. She fought the descent but his calm strength won. The mat met her knees with a soft thud. Now she knelt before him wearing only her panties and heels. The leash rested across her bare thigh.

Marcus looked down at her. His expression remained composed but she noticed the clear outline of his cock pressing against the front of his pants. The sight sent another rush of heat through her core. Her pussy clenched visibly this time. She felt fresh wetness soak the cotton between her legs.

Nina's thoughts raced in circles. How could his control arouse her this much? She had always chosen her lovers and dictated the pace. Now this man had stripped her and collared her in minutes. And her body celebrated every second of it.

She hated the wetness. She hated the way her nipples stood so obviously hard. Most of all she hated how right the collar felt once it locked around her neck. The leather seemed to whisper that this was where she belonged.

Marcus reached down and stroked one finger along the edge of the collar. The touch sent electricity racing down her spine. Her back arched without permission. Her breasts pushed forward as if seeking more contact.

"You are already responding," he observed. His voice held quiet approval. "That is good. The body often understands before the mind does."

Nina wanted to spit venom at him. Instead a small whimper escaped her lips. She bit down hard to trap the next one. Her pussy throbbed steadily now, a deep rhythm that matched her breathing.

He gave the leash a gentle tug. The collar pulled her head forward until her forehead nearly touched his thigh. She could smell the clean fabric of his pants and the faint musk of his arousal beneath it.

"Stay exactly like this for a moment," he told her. "Feel the collar. Feel the leash. This is only the first rung, Nina. There are many more."

She remained on her knees. The position made her breasts hang heavy and full. Her nipples ached. Between her thighs her panties had grown embarrassingly wet. She could feel the slickness coating her inner lips every time she shifted.

Her mind kept trying to rebel. This is temporary, she told herself. I will find a way out of this contract. But even as she thought it, her body leaned into the leash. Her cheek brushed his leg. The contact sent another pulse of heat straight to her clit.

Marcus allowed the silence to stretch. He simply held the leash with that same unhurried confidence. His free hand came down to rest lightly on the top of her head. The touch was almost tender. It broke something inside her more effectively than any harsh word could have.

Tears pricked at the corners of her eyes. Not from pain but from the overwhelming realization that her resistance was already crumbling. She had entered this room as a powerful wife. Now she knelt topless and collared like a new pet being broken to leash.

Her pussy continued to clench in rhythmic waves. Each squeeze pushed more wetness into her panties. She wondered if he could smell her arousal. The thought only made her wetter.

Marcus finally spoke again. "You will learn to crawl for me, Nina. You will learn to beg with your eyes when words are not permitted. But none of that happens today."

He gave the leash one final soft tug. The collar shifted against her throat. The sensation traveled straight down to her core and made her hips rock forward once before she caught herself.

Nina stayed on her knees. The leash dangled from her collar and brushed her bare thigh. Her designer clothes lay folded on the chair like relics from another life. Only her panties remained to preserve any modesty.

She looked up at him through her lashes. The calm certainty in his face terrified her and excited her in equal measure. Her mind still screamed defiance but her body had already begun to surrender.

Marcus met her gaze without blinking. "This is who you are now. My trained pet. The collar stays on until I decide otherwise."

The words settled over her like a second skin. Nina felt the leather grow warmer against her throat. Her pussy gave one last hard clench that made her bite her lip to stay silent.

She remained kneeling, topless and collared, as the leash hung loose between her breasts. The training suite felt smaller now. The walls seemed to press in with new meaning.

Marcus did not move away. He simply held the leash and watched her process everything that had just happened. His cock still strained visibly against his pants but he made no move to use it. That control somehow aroused her more than anything else.

Nina's internal battle raged on. She told herself she would fight him tomorrow. She would find the loophole in the contract. Yet even as those thoughts formed, her body leaned into the collar like it had found its proper place.

The leash tugged once more, very gently. Her head tilted up. Their eyes locked again.

She hated how much she needed him to say something else. She hated how her pussy dripped for this man who had just taken away her clothes and her name in one smooth sequence.

Marcus finally spoke the words that sealed the moment.

"Welcome to your training, pet."

His voice remained perfectly calm. The title settled over her like the collar itself. Nina felt fresh wetness slide down her inner thigh. Her resistance cracked wider even as she tried to hold the pieces together.

She knelt there in only her soaked panties. The thick leather collar encircled her throat like a permanent claim. The leash dangled from it, ready for whatever came next.

And Nina already knew, deep in the part of her that was beginning to surrender, that she would be back on her knees tomorrow.


Chapter 2: Leashed Crawl

Marcus gave the leash one firm tug.

Nina stayed on her knees but felt the pull travel straight down her spine. Her bare breasts swayed with the movement. The soaked panties clung to her swollen pussy like a second skin.

"On all fours now."

His voice stayed calm and low. He did not shout. He simply expected obedience.

Nina's mind screamed at her to resist. I am not an animal. I ran board meetings. I made men wait for my approval. This cannot be my life. Yet her hands moved forward anyway. Her palms pressed into the training mat. The high heels made her ass lift higher in the air.

The position left her exposed. Cool air brushed her wet inner thighs. Her hard nipples pointed toward the floor. She felt fresh slickness leak from her pussy and soak the cotton even more.

Marcus stepped back two paces. The leash stayed loose in his hand but ready. He pulled a small metal clicker from his pocket. A bag of tiny treats followed.

"Click means good behavior," he said. "Treats come after. Standard method for difficult pets."

Nina glared up at him from her new position. "Fuck you, Marcus. I am not your dog. I will never crawl for you."

He pressed the clicker once. The sharp sound cut through the room.

"Good girl."

The praise hit her hard. Her pussy clenched tight without warning. More wetness dripped down her thigh. She hated how her body reacted to those two simple words.

This is wrong. His voice should not make me wet. I should be fighting harder. Her arms trembled as she held herself up. The collar shifted against her throat with every breath. Its weight reminded her of the contract she never signed.

Marcus moved the leash in a slow arc. "Crawl forward, Nina. Come to me."

She stayed frozen for three heartbeats. Her mind raced with curses. He thinks he can train me like some stray. I have a husband. I have a name. I have power. But her knees slid forward anyway. One hand followed. Then the other.

The crawl felt humiliating. Her breasts swung beneath her. The heels clicked awkwardly against the mat. Every movement made the wet panties rub against her sensitive clit.

Marcus clicked the clicker again. "Good girl. Keep your head up."

The sound triggered something deep inside her. Heat flooded her core. Her pussy throbbed in time with her crawling steps. She could feel her own slickness coating her folds and making the fabric translucent.

"Fuck. This is degrading," she muttered. Her voice cracked on the last word.

He did not answer with anger. He simply offered a small treat in his open palm. "Take it with your mouth, pet."

Nina paused. Her cheeks burned hot. I should spit in his face. I should bite him. Instead she leaned forward. Her lips brushed his fingers as she took the treat. The taste was slightly sweet. His skin smelled clean and masculine.

The contact sent electricity straight to her nipples. They tightened into painful peaks. Her pussy gave another hard clench that pushed more wetness into her already ruined panties.

Marcus watched her with that same unflinching calm. His cock pressed visibly against the front of his dark pants. The outline looked thick and hard. He made no move to hide it.

"You are dripping, Nina. I can see it from here."

She crawled another step. Her muscles burned in her shoulders and thighs. The leash tugged gently to guide her in a slow circle around the room. Each turn made the collar pull at her neck in a steady rhythm.

Why does this feel good? My body is betraying me completely. I was the one who gave orders. Now I am on my hands and knees like a trained bitch. The thought made her angry, but the anger only sharpened her arousal. Her clit rubbed against the wet fabric with every shift of her hips.

Marcus clicked again. "Good girl. Such a quick learner."

The praise wrapped around her like warm hands. Nina moaned before she could stop herself. The sound escaped low and needy. She hated it. She hated how her pussy fluttered at his approval.

"Stop saying that," she hissed. "I am not good. I am not your girl."

He ignored the protest. Instead he adjusted the leash so it stayed taut enough to keep her crawling at his pace. His steps stayed unhurried. Perfectly controlled. One step ahead of her thoughts as always.

She followed him on all fours. The mat scraped her palms. Her heels made her ankles ache. But the worst part was the constant drip of her own arousal. It slid down her inner thigh now in a slow trail. She could smell her own wetness in the air.

This collar owns me already. The leash turns me into something less than human. And my body loves it. My pussy keeps getting wetter every time he calls me good. The internal war raged while her limbs kept moving. Resistance crumbled a little more with each crawl.

Marcus stopped near the center of the room. He shortened the leash until her face hovered near his knee. "Stay."

She held the position. Her arms shook from the strain. Her back arched slightly to keep balance. The soaked panties sagged between her legs from all the slickness.

He reached down with one hand. His fingers traced the edge of the collar first. Then they moved lower. He cupped one of her hanging breasts and squeezed gently. His thumb brushed her stiff nipple.

Nina gasped. The touch sent sparks straight to her core. "Don't. You have no right."

But she did not pull away. Her body leaned into his palm. Her nipple hardened even more under his finger. Fresh wetness flooded her pussy.

Marcus clicked the clicker twice in quick succession. "Good girl. Your body is honest even when your mouth lies."

He kept one hand on her breast while the other held the leash firm. His fingers rolled her nipple with slow precision. The sensation built fast. Her breathing grew ragged.

Fight this. You are better than this. You are not a pet who gets played with on the floor. The thoughts grew weaker. Her hips rocked back and forth without permission. The movement made her wet panties drag across her swollen clit.

Marcus noticed. Of course he noticed. He slid his hand down her back, over the curve of her ass, and between her thighs from behind. His fingers pressed against the soaked cotton right over her pussy.

"So wet for your first crawl," he said. His voice never rose. "This is why you need training."

He rubbed her through the panties in firm circles. The fabric squelched softly with each pass. Nina's arms nearly gave out. Pleasure spiked through her like electricity.

Her mind fractured. This is not me. I do not crawl and moan for a stranger. But her body pushed back against his hand. She wanted more pressure. She needed it.

Marcus hooked two fingers under the edge of her panties. He pulled the fabric aside. Cool air hit her bare, dripping pussy. Then his fingers returned, this time skin to skin.

He stroked her swollen lips. He circled her clit with perfect pressure. The leash kept her head from dropping too low. She stayed presented for him on all fours.

"Such a good girl," he praised again. Three times in a row.

The words pushed her closer to the edge. Her pussy clenched around nothing. Her thighs trembled. The muscles in her arms and legs burned from holding the crawl position.

Nina cursed through gritted teeth. "Fuck you. Fuck your clicker. Fuck your good girl bullshit."

Marcus did not stop. He slid one thick finger inside her. Then two. He pumped them slowly while his thumb worked her clit. The wet sounds filled the training suite.

Her internal voice grew frantic. I should not cum like this. Not on the floor. Not collared and leashed like a pet. Not from a man who just made me crawl. But the pressure built anyway. Her walls fluttered around his fingers. Heat coiled tight in her belly.

He felt it. He always stayed one step ahead.

"Cum for me, pet. Show me how much you need this."

The command broke her. Nina's orgasm crashed over her without mercy. Her pussy contracted hard around his fingers. Waves of pleasure ripped through her body. She cried out loud. The sound echoed off the plain walls.

Hot wetness gushed from her. It coated his hand and dripped onto the mat. Her arms shook violently. Her thighs clamped together around his wrist as the contractions continued.

Marcus kept his fingers moving through every pulse. He milked her orgasm until she whimpered. The leash stayed tight in his other hand. He held her in position like a good pet.

When the last spasm faded, Nina collapsed forward slightly. Her forehead nearly touched the mat. Her chest heaved. Sweat glistened on her bare back. The collar felt tighter now, more permanent.

Her mind tried to regroup. That should not have felt so good. I lost control completely. He turned me into a dripping, crawling mess with just a leash and some praise. Shame burned in her chest, but fresh arousal already stirred again at the edges.

Marcus withdrew his fingers slowly. He wiped them on her ass cheek, marking her with her own cum. Then he clicked the clicker once more.

"Good girl. Very good."

He offered another treat from his palm. This time Nina took it without being told. Her lips closed around his fingers. She sucked the treat off his skin while her pussy still twitched with aftershocks.

The taste mixed with the salty trace of her own wetness on his hand. The combination made her moan softly around his fingers.

Marcus pulled the leash until she lifted her head. Their eyes met. His cock still strained hard against his pants. A small wet spot marked the fabric where he had leaked.

"Again," he said.

Nina's eyes widened. "I can't. My arms are burning."

But she started crawling anyway. The leash guided her in another slow circle. Her muscles protested with every move. The high heels dug into the mat. Her soaked panties slid back into place but offered no protection. They rubbed her sensitive clit with each shift.

Why am I still moving? Why does his calm voice make me obey even when my body hurts? I had status. I had control. Now I have a collar and a leash and a pussy that won't stop dripping. The thoughts looped in her head while her limbs obeyed.

Marcus walked beside her. He clicked every few steps. "Good girl. Head higher. Back straight. Perfect form."

Each praise chipped away at her defiance. She crawled faster to earn the next one. Her breasts swayed heavily. Her nipples dragged against the cool air. The burn in her shoulders and thighs mixed with the throb in her pussy until she could not tell which sensation controlled her more.

She cursed him again between breaths. "You bastard. You planned this. You knew my body would break first."

He did not deny it. He simply tugged the leash to make her turn. The collar pulled her neck in the new direction. She followed without hesitation now.

The training suite felt smaller. The walls watched her crawl like silent judges. Her designer clothes still sat folded on the chair. They looked like they belonged to a different woman. A woman who no longer existed.

Marcus stopped her near the table where the contract lay. He shortened the leash until she knelt upright on her knees again. Her chest rose and fell rapidly. Sweat trickled between her breasts.

He crouched in front of her. His flawless face stayed level with hers. One hand cupped her chin. His thumb traced her lower lip.

"You are learning fast, Nina. The mind fights. The body surrenders. That is normal for strong pets."

His words sank deep. She wanted to argue. She wanted to tell him she would find a way out of the thirty days. But her pussy clenched again at the word pets. Fresh slickness soaked through her panties once more.

He is dismantling me piece by piece. First the clothes. Then the collar. Now the crawl. Tomorrow he will take more. And some broken part of me wants him to. The realization made her eyes sting with unshed tears.

Marcus stood again. He gave the leash a light snap. "One more lap. Crawl for me."

Nina dropped back to her hands. She began moving despite the fire in her muscles. The leash kept her on path. The clicker sounded again and again.

"Good girl. Good girl. Good girl."

The repeated praise pushed her into a strange headspace. Her thoughts grew quieter. Her body moved smoother. The humiliation twisted into something hotter, something that made her drip even more.

By the time she completed the final circle, her arms shook badly. Her thighs trembled. The panties were completely soaked through. A visible wet patch darkened the fabric between her legs. Her inner thighs glistened.

Marcus reeled her in until she stopped at his feet. He stroked her hair with one hand while the other held the leash firm.

Her muscles burned. Her pussy throbbed. Her mind spun with conflicting needs.

She looked up at him from her hands and knees. The collar felt like it had always belonged there. The leash connected her to his will like an extension of his arm.

Marcus met her gaze with that same precise calm. His erection still strained against his pants. His voice stayed perfectly even.

"Now you understand the first lesson, pet. Crawling is just the beginning."

END OF CHAPTER 2


Chapter 3: Crate Lockdown

Nina stayed on all fours at Marcus's feet. Her arms shook hard. The burn in her shoulders and thighs felt like fire, but the heat between her legs burned hotter.

Her soaked panties stuck to her swollen pussy. The dark wet patch had spread across the fabric completely. She could feel her own cum cooling on her ass cheek where he had wiped it.

Marcus held the leash steady. His dark pants stretched tight over his hard cock. A small wet spot of precum marked the front. He looked down at her without hurry.

"You crawled well," he said. His voice stayed calm and low. "Your body learns faster than your mind, pet."

Nina's chest heaved. The collar moved with every breath. She lifted her head and glared up at him. The praise should have made her angry. Instead it made her pussy clench again.

This is not me. I ran meetings. I made people nervous when I walked in. Now I am on the floor like an animal and my body keeps dripping for him.

"I am not your pet," she snapped. Her voice cracked. "This contract is garbage. My husband cannot just hand me over like this."

The words came out loud. They echoed in the training suite. For one second she felt powerful again. Then Marcus simply tilted his head. His expression did not change.

"Outbursts have consequences, Nina."

He reached down with both hands. His fingers hooked into the waistband of her soaked panties. One sharp pull tore the fabric. The panties ripped away from her body.

Cool air hit her bare pussy. She was completely exposed now from the waist down. Her swollen lips glistened. Fresh wetness trickled down her inner thigh.

Nina tried to scramble back. The leash stopped her. "Don't you dare."

Marcus folded the torn panties once and set them on the chair with her other clothes. He crouched in front of her. His flawless face stayed level with hers. One hand cupped her chin.

"You forget your place already." His thumb brushed her lower lip. "That is why we have the crate."

He stood again. From a low cabinet he took a small black device. It was a vibrating butt plug, no bigger than two fingers. The base flared wide. A remote control rested beside it in his palm.

Nina's stomach tightened. No. Not that. I have never let anyone touch me there. This is too much. I will not let him turn me into this.

"Stay exactly where you are," he ordered.

She stayed on all fours. Her high heels dug into the mat. Her breasts hung heavy beneath her. The collar felt heavier now, like it weighed her down on purpose.

Marcus walked behind her. He placed one hand on her lower back. The touch was firm but not rough. His other hand spread her ass cheeks slowly.

Cold lube touched her tight hole. She gasped. The slick gel circled her entrance in slow strokes. Her mind screamed to pull away. Her body pushed back against his finger instead.

Stop reacting. Do not give him this. You are stronger than this feeling. You are not some toy that gets wet from being handled.

One finger pressed inside her ass. The stretch felt strange and full. He worked the lube deeper with calm movements. In and out. Slow. Precise.

"Good girl," he said quietly.

The praise hit her deep. Her pussy clenched hard. More wetness dripped from her onto the mat. She hated how her body betrayed her every single time.

Marcus removed his finger. The plug took its place. The cool silicone pushed against her lubed hole. He applied steady pressure. The plug slid in inch by inch.

Nina moaned. The sound escaped before she could stop it. The fullness stretched her in a new way. Her ass gripped the plug tight. The flared base settled against her skin.

He twisted it once. The vibration stayed off for now. Still, her body trembled. Her arms nearly gave out under her.

"Feel that," he said. "This is only level one. You will learn to take more."

Her thoughts spun fast. I used to close million-dollar deals. Now a man I barely know has his hand on my ass and a plug inside me. And my pussy is soaking the floor. What is happening to me?

Marcus stood up. He gripped the leash and pulled her forward. She crawled beside him on shaky limbs. The plug shifted with every movement. It rubbed her inside and made her clit throb.

The large metal crate waited in the corner. It looked like a kennel for a big dog. Thick bars. A solid floor with a thin mat. A hook on the back wall.

Nina shook her head. "I will not go in there. You cannot lock me up like an animal."

He opened the crate door. The hinges made a soft click. "You already are an animal, Nina. The collar proves it. The plug proves it. Your wet pussy proves it."

He lifted her by the waist. His strength surprised her. One moment she was on all fours. The next he placed her inside the crate. She tried to push back but the space was too small.

Her knees hit the mat. Her head brushed the top bars. He pushed her further in until she faced the back wall. The plug pressed deeper in this position.

Marcus clipped the leash to the hook on the crate wall. The leather stayed taut. She could not turn around fully. Her naked body was trapped.

He closed the door. The lock clicked shut. The sound rang in her ears like the collar lock had the day before.

Nina gripped the bars. Her fingers wrapped tight around the cold metal. "Let me out. This is too far. I am a person, not a pet."

Marcus stood outside the crate. He looked down at her through the bars. His cock strained hard against his pants. The wet spot had grown larger. His breathing stayed even but his eyes showed quiet heat.

"You are my pet now." He held up the remote. "And pets who outburst stay in the crate until they settle."

He pressed the button.

The plug came to life inside her. Low vibrations hummed against her inner walls. The sensation shot straight to her pussy. She gasped and jerked forward. The leash stopped her.

Oh god. It feels too good. I cannot let him see how much I need this. I have to fight it. I have to remember who I was before this room.

The vibrations stayed steady. Her ass clenched around the plug. Her pussy lips swelled even more. Fresh slickness dripped from her onto the crate floor.

Marcus watched her. His hand rested on the front of his pants. He rubbed himself slowly through the fabric. "Look at you. Naked. Collared. Plugged. Locked away. Your body is already learning."

Nina thrashed her head. Her breasts pressed against the bars. Her nipples ached. She tried to reach back to pull the plug out but the leash and tight space stopped her hands.

The vibrations increased. Level two. The hum grew stronger. It pulsed in steady waves that made her hips rock without permission.

Her internal voice grew weaker. This should not feel this intense. I am trapped in a crate like a dog and all I can think about is how full I feel. How wet I am. How his calm eyes make me want to please him.

"Good girl," he said through the bars. "Let it happen. Stop fighting what your body already knows."

The words pushed her closer. Her thighs trembled. The plug buzzed against a spot inside her that made stars burst behind her eyes. Her pussy contracted around nothing. She needed friction. She needed to cum.

Marcus turned the remote higher again. Level three. The vibrations became constant and deep.

Nina cried out. The sound filled the crate. Her back arched as much as the small space allowed. Her ass clenched hard around the plug. Pleasure built fast and sharp.

"I won't... I can't..." The words broke apart. Her resistance crumbled more with every pulse.

"You will," he answered. His voice stayed perfectly calm. "Cum for me, pet. Show me how much the crate helps you surrender."

Her orgasm hit like a wave. Her pussy spasmed hard. Strong contractions ripped through her core. Hot cum gushed from her in small spurts that splattered the crate floor. She moaned loud and long. The sound came out broken and needy.

Her ass squeezed the vibrating plug in rhythm with her pussy. The dual sensations made her shake. Her nipples scraped the bars. Sweat covered her back and chest.

Marcus kept the vibrations going through every pulse. He watched her cum with focused eyes. His hand stroked his cock faster through his pants. The wet spot spread.

Nina's body jerked against the leash. The collar pulled tight on her throat. She came harder than she had earlier. The orgasm lasted longer. Her thighs shook violently. More cum dripped from her swollen pussy.

When the last contraction faded she collapsed against the crate floor. Her cheek pressed to the thin mat. Her breathing came in ragged gasps. The plug still vibrated on low now.

Shame flooded her. I just came in a cage. I thrashed and moaned and came like an animal while he watched. My power is gone. He took it piece by piece and my body thanked him for it.

Marcus turned the remote off. The vibrations stopped. He crouched beside the crate and reached through the bars. His fingers stroked her hair once.

"You are beautiful when you break," he said. The words held real warmth. Not just clinical distance. Something possessive lived in his tone now.

He attached a small water bottle to the side of the crate. The nozzle pointed toward her mouth. "You will stay here for a while. Think about your outburst. Think about how wet it made you."

Nina stayed silent. Her body felt heavy. The plug filled her ass with constant pressure. The collar and leash kept her in place. Naked skin pressed against the cool metal bars.

Her mind tried to rebuild its walls. I can still fight this. Thirty days is long but I am smart. I can find a way out. I do not need his praise. I do not need his control.

But even as she thought it, her pussy gave a small aftershock. A tiny drip of cum leaked out. Her body had already chosen.

Marcus stood up. His erection still strained against his pants. He adjusted himself once but did not seek relief. His control stayed perfect.

"This is rung three, Nina. Each rung takes more from you. Each rung gives you more pleasure for giving it up." He tapped the remote against the bars. "I will check on you soon. Behave and the next session can be kinder."

She looked up at him through the bars. Her eyes held the last fragments of defiance. They also held something new. A flicker of need.

Marcus met her gaze. His voice dropped lower but stayed calm.

"Rest now, pet. The crate is where you learn to wait for me."

He walked to the door of the training suite. His steps stayed unhurried. One hand paused on the light switch. He dimmed the lights until only a soft glow remained.

Nina stayed locked inside the metal crate. Naked. Collared. Leashed to the back wall. The small vibrating butt plug sat snug inside her ass. Her pussy still twitched with aftershocks. Her own cum cooled beneath her on the crate floor.

The walls of the crate pressed close. The leash limited her movement to a few inches. She could not stretch out. She could not hide.

Her mind whispered the same loop. I was powerful. I was in control. Now I wait in a cage for a man who owns me for thirty days.

But her body felt different. Warmer. More alive. The plug kept her aware of every breath. The collar kept her aware of whose pet she had become.

She closed her eyes. The metal bars felt cold against her flushed skin. Her breathing slowed but her heart still raced.

Marcus had left the room but his presence remained. The plug. The collar. The crate. All of it spoke with his calm voice.

Nina shifted her hips. The plug moved inside her. A small moan escaped before she could trap it.

This is just the beginning. He said there are many more rungs. And some broken part of me already wonders what rung four will feel like.

She stayed there. Naked and locked. Waiting for him to return. The training suite grew quiet around the metal crate.

Her surrender had not come yet. But the cracks ran deeper now. Wider. More permanent.

And the worst part was how good it felt to stop fighting for a moment. Just a moment.

The plug hummed once on its own. A soft reminder. Nina gasped softly. Her pussy grew wet again.

She pressed her forehead to the mat and breathed through the new wave of heat.

Marcus would be back soon.

She already knew she would be ready for whatever he brought next.


Chapter 4: Bowl Discipline

The door to the training suite opened with a soft click.

Marcus stepped inside. He did not rush. The dim lights caught the sharp lines of his tailored black shirt and dark pants. His cock still strained against the fabric. The wet spot from earlier had dried but the outline remained thick and obvious.

Nina tensed inside the metal crate. Her knees pressed into the thin mat. The leash held her face toward the back wall. The thick collar dug into her throat with every quick breath. The vibrating plug sat heavy in her ass. It stretched her constantly even though it was off.

He left me here for hours. Naked. Locked up. Covered in my own cum. I should hate him. I should scream the moment he opens that door. But my pussy is already wet again. This is wrong. I am not an animal.

Marcus crossed the room. His shoes made quiet sounds on the floor. He stopped in front of the crate and crouched. His eyes moved over her bare back, her high heels, the dried streaks of her cum on the crate floor.

"You settled," he said. His voice stayed low and even. "Good."

The single word sent a pulse through her core. Nina bit her lip hard. Do not react. Do not let one word make you clench around that plug. You ran companies. You made men sweat in boardrooms. This is not who you are.

He unlocked the crate door. The metal clicked open. Marcus reached in and unclipped the leash from the back hook. He gave it a gentle tug.

"Come out, Nina. Slowly."

She crawled backward. Her arms shook. The high heels made her ankles wobble. When she emerged fully, she stayed on all fours. The plug shifted inside her with the movement. It pressed against new places and made her gasp.

Marcus stood. He held the leash in one hand. His other hand rested on her head for a moment. The touch felt almost gentle. Possessive.

"Look at you. Still dripping." He nodded toward the floor beneath her. Fresh wetness glistened on her inner thighs. "Your body already accepts what your mind fights."

Nina kept her eyes down. Shame burned in her chest. I came so hard in that crate. I moaned like a bitch in heat while he watched. Now he sees everything. My hard nipples. My swollen pussy. The way my ass keeps gripping that plug. I want to spit at him. I want to stand up and walk out. But my legs will not move.

He led her a few feet away from the crate. The leash stayed short. She had to follow on her hands and knees. The high heels clicked awkwardly. Her heavy breasts swayed beneath her. The collar moved against her neck with every shift.

Marcus stopped near the center of the room. A low metal bowl waited on the floor. It looked new. Dark kibble filled it halfway. The pieces were small and dry. A faint scent rose from the bowl. Something slightly salty mixed with grains.

"This is your bowl, pet." He pointed at it. "Standard for difficult cases. No hands. No utensils. Face only."

Nina stared at the bowl. Her stomach twisted. Dog food. He wants me to eat like a real pet. I have eaten at five-star tables. I have ordered chefs around. This is too far. This breaks something I cannot fix.

"I will not eat that," she whispered. Her voice shook. "You cannot make me."

Marcus did not raise his voice. He simply shortened the leash until her face hovered inches above the bowl. The leather pulled tight against the collar. His free hand rested on the small remote in his pocket.

"You will eat, Nina. And you will stay wet while you do it."

He pressed the button.

The plug buzzed to life inside her ass. Low at first. A steady hum that spread through her walls. Nina moaned before she could stop herself. The sound came out broken and needy. Her pussy clenched hard. Fresh slickness dripped from her folds onto the mat.

No. Not again. The vibrations go straight to my clit. I feel so full. So exposed. My husband thinks this man will train me. He has no idea how deep this already goes. My body wants to obey. My mind is screaming.

"Eat," Marcus said calmly. He pushed her head down with one hand. Her lips touched the kibble. The dry pieces felt rough against her mouth. "Now."

She tried to turn her face away. The leash stopped her. Marcus held it firm. The plug increased its speed. Level two. The vibrations grew stronger. They pulsed against that sensitive spot inside her ass and made her pussy flutter.

Nina whimpered. Her lips parted. She took one small piece of kibble into her mouth. The taste was bland and slightly meaty. Humiliation flooded her. I am eating from a dog bowl. Naked. Collared. On all fours in high heels. And the plug is making me wetter with every bite. This cannot be real.

Marcus watched her. His eyes stayed steady. His cock throbbed visibly in his pants. He did not touch himself. He simply held the leash and the remote like tools he had used a thousand times.

"Good girl," he said quietly.

The praise hit her like a wave. Her pussy spasmed around nothing. More wetness ran down her thigh. She hated how much she needed those words now. Every time he says it my resistance cracks. I was defiant. I spat venom at him in the beginning. Now two words make my clit throb. What is left of me?

She chewed the kibble slowly. Her face stayed low in the bowl. The leash kept her from lifting away. Marcus adjusted the remote again. The plug shifted to a pulsing pattern. Short bursts followed by longer hums. Each burst made her hips rock back without permission.

Her internal voice grew frantic. Fight it. Do not cum like this. Not while eating pet food off the floor. You are a wife. You are powerful. You do not beg. You do not whimper for a trainer's approval. But her body ignored her. Her nipples scraped the cool floor. Her ass clenched rhythmically around the vibrating toy.

Marcus noticed every detail. He always did. "Deeper, pet. Use your tongue. Clean the bowl like the good girl you are becoming."

Nina pushed her tongue out. She lapped at the kibble. The dry pieces stuck to her lips and chin. Some fell back into the bowl. The act felt degrading in a way that made her pussy drip faster. The plug kept working her. The vibrations traveled through her core and made her clit swell painfully.

My arms are tired. My jaw aches. My pussy is so wet it feels like I already came again. He knows exactly how to break me. One step ahead. Always calm. Always precise. I hate him. I need him to keep going.

She ate another mouthful. The kibble crunched between her teeth. Marcus held the leash tighter. The collar pressed into her throat and reminded her of the contract. Thirty days of this. Thirty days of learning to crawl and eat and wait in a crate.

The plug jumped to a higher setting. Nina cried out around the food in her mouth. Pleasure spiked hard through her ass and straight into her pussy. Her walls fluttered. The beginning of an orgasm built fast. Her thighs trembled. Her breathing turned ragged.

"Please," she whimpered. The word slipped out before she could stop it. "Please, Marcus."

He turned the remote down immediately. The vibrations dropped to a teasing hum. The edge slipped away. Her body screamed in frustration. The near-orgasm left her pussy aching and empty.

"No," he said simply. "You cum when I decide you have earned it. Not before. Keep eating."

Tears pricked at her eyes. Not from pain. From the intensity of the denial. He took me right to the edge and left me there. My clit is throbbing so hard it hurts. My ass feels stretched and used. And still I keep my face in this bowl. Still I eat the kibble like an obedient pet. My defiance is crumbling faster than I can rebuild it.

She lowered her head again. Her tongue worked through the bowl. Kibble stuck to her wet lips. She chewed and swallowed. Each bite felt like another piece of her old self disappearing. The high heels dug into her feet. Sweat covered her naked back. The collar felt like a permanent mark now.

Marcus stroked her hair with his free hand. The touch was slow. Almost tender. His cock looked painfully hard in his pants. A fresh wet spot bloomed where precum leaked again. Yet his face stayed composed. His voice never wavered.

"You are doing well, Nina. I see the fight leaving your eyes. Your body is honest. Your pussy drips for the bowl. It drips for the plug. It drips for my control."

His words sank deep. She moaned into the bowl. More kibble disappeared into her mouth. The plug buzzed higher once more. This time the pattern was relentless. Steady. Deep. It massaged her inner walls without mercy.

The orgasm built again. Faster this time. Her pussy contracted in tiny pulses. Wetness coated her thighs completely. She could hear the slick sounds of her own arousal as her hips moved. The leash kept her head exactly where he wanted it.

So close. So fucking close. I need to cum. I need to shatter. But he will stop me again. He wants me desperate. He wants me broken and begging. And the worst part is how much I want to beg him now. My mind keeps saying no but my body is already his pet.

Marcus watched the tension in her back. He saw her thighs shake. He felt the leash tremble in his hand. Right when her moans grew loud and her pussy began to spasm, he clicked the remote off.

The vibrations stopped completely.

Nina sobbed into the bowl. The denial hurt worse the second time. Her clit pulsed angrily. Her ass clenched around the silent plug. Empty waves of almost-pleasure rolled through her and left her shaking.

"No more," she gasped. Kibble clung to her chin. "I cannot take it. Please let me cum."

Marcus pulled the leash until she lifted her head slightly. Their eyes met. His gaze held calm possession. Something warmer lived there now. Not just clinical training. Real investment in his new pet.

"You will cum when the bowl is empty," he said. "Not before. Eat, Nina. Show me how much you want to be good."

He turned the plug back on at the lowest setting. A gentle tease that kept her right on the edge of madness. Nina lowered her face again. She ate faster now. Her tongue scooped the kibble. Her lips worked the bowl. The sounds of her eating mixed with her desperate whimpers.

Every bite takes me deeper. I feel the collar. I feel the plug. I feel his eyes on my naked body. My resistance is not gone. But it is tired. It slips away with every denied orgasm. I was furious when this started. Now I just want his praise. I want to hear good girl while I cum for him.

The bowl grew emptier. She licked the sides. Her tongue chased the last pieces. Marcus kept the leash tight in his fist. His other hand adjusted the remote. He edged her three more times while she finished. Each time he brought her to the shaking, moaning brink. Each time he pulled her back.

By the final denial her mind felt hazy. Thoughts came slower. The constant ache between her legs and in her ass turned into a deep, constant need. She no longer cared how she looked. Face smeared with kibble. Naked on all fours. High heels strapped to her feet. Pussy dripping onto the floor.

She licked the bowl completely clean. Her tongue ran over the metal until it shone. Marcus turned the plug to a constant medium buzz. Not enough to finish her. Just enough to keep her desperate.

He crouched beside her. One hand held the leash firm. The other stroked her back in slow lines. His touch felt electric on her sweaty skin.

"Look at my pet," he murmured. His voice held real warmth now. "Eating from her bowl. Taking her edging like a champion. You are learning, Nina. The woman who entered this room is fading. The pet is taking her place."

Nina stayed on all fours. The bowl sat empty beneath her face. The plug vibrated steadily in her ass. Her pussy throbbed with unmet need. Fresh tears of frustration and surrender mixed on her cheeks.

She did not speak. She simply panted. Her body trembled. The collar felt like home now. The leash felt like safety. The denial felt like the price of belonging to him.

Marcus leaned closer. His breath brushed her ear. His cock pressed against his pants only inches from her shoulder.

"Stay right here," he said. "Finish what is left of your pride. The next rung waits when you are ready to beg properly."

She remained on all fours. Naked. Collared. Plugged. Leashed. The remote-controlled vibrations continued their relentless tease. Her empty bowl gleamed in front of her. Her wet pussy dripped slowly onto the mat.

The cracks in her defiance had become wide open fractures. She could still feel the old Nina somewhere inside. But that woman grew quieter with every pulse of the plug and every denied orgasm.

Marcus stood up slowly. He kept the leash in his hand. His calm eyes watched her shaking form. The possessive warmth in his gaze deepened.

She was his now. Not just for thirty days. Something in both of them had shifted during this session. He felt it. She felt it in the constant ache between her legs.

The training suite stayed quiet except for her soft whimpers and the low hum of the plug. Nina pressed her forehead to the floor beside the empty bowl. Her high heels dug into her soles. Her body stayed presented for him.

She waited for his next command. The pet in her had won this round. And the worst part was how good the surrender felt in her bones.

Marcus gave the leash one light tug.

"Eat every last crumb, my pet. Your orgasm depends on perfect obedience."

She obeyed. Her tongue searched the floor around the bowl. The vibrations pushed her closer once more. She whimpered louder. The sound filled the room with her growing desperation.

Her mind whispered one last weak protest. I was someone important. Then the plug pulsed again and the thought dissolved into wet heat and aching need.

Only the pet remained. Hungry. Edged. Waiting for him to decide when she could finally break.

And Marcus watched. Calm. Precise. One step ahead as always. His new pet was learning exactly what she was.


Chapter 5: Proper Tail

Marcus tugged the leash once.

Nina stayed on all fours. Her forehead pressed hard against the floor. The empty metal bowl still sat right beside her face.

The vibrations in her ass would not stop. Medium buzz. Constant. Her pussy throbbed in time with it. Fresh wetness ran down her inner thighs and soaked the mat.

She hated how her body answered him. I used to walk into rooms and everyone went quiet. Now I eat from a bowl and drip like a trained animal. My own husband sent me here. And part of me already waits for the next command.

"Good work cleaning your bowl, pet." Marcus spoke in that same calm tone. He never rushed. He never needed to. "Your tongue got every crumb. That shows progress."

Nina kept her eyes down. Kibble residue still coated her chin. The high heels pinched her feet. Her arms shook from staying in position so long.

Marcus crouched beside her. His tailored black shirt stretched across his chest. The hard line of his cock pressed against his dark pants. A fresh wet spot of precum marked the fabric again.

He reached down and stroked her hair. The touch felt too gentle. Too possessive. Her nipples tightened at the simple contact.

"You are ready for the next step," he said. "The small plug has done its job. Now you get a proper tail."

Nina's stomach twisted. A tail. Like a real dog. I am a grown woman. Twenty-eight years old. I signed that contract thinking I could endure thirty days. But he keeps peeling pieces of me away. And my pussy keeps getting wetter every time he does.

Marcus unclipped the leash from the floor hook but kept it short in his fist. He guided her a few feet across the mat. Her knees slid on the smooth surface. The high heels clicked awkwardly. The vibrating plug shifted with every movement and made her gasp.

"Stay exactly like this." He positioned her on all fours in the center of the training suite. Her back stayed straight. Her ass presented high. The collar felt heavier than ever around her throat.

He pulled the remote from his pocket. His thumb pressed the button. The vibrations stopped. Nina almost moaned at the sudden absence. Her ass clenched around the silent toy. The need inside her did not fade.

Marcus set the remote aside. He retrieved a small bottle of lube and a new plug from the low cabinet. This one was larger. The base flared wide. A long, fluffy black tail attached to it. The fur looked soft and full.

Nina stared at the tail. Her breath came faster. That thing is going inside me. It will hang behind me like I am his dog. I should scream. I should fight the leash and stand up. But my arms feel too weak. And my pussy just clenched at the sight of it.

He knelt behind her. One large hand rested on her lower back. The touch anchored her in place. His fingers felt warm and sure.

"Deep breath, pet." He gripped the base of the vibrating plug. He pulled it slowly. The toy slid out inch by inch. Her ass released it with a wet sound. Cool air touched her stretched hole.

Nina whimpered. The emptiness felt worse than the fullness. Her pussy dripped a fresh line of arousal down her thigh. She could not stop it.

Marcus wiped the small plug clean and set it aside. He squeezed lube onto his fingers. The gel looked cold and shiny. He circled her hole with one finger, spreading the slick liquid.

The touch was clinical. Precise. He pushed one finger inside her. Then two. He worked the lube deep with slow, steady strokes. Her inner walls gripped him without permission.

This should not feel good. I am not supposed to like a stranger's fingers in my ass while I wear nothing but heels and a collar. Yet my clit is throbbing. My nipples ache. I can feel my resistance cracking more with every touch.

"You are opening nicely," he said. His voice stayed low and even. "Your body wants to accept its new tail."

He removed his fingers. The large plug pressed against her now. The flared head felt much bigger than the last one. Marcus applied steady pressure. The toy stretched her wide.

Nina moaned. The sound came out long and needy. The plug sank deeper. Her ass burned in the best way. The fluffy tail brushed the back of her thighs when it settled into place.

Marcus twisted it once. The fullness settled heavy inside her. The tail hung down, soft and visible. She could feel the weight of it.

"Look at you." He stood up and took a small step back. The leash stayed tight in his hand. "My pretty pet with her proper tail."

Nina's face burned. She stayed on all fours. The new plug felt so much bigger. Every tiny shift made the tail move. Her pussy leaked steadily now. The drops fell onto the mat between her knees.

He calls me pretty. Like I am something he owns and admires. I used to wear designer suits and give orders. Now I have a tail attached to my ass and I cannot stop dripping. The shame feels thick. But the need feels thicker.

Marcus gave the leash a light tug. "Crawl forward slowly. Let me see the tail move."

She moved. Her hands and knees carried her across the floor. The high heels made it hard to balance. The fluffy tail swayed behind her with each step. The plug rubbed new places inside her.

"Wag," he commanded. His tone stayed calm. "Wag your tail for me, pet."

Nina tried. She moved her hips from side to side. The tail swished. The motion made the plug shift and press against her walls. Fresh wetness flooded her pussy.

"Good girl."

The words hit her deep. Her pussy clenched hard. More arousal leaked down her thighs. The praise made her feel warm and owned. She hated how much she needed it now.

Those two words should not affect me like this. I am not a dog. I am not his girl. Yet every time he says it my body responds. My defiance is fading. I keep waiting for the next piece of praise like it is air.

Marcus walked beside her. He kept the leash short. His shoes moved in perfect time with her crawl. The bulge in his pants stayed obvious. His cock looked painfully hard. The wet spot had grown.

"Again. Wag on command." He stopped. She stopped. "Wag."

She wagged. The fluffy tail moved left and right. The plug stretched her with every motion. Her swollen pussy lips felt slick and hot. Her stiff nipples brushed the air with each shift of her body.

"Good girl." He said it softer this time. The warmth in his voice sank into her bones.

Nina whimpered. Her thighs trembled. The praise made her leak even more. A long string of wetness dripped from her pussy onto the mat. She could hear the tiny sound it made when it landed.

My mind keeps screaming that this is wrong. That I should spit at him and refuse. But my body is honest. It leaks for his calm voice. It leaks for the tail in my ass. It leaks for the collar that says I belong to him.

Marcus led her in a slow circle around the room. The leash guided her path. She crawled on all fours like an obedient pet. The tail swished behind her with each wag on command. Her arms burned. Her thighs shook. The high heels dug into her soles.

He stopped her near the center again. He crouched in front of her face. One hand cupped her chin and lifted it. His eyes met hers. Calm. Knowing. One step ahead as always.

"Your tail looks perfect on you, Nina." He stroked her cheek with his thumb. "The woman who walked in here is disappearing. The pet is showing herself more each minute."

She wanted to argue. The words would not come. Instead her pussy gave another helpless pulse. More wetness ran down her leg. The tail hung heavy behind her, a constant reminder.

Marcus stood. He walked behind her once more. His hand gripped the base of the tail plug. He moved it in small circles. The motion stirred her inside. The stimulation traveled straight to her clit.

Nina gasped. Her back arched. The leash kept her from pulling away. Pleasure built fast and sharp in her core. Her pussy contracted around nothing. She was so close already.

"Not yet." He pulled the plug back slightly then pushed it deeper. "You do not cum until I say. You wag and you wait."

He released the tail. "Wag for me. Keep it moving while I touch you."

She wagged. The fluffy tail swished left and right. Marcus reached between her legs from behind. His fingers found her soaked pussy. He stroked her swollen lips slowly. Two fingers parted her folds and circled her clit.

The touch felt electric. Nina moaned loudly. Her hips pushed back toward his hand. The tail moved faster with her motions. The plug rubbed her inside while his fingers worked her outside.

This is too much. His fingers on my pussy. The tail in my ass. The leash in his fist. I am crawling naked in heels and wagging like a dog. My old life feels so far away. All I can feel is the need to please him.

"Good girl." He said it while his fingers stroked her clit faster. "Such a good pet. Look how wet you are for your tail."

Her breathing turned ragged. The orgasm built higher. Her pussy fluttered against his fingers. The contractions started deep inside. She could feel the edge approaching fast.

Marcus stopped touching her. He pulled his hand away completely.

Nina cried out in frustration. The denial hurt. Her pussy throbbed painfully. The almost-orgasm left her shaking and empty. More wetness leaked from her in protest.

"Please," she whispered. The word slipped out broken. "Please, I need it."

"Not yet." He tugged the leash and made her crawl again. "Wag while you move. Show me you can obey even when you ache."

She crawled. The tail swished behind her. Each wag sent sparks through her stretched ass. Her pussy stayed swollen and dripping. The denial made everything more intense.

Marcus led her back and forth across the room. He gave the command every few steps. "Wag." She wagged. "Good girl." Her body responded every single time with fresh leaks of arousal.

Her internal voice grew quieter. I ran teams. I closed deals. I made men nervous with one look. Now I wag a tail for praise and my thighs are soaked with how much I need him. The resistance is still there but it feels smaller. Like it is drowning in this heat.

He stopped her near the bowl again. The empty metal bowl reminded her of what she had already done. Face down in kibble. Licking the floor. Cumming in the crate earlier. All of it piled up inside her mind.

Marcus knelt beside her. His hand stroked down her back. He reached the tail and tugged it gently. The plug moved inside her. She moaned and pushed her ass higher.

"Look at this tail," he murmured. His voice held real warmth now. Not just training. Something deeper lived in it. "It suits you, pet. You were made for this position."

He slid his hand lower. His fingers found her pussy again. This time he pushed two fingers inside her. Deep. The stretch combined with the plug in her ass made her eyes roll back.

Nina gasped. Her walls clenched around his fingers. He thrust them slowly. In and out. The leash stayed tight in his other hand. The collar pressed against her throat with each breath.

The pleasure built again. Faster this time. Her pussy made wet sounds around his fingers. The tail brushed her thighs as she trembled. Her nipples felt like hard points. Sweat covered her back.

"Good girl." He curled his fingers inside her. "Feel how wet you are. Your body knows its owner."

The praise pushed her right to the edge. Her thighs shook violently. The contractions started. Her pussy gripped his fingers tight. She was going to cum. She could feel it rushing toward her.

Marcus pulled his fingers out at the last second.

Nina sobbed. The orgasm slipped away again. Her pussy spasmed around nothing. A small gush of wetness ran down her thighs. The denial left her aching worse than before.

She pressed her forehead to the floor. The tail stuck up behind her. It swayed slightly with her heavy breathing. The fluffy fur tickled her skin.

He keeps taking me there and leaving me. My body is screaming for release. My mind is fracturing more each time. I want to beg. I want to crawl after him and promise anything if he will just let me cum. The old Nina would hate this. The new one is starting to need it.

Marcus wiped his fingers on a cloth. He stood up and adjusted the obvious bulge in his pants. His cock looked even harder now. The precum spot had spread.

He gave the leash a soft pull. "Up on all fours again, pet. Present properly."

She lifted her head. Her arms trembled as she returned to position. The tail hung behind her. Her pussy continued to drip. The ache felt permanent now.

Marcus walked around her slowly. His eyes took in every detail. The collar. The high heels. The fluffy tail. The wetness coating her thighs. His expression stayed calm but his eyes held heat.

"You are learning fast," he said. "The fight is still in your eyes but it grows weaker. Soon you will beg for your tail. You will beg to wag it for me."

Nina stayed silent. Her body trembled with unmet need. The plug felt like part of her now. The tail moved when she shifted her hips. She could not escape the sensation.

He crouched in front of her again. One hand held the leash. The other stroked her hair. The touch felt almost tender. His cock strained inches from her face.

"Thirty days is a long time, Nina. But you are already changing. I can see it. Your husband wanted results. He will get them."

She looked up at him. Tears of frustration and something else wet her lashes. The praise still echoed in her ears. Good girl. Those words made her feel safe and owned at the same time.

Marcus stood. He shortened the leash until she had to follow close to his leg. "Crawl. Wag your tail the entire time. Do not stop until I say."

She crawled beside him. The tail swished steadily. Left. Right. Left. Right. The plug rubbed her with every movement. Her pussy leaked continuously now. The mat grew wet under her path.

Every few steps he praised her. "Good girl." "That is my pet." "Beautiful tail." Each time her body responded with fresh heat. Her resistance crumbled further. The internal arguments grew shorter.

Maybe this is what I am now. Maybe fighting it only makes the need worse. I hate how good his praise feels. I hate how the tail makes me feel owned. But I cannot stop leaking for it.

They made three full circles of the training suite. Her knees ached. Her arms felt ready to give out. The denial sat heavy in her core like a live wire.

Marcus finally stopped near the center. He let the leash go slack but kept it in his hand. The fluffy tail hung still behind her. Her pussy continued to throb.

"You will stay like this tonight," he said. His voice carried that calm possession. "Naked. Collared. With your new tail inside you. Leashed and on all fours. Denied until morning."

Nina whimpered. The words should have made her angry. Instead they made her pussy clench again. She wagged her tail once without being told. The motion came naturally now.

Marcus noticed. A small smile touched his lips. Not cruel. Warm. Personal.

He reached down and stroked her cheek. "Good girl."

The praise washed over her. Her body trembled with fresh need. She stayed on all fours. Naked. Collared. The large fluffy tail plug filled her ass and moved when she breathed. The leash hung from her collar. Her pussy dripped steadily onto the mat. The high heels kept her feet arched.

Highly aroused. Completely denied.

Marcus watched her. His cock still strained against his pants. His eyes held deepening investment. The trainer had become the owner. The pet had become something he did not want to let go.

"Rest now," he said quietly. "Tomorrow we add the next rung. You will beg for it. I know you will."

Nina stayed exactly as she was. On all fours. Tail wagging slowly behind her. The ache between her legs felt endless. Her mind kept turning over the same thoughts. The old power. The new need. The slow surrender that felt more real with every denied orgasm.

She pressed her forehead to the floor once more. The tail curved up behind her. She wagged it again. The motion sent sparks through her body.

The pet was winning. And some broken part of her was starting to love it.


Chapter 6: Mitted and Helpless

Marcus stood over her in silence.

Nina kept her forehead pressed to the cool mat. The fluffy black tail rested against her left thigh. Every breath made the plug shift inside her ass. Her pussy dripped steadily onto the floor beneath her. The leash hung slack from her collar but she felt its weight like a promise.

"Head up, Nina."

His voice remained low and even. She lifted her face slowly. Kibble residue still clung to her chin. Tears had dried on her cheeks. Her swollen nipples ached in the open air. Marcus looked down at her with that same calm possession. His cock strained hard against his dark pants. The wet precum spot had grown larger.

He reached to the low table. His movements stayed precise. Unhurried. He picked up two thick padded paw mitts. Black leather. Soft inside. Small locks glinted on the wrist straps.

Nina stared at them. No. Not this. I still have my hands. I can still grip things. Once those go on I become even less human. I ran an entire division. I signed contracts with my own fingers. Now he wants to take that too.

"These come next, pet." Marcus crouched beside her. "Paws only from now on. No more fingers for you."

He took her right hand first. The high heels kept her balance shaky. He slid the padded mitt over her fingers. The soft interior swallowed her hand completely. No grip. No way to close her fist. He wrapped the leather cuff around her wrist and clicked the lock shut.

The sound echoed in the training suite.

Her breath caught. It feels like a prison. The padding is so thick. I cannot pinch. I cannot hold. I am truly helpless now. My pussy should not be throbbing harder because of this. But it is.

Marcus moved to her left hand. He repeated the process. The second mitt slid on. The second lock clicked. Both her hands were now useless paws. Rounded. Padded. Locked in place.

She tested them. Her arms shook. The mitts made a soft thump when she pressed them to the mat. No fingers. No control.

"Good." He stood again and gave the leash a gentle tug. "Stay on all fours. Show me how you move with paws."

Nina crawled forward. The mitts changed everything. Her weight pressed into the padded palms. The tail swished behind her with each awkward step. Her knees and the balls of her high-heeled feet carried her. Sweat already beaded on her back again.

This is worse than the bowl. Worse than the tail. I look ridiculous. A grown woman in heels and a collar with paws like a dog. My husband wanted obedience. He has no idea what this man is turning me into. And my pussy keeps leaking like it approves.

"Wag."

She moved her hips. The fluffy tail swayed. The large plug rubbed deep inside her ass. Pleasure sparked through her walls. Her dripping pussy clenched around nothing. Marcus watched every motion. His eyes missed nothing.

"Again. Wag for me."

She wagged harder. The tail brushed her thighs. The mitts made her feel clumsy. Vulnerable. Her stiff nipples grazed the air with each shift. Fresh wetness slid down her inner thigh and dripped onto the mat.

Marcus stepped closer. His shoes stopped right beside her head. The bulge in his pants looked painful. The wet spot had spread. She could smell his arousal mixed with the faint leather scent of her new mitts.

"Beg, pet."

Nina blinked up at him. Beg how? I do not know this position. I do not want to learn it. But my body is already moving. My pussy is pulsing. The denial from yesterday still burns in me. I need something. Anything.

He shortened the leash until her face tilted up. "Sit back on your heels. Paws together in front of your chest. Like this." He demonstrated with his own hands then waited.

She struggled into the position. Her high heels dug into her soles. The mitts met in front of her breasts. Paws up. Chin lifted. The tail curled on the floor behind her. Her pussy felt exposed. Open. Dripping.

Marcus studied her. His cock twitched visibly in his pants. "Perfect. That is how my pet begs."

The praise washed over her. Nina hated how warm it made her chest feel. I should spit at him. I should use what is left of my voice to curse him. Instead I sit here like a trained animal with my paws up and my pussy wet. My resistance is cracking in new places today. Places I did not expect.

"Speak your need," he said calmly. "Use words. Beg for attention."

Her throat felt tight. The collar pressed against it. "Please... touch me." The words came out small. Broken.

He shook his head once. "Not good enough. Pets do not speak like that. Try again."

She shifted on her locked paws. The mitts made her arms feel heavy. I was fierce. I made people nervous in meetings. Now I sit here naked with a tail in my ass and mitts on my hands and I have to beg like a dog. My mind screams no. My pussy says yes.

"Please touch your pet," she whispered. "I need it. I am aching."

Marcus reached down. One hand kept the leash tight. The other stroked between her ears like she was real animal. His fingers felt warm. Sure. Her nipples tightened even more at the simple touch.

"Good girl."

The words hit deep. Her pussy spasmed. A small gush of wetness ran down her thigh. The praise made her want to wag again even though he had not commanded it.

He walked around her. The leash trailed over her back. She stayed in the begging position. Paws up. Knees spread. Tail resting on the mat. Her body trembled with fatigue and need.

"Down on all fours again," he ordered. "Present that pussy for me."

Nina dropped forward. The padded mitts thumped against the floor. She arched her back the way he liked. The tail lifted. Her swollen pussy lips parted slightly. She could feel how wet she was. How ready.

Marcus knelt behind her. His clothes brushed her bare skin. He did not remove anything. He simply reached between her legs with two fingers and stroked her soaked folds.

She moaned. The sound came out loud in the quiet room.

His fingers feel too good. I am mitted. I cannot touch myself. I cannot push him away. The plug fills my ass and his touch owns my pussy. I am helpless. And I hate how much I love it.

He slid one finger inside her. Then two. Rough. Deep. No gentleness this time. His fingers thrust in and out while his thumb found her clit. The leash stayed wrapped around his other hand. Every tug reminded her who held control.

Nina's paws scrabbled uselessly at the mat. The padding stopped her from gripping anything. Her arms shook. Pleasure built fast in her core. Her walls clenched around his thrusting fingers. Wet sounds filled the room.

"You are dripping down my wrist, pet." His voice never rose. "Your body knows its place even when your mind fights."

She panted. He is right. My mind still whispers that I am a wife. A powerful woman. But my pussy is squeezing his fingers like it never wants them to leave. The mitts make everything worse. I cannot even brace properly. I am just a toy for him now.

Marcus curled his fingers inside her. He hit that spot that made her see stars. Her thighs trembled violently. The tail plug shifted with every rock of her hips. The large size stretched her ass while his fingers claimed her pussy.

The orgasm rushed toward her. She felt the contractions start deep inside. Her pussy fluttered. Her breathing turned into desperate gasps. So close. So painfully close.

He stopped.

His fingers pulled out completely. Nina cried out in frustration. Her pussy spasmed around nothing. A trickle of her own wetness ran down her leg. The edge slipped away and left her shaking.

"No," she whimpered. "Please. I was right there."

Marcus wiped his fingers on her thigh. "You cum when you have earned it. Not when you beg prettily. Perform for me first."

He gave the leash a tug and made her crawl in a circle. The mitts made it harder. She waddled more than crawled. The tail swished. Her heavy breasts swayed beneath her. Every movement reminded her how helpless her hands were.

"Sit."

She sat back on her heels again. Paws up in front of her chest. The begging position felt more natural this time. Shame burned in her face but her pussy only grew wetter.

"Roll over."

Nina hesitated. Roll over? Like a real dog? I cannot do this. My pride is not gone yet. But her body moved anyway. She rolled onto her side then her back. The tail plug pressed deeper when she lay on it. Her mitted paws waved uselessly in the air. Her naked body was completely exposed.

Marcus stood over her. His cock looked enormous in his pants. The wet spot had leaked through enough to show the outline clearly. He breathed a little harder now. His own arousal showed.

"Good girl." He said it with real warmth. "Look at you. No hands. No pride. Just my pet performing tricks."

The praise made her moan. She rolled back onto all fours without being told. Her pussy throbbed. The denial had left her desperate. Her internal voice grew quieter with every command.

How many times can he break me before nothing is left? I feel the mitts every time I try to balance. They turn my hands into paws. They take away my last piece of humanity. And instead of fighting I want him to touch me again. I want his fingers back inside me.

"Present."

She arched her back high. Ass up. Head down. Tail high. The leash hung between her shoulder blades. Marcus knelt once more. This time he used three fingers. He pushed them into her pussy roughly. No warmup. Just deep thrusts that made her cry out.

Her walls stretched around him. The plug in her ass made her feel impossibly full. His fingers fucked her with steady rhythm. The wet sounds grew louder. Her juices coated his hand.

Nina pushed back against him. The mitts slipped on the mat. She could not get purchase. She could only take what he gave. The orgasm built faster this time. Her pussy clenched. Her thighs shook. Her nipples scraped the floor as her back dipped.

Do not stop. Please do not stop this time. I need to cum. I need to break apart. My mind is almost gone. All that is left is this heat and his calm voice and the need to be good for him.

Marcus thrust harder. His thumb pressed her clit in tight circles. The pleasure coiled tight in her belly. She felt the first strong contractions begin. Her pussy gripped his fingers like a vice. A moan tore from her throat.

He pulled out again.

Nina sobbed into the mat. Her pussy convulsed uselessly. No release. Just another wave of aching emptiness. Her body trembled from head to toe. Sweat covered her completely. The tail plug felt heavier. The mitts felt like permanent restraints.

Marcus stood. He adjusted his cock in his pants. The wet spot had grown even more. His breathing had quickened but his face remained composed.

"You are close to breaking completely, pet." He wrapped the leash around his fist. "I can see it in the way your pussy drips for every denial. The woman you were is almost gone."

Nina stayed on all fours. Mitted hands useless in front of her. The large tail plug stretched her ass. The collar circled her throat. The leash connected her to his control. Her pussy throbbed with denied need. Tears of frustration ran down her face again.

He is right. I feel it happening. Each trick. Each locked mitt. Each time he brings me to the edge and leaves me there. My resistance is not just crumbling. It is being replaced by something new. Something that wants his praise more than my old life.

Marcus crouched in front of her face. He lifted her chin with one finger. His eyes held hers. Calm. Possessive. Deeply invested now.

"Beg properly tomorrow and I may let you cum. For now you will stay like this. Mitted. Plugged. Leashed. Denied."

He stood and gave the leash one final soft tug.

"Remember who owns you now."

Nina pressed her padded paws to the floor. The locks clicked faintly with the movement. Her body ached with unspent need. The pet inside her had grown stronger today. The woman she used to be felt farther away than ever.

And still her pussy dripped.

Marcus watched her for a long moment. His cock remained hard. His expression showed the deepening bond. The trainer had claimed his pet completely.

She waited on all fours. Helpless. Mitted. Ready for whatever came next.

The training suite felt smaller. Her world had narrowed to his voice, his leash, and the constant ache between her legs.

Tomorrow she would beg even better.

She already knew it.


Chapter 7: Spreader and Stretch

Marcus tugged the leash sharply.

Nina's head snapped up. Her padded paws stayed planted on the mat. The fluffy black tail shifted between her spread knees. Sweat still covered her naked skin. Her swollen pussy dripped steadily onto the floor.

The high heels dug into her feet. The thick leather collar pressed against her throat with every breath. She felt the weight of the mitts on her hands. No fingers. No grip. Just soft padded paws that made her feel less than human.

Marcus stood tall beside her. His tailored black shirt looked perfect. His dark pants showed the hard line of his cock. The wet spot of precum had grown larger. He never rushed. He watched her like he already knew every thought in her head.

"You have done well with the mitts, pet." His voice stayed calm and low. "But we are not finished today."

Nina's thighs trembled. I used to walk into boardrooms and make people obey me with one look. Now I kneel here naked with a tail in my ass and paws instead of hands. My husband sent me here to learn obedience. He has no idea how deep this goes. My body betrays me more each minute.

Marcus reached to the low cabinet. He pulled out a metal spreader bar. The silver shone under the lights. Leather cuffs waited at each end with small locks. He held it up so she could see.

Her stomach tightened. That bar will force my legs apart. I will not be able to close them. I will stay open and exposed like a real pet on display. The shame burns hot in my chest. Yet my pussy clenches at the sight of it.

"Stay exactly where you are." He moved behind her with slow steps. His shoes clicked once on the hard floor. The leash stayed tight in his fist.

He crouched. One strong hand wrapped around her right ankle above the high heel strap. The touch felt sure. Possessive. He fastened the first cuff around her ankle and clicked the lock shut.

The metal felt cold against her skin. Nina sucked in a sharp breath. This is real. The mitts took my hands. Now this takes my ability to even stand like a woman. I am stuck on all fours with my legs forced wide. My old life feels like a dream I cannot wake from.

Marcus moved to her left ankle. He repeated the motion. The second cuff locked in place. He adjusted the bar until her knees spread wider than before. The spreader bar held firm. She could not bring her legs together.

The position left her pussy completely open. Cool air touched her wet folds. Her tail hung down between the spread ankles. The plug shifted inside her ass with the new angle.

"Good." Marcus stood up again. He gave the leash a light pull to test her. "Look at how nicely you present now, pet. Your body stays ready for me."

Nina's face burned. Her arms shook in the mitts. I hate how exposed I feel. My pussy drips more because of it. The bar keeps me locked open. I cannot hide anything from him. The woman who controlled rooms is gone. In her place is this aching pet who leaks for his calm voice.

He walked around to her front. His fingers stroked under her chin and lifted her face. His eyes met hers. Calm. Knowing. One step ahead as always.

"Tell me what you are," he said quietly.

She swallowed hard. The collar moved with the motion. "Your pet." The words came out soft. Broken.

His cock twitched visibly in his pants. The wet spot spread further. "Yes. My perfect little pet."

The praise sank into her bones. Her pussy gave a helpless throb. Fresh wetness ran down her inner thigh and dripped onto the mat. Those words should not make me feel warm. They should make me angry. Instead they make me want to wag my tail and earn more. My resistance crumbles every time he says it.

Marcus returned behind her. He retrieved a thick dildo from the cabinet. It was black and realistic. Long and veined with a wide base. He held it in one hand while he kept her leash in the other.

Nina stared at it over her shoulder. Her breath came faster. That thing looks too big. It will stretch me wide while the tail plug fills my ass. The mitts keep me from touching anything. The spreader bar keeps me open. I should fight this. I should use what is left of my pride. But the need between my legs grows stronger than my pride.

He squeezed lube onto the thick dildo. The gel shone in the light. He spread it slowly along the length with careful strokes. His movements stayed precise. Unhurried.

"Deep breath, pet." He pressed the wide head against her soaked pussy. The cold lube met her hot flesh. She gasped at the contact.

The dildo pushed forward. Her pussy lips parted around it. The stretch felt intense. She moaned low in her throat. The sound echoed in the training suite.

It is filling me. So thick. So deep. The tail plug in my ass makes everything tighter. I feel full in both holes. My mitted paws cannot push him away. My spread ankles cannot close. I am completely his to use.

Marcus thrust the dildo deeper. Halfway in now. He twisted it slightly. The veins rubbed her inner walls. Her pussy clenched around the invasion. More wetness leaked out around the toy.

"You take it so well," he murmured. His voice never rose. "Such a good pet. Your body was made for this."

He pulled the dildo back until only the head remained inside her. Then he pushed forward again. Deeper this time. The toy sank all the way in. The base pressed against her pussy lips.

Nina cried out. Pleasure shot through her core. Her thighs shook against the spreader bar. The metal held her legs apart without mercy. The tail swished behind her with each tremor.

This should not feel this good. I am a grown woman of twenty-eight. I used to give orders and close deals. Now a man I barely know fucks me with a toy while I wear a tail and paws. My mind screams that this is wrong. My pussy squeezes the dildo like it never wants to let go.

Marcus set a slow rhythm. In and out. The wet sounds of her pussy filled the room. He kept one hand on the leash. The other worked the thick dildo with perfect control.

Each thrust made the tail plug shift inside her ass. The double fullness overwhelmed her. Her stiff nipples brushed the mat as she rocked. Sweat ran down her back.

He praised her steadily. "My perfect little pet. Look how you open for me. Your pussy grips so tight."

The words hit her deep. Her internal walls fluttered. The orgasm started to build in her belly. She had been denied so many times. The edge felt sharp and close.

Do not stop. Please do not stop this time. I need to break. The mitts make me helpless. The spreader bar keeps me wide. The tail marks me as his animal. All of it pushes me closer. My old self fades more with every thrust.

Marcus increased the pace slightly. The dildo plunged deeper. He angled it to hit that spot inside her. Her moans grew louder. Her mitted paws scrabbled uselessly at the mat. The padding stopped her from making fists.

Her pussy made obscene wet noises around the toy. Juice ran down her thighs. The spreader bar kept her from squeezing her legs together. The helplessness only made her wetter.

"Good girl," he said. Real warmth filled his voice now. Not just training. Something deeper lived there. "You are losing control for me. Let it happen, pet."

The praise pushed her over. The orgasm crashed through her body.

Nina screamed. Her pussy contracted hard around the thick dildo. Strong waves rippled through her core. Her walls squeezed and released in rapid pulses. Fresh cum gushed out around the toy and soaked the mat beneath her.

Her thighs shook violently against the spreader bar. The metal cuffs dug into her ankles. The tail plug felt even bigger as her ass clenched around it. Her vision blurred with the force of it.

It is too much. I am cumming so hard. My body jerks without control. The mitts keep my hands useless. The leash holds me in place. I am not a wife anymore. I am his pet breaking apart under his hands.

Marcus kept thrusting the dildo through her orgasm. He drew it out longer. Her pussy kept spasming. Small aftershocks made her gasp and whimper. Cum dripped steadily from her stretched hole.

He finally slowed. The thick dildo stayed buried deep inside her as her breathing calmed. Her body trembled all over. Sweat covered her completely. Tears of release ran down her cheeks.

Marcus wiped her thigh with a soft cloth. His own cock strained hard against his pants. The wet spot looked dark and obvious. His chest rose and fell faster than before. His arousal showed clearly.

"You did so well," he told her. His hand stroked down her back. "My perfect little pet. You came so hard for me."

The words sank into her. Warmth spread through her chest. I lost control completely. I screamed like an animal. My resistance is not just broken. It feels replaced by this need to hear him call me his pet. I want more of this feeling. The shame mixes with something sweeter now.

He eased the dildo out of her pussy. A long string of her cum followed it. The toy left her feeling empty but satisfied. Her pussy continued to twitch with aftershocks.

Marcus set the dildo aside. He checked the locks on her mitts and the spreader bar. Everything stayed secure. The leash remained in his hand. The fluffy tail hung between her spread legs.

Nina stayed on all fours. Her body trembled. The collar felt heavier around her throat. The high heels kept her feet arched. The padded mitts pressed into the mat. The tail plug kept her ass full. The spreader bar held her ankles wide apart.

Her pussy still leaked slowly. The recent fucking left her sensitive and open. Fresh tears mixed with the sweat on her face.

Marcus crouched in front of her. He lifted her chin again. His eyes held hers with deepening possession. The trainer had become something more personal.

"You are mine now," he said softly. "Not just for the contract. Not just for your husband. Mine."

Nina whimpered. The words felt true in her bones. I walked in here furious and independent. I spit venom at him in the beginning. Now I tremble in a spreader bar with a tail in my ass and I feel owned in the best way. My mind still whispers protests but they grow quieter. The pet identity feels stronger than my old name.

He stroked her hair with gentle fingers. The touch felt tender after the intensity. His cock still looked painfully hard in his pants but he made no move to use it. This moment was about her surrender.

"Rest in this position," he told her. "Feel the bar. Feel your tail. Feel how open you are for me. Tomorrow we go deeper."

Nina nodded slowly. Her body stayed locked in the spreader. The mitts made every shift awkward. The leash connected her to his control. Her pussy throbbed with the memory of the thick dildo.

She wagged her tail once without being told. The motion sent sparks through her stretched ass. The fluffy fur brushed her spread thighs.

Marcus smiled. Small but real. His hand rested on her head like she was precious.

"My perfect little pet," he repeated. The praise washed over her again.

Her internal voice grew soft. I am starting to believe him. The spreader bar keeps me helpless. The mitts take my hands. The tail marks me as his. And I came harder than I have in years. The old Nina would hate this. The new one craves the next command.

She pressed her mitted paws forward. The locks clicked faintly. Her ankles stayed trapped in the metal bar. Her pussy felt recently fucked and still sensitive. Tremors continued to run through her thighs.

The training suite felt smaller around them. Her world had narrowed to his voice, his leash, and the constant reminders of her new place.

Marcus watched her tremble in position. His eyes showed genuine investment now. The calm professional had claimed his pet completely.

She stayed exactly as he left her. Mitted. Collared. Tailed. Leashed. Ankles locked in the spreader bar. Pussy recently fucked by the thick dildo. Trembling with the aftershocks of her surrender.

The next rung waited in the morning. She already felt herself leaning toward it.


Chapter 8: Garden Exposure

Marcus knelt beside her.

He wrapped one hand around the spreader bar. The metal felt cool against his palm. Nina stayed on all fours exactly as he had left her. Her padded mitts pressed into the mat. The fluffy tail hung between her spread knees.

"Time to move you, pet." His voice stayed low and even. He unlocked the cuffs at her ankles one by one. The bar came away. Her thighs trembled as they closed slightly. The relief mixed with new fear in her chest.

He is taking it off. That means something worse is coming. I can still feel the ghost of the metal holding me open. My pussy is still leaking his cum from yesterday. I should feel glad the bar is gone. Instead my stomach tightens.

Marcus clipped the leash to the ring on her collar. He gave it a gentle tug. "Crate."

Nina crawled forward on her mitts. The padded leather made soft thumps on the floor. Her high heels clicked awkwardly with each movement. The tail plug shifted inside her ass. Every step made the fluffy tail sway against her bare thighs.

The crate sat in the corner of the training suite. Metal bars. Thick cushion inside. Marcus opened the door. He pointed. She hesitated for one breath.

Crates are for dogs. Real dogs. I ran a division. People waited for my decisions. Now I crawl into a cage because a man points. My nipples are stiff again. Shame should kill this heat between my legs. It only makes me wetter.

She lowered her head and crawled inside. The mitts made it hard to balance. Her knees bumped the sides. Marcus closed the door. The lock clicked. He crouched so his face was level with hers through the bars.

"Wait here. Think about what you are becoming." He stood and left the room for a moment. Nina stayed on her hands and knees inside the small space. The collar pressed against her throat. The tail plug kept her ass full. Her pussy throbbed with leftover sensitivity.

This cage is too small for a woman. My back touches the top if I lift my head. The mitts stop me from bracing properly. I feel ridiculous. And yet my body remembers the orgasm he gave me yesterday. The way my walls squeezed that thick dildo. The way I screamed for him.

Minutes passed. Her arms began to ache. The high heels dug into her soles. Sweat beaded on her naked back again. She heard his footsteps return. The crate door opened.

"Out, pet." Marcus held the leash. His tailored black shirt looked perfect. His dark pants showed the thick line of his cock. The wet precum spot had dried but the bulge remained. He looked calm. In control. One step ahead.

Nina backed out of the crate. Her mitts hit the floor. The tail swished. She waited on all fours. Her swollen pussy lips felt puffy and exposed. A thin trail of yesterday's cum still clung to her inner thigh.

Marcus attached a second leash to the back of her collar. Redundancy. Always prepared. He gave both leashes a light pull. "We are going outside today. My private garden. You will walk like a proper pet."

Her heart beat faster. Outside? Even if it is private, the sky will see me. The grass will feel my knees. I am naked except for collar, mitts, heels, and this tail in my ass. The woman who used to wear designer suits is gone. She is being erased one piece at a time.

He led her toward the glass doors at the back of the training suite. Sunlight poured through. The garden waited beyond. Tall walls surrounded it. No neighbors. Just trees, grass, and flowers. Still, the openness made her chest tight.

Marcus opened the door. Warm air touched her bare skin. "Crawl."

Nina moved forward. The transition from mat to grass felt strange. The blades tickled her knees. Her mitts sank slightly into the soft earth. The high heels made her ankles wobble. The tail brushed her thighs with every crawl.

Marcus walked beside her. He kept the leashes loose but ready. His shoes made soft sounds on the stone path. "Head up. Back arched. Show me that pretty tail."

She obeyed. Her heavy breasts swayed beneath her. Stiff nipples grazed the cool grass tips. The plug rubbed deep inside her ass. Pleasure sparked low in her belly. This is humiliating. I am thirty feet from the training room and already my pussy is getting wet again. The sun feels too bright on my naked body. He can see every tremble.

They moved deeper into the garden. A stone bench sat under a tree. Flowers lined the path. Marcus stopped her near a clear patch of grass. He tied the leashes to a metal ring set into the ground. She could move in a small circle but not escape.

"Stay." He walked around her slowly. His eyes catalogued everything. The way her mitts looked buried in grass. The way the tail curled. The way her pussy glistened in the daylight.

Nina's face burned. He is studying me like livestock. I used to close million-dollar deals with a single meeting. Now I am mitted and tailed and displayed in a garden. My thighs shake. Not from fear. From need. The betrayal starts in my core and spreads.

Marcus crouched in front of her. He lifted her chin with two fingers. His touch stayed gentle but firm. "You need to piss, pet. Dogs do it outside. On the grass. In front of their owner."

Her stomach dropped. No. Not that. I cannot. I am not an animal. The pressure has been building since he locked me in the crate but I will not do this. My bladder aches. My pride aches more. Yet my pussy clenches at his words.

"I... I can't," she whispered. The collar made her voice small.

"You can. And you will." He stood again. Calm. Unhurried. "Spread your knees wider. Lift your ass. Let it go. I am watching."

Nina trembled. She shifted her mitts. The grass felt cool under her palms. Her knees moved apart. The position exposed her completely. The tail hung down between her legs. Her bladder throbbed.

This is the final line. Once I piss on the grass like a dog, something inside me breaks forever. The independent wife dies here in this garden. My body is already preparing. Heat pools low. Shame makes my nipples harder. I hate how my hips tilt up on their own.

A small trickle started. Then more. The warm stream hit the grass beneath her. It splashed softly. The sound felt obscene in the quiet garden. Nina whimpered. Her face flamed hot. The wetness continued. Her bladder emptied completely. The grass darkened under her.

Marcus watched without speaking. His eyes stayed on her face, then her pussy, then the puddle forming. His cock strained harder against his pants. The wet spot returned. He breathed deeper but his voice stayed level.

"Good girl. That is what good pets do."

The praise hit her like warm honey. Nina finished. A few last drops fell. The smell of her urine mixed with the flowers and grass. Tears pricked her eyes. I did it. I pissed in front of him like a real dog. My resistance is not crumbling anymore. It is washing away with that stream. And the worst part is the relief I feel. Not just in my bladder. Deeper.

Marcus stepped closer. He used a soft cloth from his pocket to wipe her pussy gently. The touch made her gasp. His fingers lingered. He stroked her swollen lips once. Twice. Her wetness coated his skin. Different wetness now.

"You performed well." He unclipped the extra leash. "Now you get your reward. On the grass. Right here."

He guided her forward a few feet. Fresh grass. No puddle. He positioned her exactly how he wanted. Mitts planted. Knees spread. Ass raised so the tail stood high. Her cheek nearly touched the grass. The sun warmed her bare back.

Marcus knelt behind her. His clothes brushed her skin. He did not undress. He simply reached between her legs with two fingers and parted her pussy lips. The cool air met her hot flesh.

Nina moaned. His fingers feel sure. Possessive. I am leaking again. The tail plug makes every touch feel fuller. My mind screams that this is too degrading. My body begs for more. The powerful woman I was would never crawl in a garden. The pet I am becoming needs his touch.

He slid one finger inside her. Then two. Slow. Deep. The grass blades tickled her nipples as she rocked. Marcus curled his fingers. He found that spot inside her that made her see sparks. His thumb found her clit and circled it steadily.

"Feel everything, pet. The grass. The sun. My hand owning your pussy." His voice never rose above a murmur.

Pleasure built fast. Her walls clenched around his fingers. Wet sounds mixed with the breeze in the leaves. Her mitted paws dug into the earth. No grip. Just padded leather pressing down uselessly.

He is going to let me cum this time. I can feel it. The denial from before makes this edge sharper. My thighs tremble. My ass squeezes the tail plug. Every crawl through this garden stripped another layer of my pride. Now I am going to cum on the grass like the animal he is training me to be.

Marcus added a third finger. The stretch burned sweetly. He thrust faster but still controlled. His other hand held the leash tight, keeping her head lowered. Her breasts swayed. Nipples dragged through the grass with each rock of her body.

The orgasm rushed toward her. Her breathing turned ragged. Small gasps escaped her throat. Her pussy fluttered wildly around his fingers. The contractions started deep in her core.

"Cum for me," he said calmly. "Cum on the grass like my trained pet."

It hit her hard.

Nina cried out. Her pussy clamped down on his fingers in strong pulses. Waves of pleasure ripped through her belly. Fresh cum gushed out around his hand and soaked the grass beneath her. The orgasm seemed to last forever. Her thighs shook violently. Her arms gave out slightly. Mitts slid in the damp earth.

She moaned loud enough for the garden walls to echo it back. Her vision blurred. The tail plug felt huge as her ass clenched in rhythm with her pussy. More cum squirted with each contraction. The grass grew wet and slippery under her.

It is too strong. I am breaking apart in his garden. My body jerks like a real animal. The mitts keep me from touching anything. The collar holds my throat. I am cumming so hard I cannot think. The old Nina is gone. Only his pet remains. And she loves this.

Marcus kept his fingers inside her through every spasm. He drew the orgasm out. Slow circles on her clit. Gentle thrusts. Her pussy continued to milk his fingers. Small aftershocks made her whimper and twitch.

When it finally eased, he pulled his hand free. A thick string of her cum connected his fingers to her pussy for a moment before breaking. Nina panted on the grass. Her body trembled all over. Sweat covered her despite the breeze. Tears of release mixed with grass stains on her cheeks.

Marcus wiped his hand on her thigh. His cock looked painfully hard in his pants. The wet spot had spread noticeably. His breathing came heavier now. His own arousal showed in the flush on his neck.

He reached into his pocket. Two small metal nipple clamps glinted in the sunlight. Rubber tips. Adjustable screws. He leaned over her. His shadow covered her back.

"These come next, pet. To remind you even when we go back inside."

Nina could barely lift her head. The orgasm had left her boneless. Yet she felt her nipples tighten at the sight of the clamps. More. He always has more. My breasts feel heavy against the grass. My resistance is not just gone. It has been replaced by this craving for whatever he does next. I hate how much I need his ownership.

Marcus took her left nipple first. He pinched it gently, then harder. The clamp closed around the stiff peak. Sharp pressure bloomed into steady ache. She gasped. He did the same to her right nipple. Both clamps hung from her breasts. The chain between them brushed the grass.

The pain mixed with the afterglow of her orgasm. Her pussy gave one last weak twitch. Fresh wetness slid down her thigh.

Marcus stroked her hair. His touch stayed tender. Possessive. "You are my trained pet now. Completely."

Nina stayed on the grass. Mitted hands sinking into the earth. Tail high behind her. Collar locked around her throat. Leash in his hand. Nipple clamps swinging from her breasts with every breath. The sun warmed her naked body. Her pussy still dripped slowly onto the lawn. The puddle from her earlier release cooled nearby.

Her mind felt quiet. The furious wife who had entered this training felt like someone else. Distant. The pet identity filled her chest instead. Warm. Accepted. Craved.

Marcus stood. He gathered the leashes. "We will walk back now. Slowly. I want you to feel every step with those clamps on."

She crawled forward when he tugged. The nipple clamps tugged with each movement. Sharp little bites that kept her arousal humming. The grass gave way to the stone path. Her mitts made soft sounds. The tail swished. Her high heels clicked unevenly.

Each crawl takes me further from who I was. The clamps hurt in the best way. My pussy is still sensitive from cumming so hard. He watched me piss. He made me cum on the lawn. And I loved both. My surrender is no longer forced. It feels like coming home.

Marcus walked beside her. His steps stayed measured. His cock still strained against his pants. The possessive warmth in his eyes had deepened. The trainer had become the owner. Fully invested now.

They reached the glass doors. He paused before opening them. His hand rested on her head. "Tomorrow we go deeper into the contract. But today you did well, pet."

Nina pressed her mitted paw against his shoe in answer. The lock on her mitt clicked softly. Her nipples throbbed in the clamps. Her ass stayed full with the tail. The garden had changed her. The exposure had stripped the last visible pieces of resistance.

She waited for his next command. Leashed. Clamped. Owned. Ready for whatever came inside.

The training was no longer just thirty days. It had become her new life.

And she was starting to want it to last.

Marcus gave the leash a soft tug. "Inside now. The real work begins tomorrow."

She crawled forward without hesitation. The clamps swayed. Her pussy clenched with fresh heat. The pet had won.


Chapter 9: Voluntary Crawl

The glass door sealed behind them with a soft click.

Nina's padded mitts met the smooth training mat. The shift from damp grass to firm floor sent a jolt through her arms. Her knees ached from the garden crawl. The fluffy black tail swayed heavily between her thighs. Every movement tugged the thick plug deeper into her ass.

Marcus stood beside her. He held both leashes in one steady hand. His tailored black shirt remained crisp. The dark pants strained over his hard cock. The wet precum spot had grown larger during their time outside. He looked down at her without hurry.

Her body still trembled from the orgasm on the lawn. Fresh cum leaked from her swollen pussy and traced lines down her inner thighs. The metal nipple clamps bit steadily into her sensitive peaks. The connecting chain dangled and pulled with each breath. Grass stains marked her cheeks and knees.

I should feel broken after what he made me do. I pissed on the grass like a dog while he watched. I came so hard I soaked the earth. The independent woman who once commanded boardrooms is fading. Yet warmth fills my chest instead of rage. I crave his next word of praise more than air.

Marcus gave the front leash a gentle tug. "Stand easy in position, pet. Let the clamps remind you."

Nina adjusted her posture on all fours. Her high heels dug into the mat. The thick paw mitts made her hands useless. No fingers to clench. Only soft padded leather that pressed into the floor. Her pussy throbbed openly. The tail plug stretched her with every shift.

She stared at his shoes. The shine of the leather drew her eyes. Something stirred inside her. Not fear. Not resistance. A deep need to show him she was choosing this. Her old self screamed faintly in the distance. The new pet pushed forward.

He did not command me to move closer. I could stay here and wait like a good girl. But my body wants to prove it. I want to crawl to him because I need his voice to say I am his. The shame of that truth should burn me. Instead it makes my pussy wetter.

Marcus turned slightly to place one leash on the table. His back remained straight. Calm as always. One step ahead.

Nina did not wait for an order. She crawled forward on her own. The mitts thumped softly against the mat. Her high heels clicked with each awkward push. The nipple clamps swung and tugged sharply at her breasts. The chain pulled her nipples into tighter throbs. She kept her head low. Her eyes fixed on his feet.

She reached him and pressed her mitted paw against the side of his shoe. The leather felt cool under the padding. She nuzzled her cheek against his pant leg. The motion made the tail swish behind her. A voluntary offering. No leash pull. No spoken command.

Marcus stilled. His fingers tightened on the remaining leash. Then they relaxed. "Look at you, Nina." His voice stayed low and even. "Crawling to me without being told. Seeking my praise like the pet you were meant to be."

The words sank into her like warm oil. Her pussy clenched hard. Fresh wetness dripped onto the mat beneath her. There it is. That tone. It should not melt me. I used to make men wait for my approval. Now I press my face to his shoe for a scrap of good girl. My resistance is not fighting anymore. It is dissolving into this need to please him.

He reached down and stroked her hair with slow fingers. The touch felt possessive. Genuine. "Good pet. This is progress. Real progress."

Her heart raced. The praise made her nipples ache harder against the clamps. She wagged her tail once. The fluffy fur brushed her stained thighs. The plug shifted inside her stretched ass and sent sparks up her spine.

Marcus stepped back one pace. He studied her. His eyes traced the grass on her skin, the cum on her thighs, the clamps on her breasts. His cock twitched visibly in his pants. The wet spot darkened further. His breathing stayed controlled but deeper now.

"Stay exactly there." He walked to the cabinet with measured steps. He returned with a length of soft black rope. Thick but smooth. Strong enough to hold without cutting. He crouched beside her and ran one hand down her back. "You have earned a reward, pet. I will bind you. Then I will fuck you properly with my cock. You will keep every piece of your gear on."

Nina whimpered. The words sent heat flooding through her core. He is going to tie me up while I wear the mitts and tail and clamps. My body will be completely his. No escape. No hiding. The woman who once controlled every meeting now begs silently for this. My mind whispers that I should fight. But my pussy is dripping at the thought of his cock stretching me.

He started with her arms. The padded mitts made it easy to loop the rope around them. He bound her wrists together behind her back. The rope crossed her upper arms and pulled her shoulders back. Her heavy breasts pushed forward. The nipple clamps stood out prominently. The chain tightened with the new position.

She tested the bonds. The mitts offered no grip. The rope held firm but comfortable. It forced her chest out. Her nipples throbbed in steady rhythm with her heartbeat.

Marcus moved to her legs next. He ran his hands along her thighs. His touch stayed precise. Unhurried. He tied rope from each ankle to her upper thighs. The high heels stayed strapped on. The position bent her legs and kept her knees spread wide. Her pussy and plugged ass remained completely exposed.

He added one more rope. This one ran from her collar down her spine to the bindings at her wrists. It arched her back beautifully. She could not straighten. She could not close her legs. The tail hung free between her spread thighs. The fluffy end brushed the mat.

Nina panted softly. The ropes held her in a perfect exposed kneel. Her pussy lips glistened openly. Cum from the garden still coated her folds. The clamps made her breasts feel heavy and sensitive. I am tied like a fuck toy. My arms cannot move. My legs stay open for him. The tail plug feels bigger in this position. I should hate how helpless I look. Instead I feel my walls fluttering with anticipation. The pet has taken over completely.

Marcus stood in front of her. He unzipped his pants slowly. His thick cock sprang free. It looked heavy and veined. The head glistened with precum. He stroked himself once with a calm hand. His eyes never left her face.

"You will take every inch, pet. And you will cum when I allow it. Multiple times."

He moved behind her bound form. His shoes clicked once on the mat. One strong hand gripped her hip. The other guided his cock to her soaked entrance. He rubbed the thick head up and down her slit. The heat of him made her moan.

The first push stretched her wide. His cock sank in slowly at first. Inch by inch. Her pussy gripped him tightly. The tail plug in her ass made the fit even tighter. She gasped as he filled her completely.

He is so big. Thicker than the dildo from yesterday. My walls stretch around his cock. The ropes keep me from moving away. The clamps pull on my nipples with every breath. I feel owned. Truly owned. My old life feels like a distant memory. This is what I need now.

Marcus thrust forward until his hips met her ass. The tail brushed his stomach. He held still for a moment. Letting her feel every inch. His hand stroked her bound back. Calm. In control.

Then he began to fuck her hard.

His hips snapped forward with powerful strokes. The sound of skin meeting skin filled the training suite. Her pussy made wet, obscene noises around his cock. Each thrust pushed her forward slightly. The ropes held her in place. The nipple clamps bounced and tugged sharply.

Nina cried out. Pleasure exploded through her core. "Please..."

He did not speed up recklessly. He kept the rhythm deep and steady. Precise. One hand held her hip. The other reached around to tug the chain between her clamps. The sharp pull sent lightning through her breasts.

Her first orgasm built fast. The ropes, the tail, the clamps, his cock. Everything combined into overwhelming sensation. Her thighs shook against the bindings. Her pussy fluttered wildly around him.

"Cum for me, pet." His voice remained low. Steady. "Show me how much you need this."

It crashed over her.

Nina screamed. Her pussy contracted hard around his thrusting cock. Strong waves rippled through her belly. Her walls squeezed him in rapid pulses. Fresh cum gushed out around his shaft and ran down her thighs. The orgasm made her entire body jerk within the ropes.

The tail plug felt massive as her ass clenched in time with her pussy. Her vision blurred. Small sounds escaped her throat with each contraction. The ropes dug into her skin in the best way. She felt completely used. Completely his.

Marcus kept fucking her through it. He drew the orgasm out with deep strokes. His breathing grew heavier. His cock throbbed inside her. The wet sounds grew louder.

Another one is coming already. I cannot stop it. My body belongs to him now. The woman who argued with her husband is gone. This pet version cums on command and loves it. The shame only makes me wetter.

He reached down and tugged the tail plug slightly. Not removing it. Just moving it inside her while he fucked her pussy. The double sensation pushed her over again.

The second orgasm hit even harder.

Nina's moan turned into a long wail. Her pussy spasmed violently around his cock. More cum squirted out with each pulse. Her bound body shook. The mitts flexed uselessly behind her. The high heels scraped the mat. Tears of overwhelming pleasure ran down her grass-stained cheeks.

Marcus groaned softly for the first time. His control remained but his own arousal showed. His cock swelled thicker inside her. Precum mixed with her juices.

He slowed for a moment. He pulled almost all the way out. Then slammed back in hard. The force made her breasts bounce. The clamps bit deeper. The chain pulled tight.

"Again," he commanded calmly. "One more for me."

She did not think she could. But her body obeyed him.

The third orgasm built from the base of her spine. It rolled through her like a wave. Her pussy clenched so hard it almost pushed him out. Then it sucked him deeper. Contractions rippled endlessly. Cum flooded around his cock and soaked his balls.

Nina collapsed forward as much as the ropes allowed. Her forehead touched the mat. Her ass stayed raised by the bindings. She panted heavily. Aftershocks made her twitch around him.

Marcus thrust a few more times. Deep. Possessive. Then he pulled out. His cock glistened with her cum. He stroked himself twice and came across her bound back. Thick ropes of his cum landed on her skin. Warm. Marking her.

He breathed harder now. His chest rose and fell visibly. But his hands stayed gentle as he checked her ropes. His cock softened slowly. The wet spot on his pants had spread from earlier.

Nina stayed tied in the exposed position. Her pussy continued to twitch and leak. The tail hung between her spread thighs. The clamps throbbed on her sore nipples. Her body felt thoroughly used. Satisfied. Owned.

She had crawled to him voluntarily. She had broken completely in that moment. The praise had pulled the last resistance from her.

Marcus crouched in front of her. He lifted her chin with two fingers. His eyes held deep possession now. Not just trainer. Owner.

"You chose this, pet. That makes it real."

She whimpered softly. The words wrapped around her heart. He is right. I crawled to him. I wanted the ropes. I wanted his cock. My surrender is no longer something he forces. It is something I offer. The high-status wife is gone. Only his trained pet remains.

He began to loosen the ropes with careful hands. Not all at once. He left her bound just enough to keep her in place. Her body stayed displayed. Mitts still locked. Tail still deep. Clamps still biting. Collar still locked around her throat.

Nina collapsed at his feet as much as the remaining bonds allowed. Her cheek pressed to the mat near his shoe. Her breathing slowed gradually. Cum dried on her back. Her pussy felt raw and satisfied. The tremors in her thighs continued.

The training suite felt smaller now. Her world had narrowed to his calm presence and the constant feel of her gear.

Marcus stroked her hair again. His voice stayed soft but firm. "Rest here a moment. Tomorrow the contract deepens. You will wear your tail in public spaces next."

She shivered at the promise. Her internal voice had gone quiet. Warm acceptance filled the space where defiance once lived. The voluntary crawl had changed everything.

Her eyes drifted closed. Bound. Geared. Thoroughly fucked. Collapsed at the feet of the man who now owned her completely.

The next phase waited. And for the first time, she looked forward to it.


Chapter 10: The Perfect Pet

Marcus adjusted the rope at her collar.

His fingers moved with the same calm precision he had used since the first day. Nina stayed collapsed on the training mat. The partial bonds kept her knees spread and her back arched. Dried cum pulled tight on her skin with every shallow breath.

"You crawled to me yesterday," he said. His voice stayed low. "Today you will beg me to keep you."

Nina's heart slammed against her ribs. The fluffy tail rested heavy between her spread thighs. The metal clamps sent steady throbs through her nipples. Her pussy still leaked his earlier cum down her legs in slow, sticky trails.

He is not asking. He never asks. I used to walk into rooms and own them with one look. Now I lie at his feet in mitts and a tail and feel my body heat up at the thought of begging. The old Nina would spit venom. This one wants to melt into his words.

Marcus crouched lower. He checked the knots at her wrists. The padded mitts made her hands useless lumps of leather. He ran one palm down her sweat-slick back and stopped at the curve of her ass. His touch stayed gentle but certain.

"Every piece of gear stays on," he told her. "The collar. The mitts. The tail deep in your ass. The clamps on those pretty nipples. You will wear all of it while I fuck you."

Her breath hitched. Fresh wetness gathered between her swollen folds. The rope from her collar to her wrists kept her chest pushed forward. Her heavy breasts ached under the steady bite of the chain.

I should feel panic. Instead my pussy clenches around nothing. I can still taste the grass from the garden on my tongue. I can still feel how hard I came while he watched me piss like an animal. That woman is gone. Only this need remains.

Marcus stood just long enough to shed his shirt. The tailored fabric slid away to reveal the hard lines of his chest. His dark pants stayed on but the zipper remained open. His thick cock jutted out, already leaking at the tip. The sight made her mouth water.

He lowered himself behind her bound body. One strong hand gripped her hip. The other wrapped the leash around his fist. The metal chain from the nipple clamps swung as he positioned her exactly where he wanted.

"Feel this," he said. He rubbed the head of his cock along her slick pussy lips. "This is ownership, Nina. Not thirty days. Not a contract. Permanent."

She whimpered. The rope held her perfectly still. Her knees stayed spread wide by the bindings on her ankles. The tail plug shifted when she tried to push back against him.

Permanent. The word should terrify me. I had a husband. A career. People respected my name. Now the only name that matters is the one he calls me. Pet. His pet. My mind keeps repeating it like a prayer.

Marcus pushed forward. His cock stretched her open in one slow, relentless slide. The tail plug in her ass made her feel impossibly full. She gasped as he sank to the hilt. His balls pressed against her wet skin.

He stayed there. Deep. Unmoving. Letting her adjust. His hand stroked along the rope that arched her back. "Breathe, pet. Let me feel how much you need this."

Her walls fluttered around his thickness. The clamps tugged with every inhale. Grass stains still marked her cheeks where they pressed to the mat. She felt completely displayed. Completely used.

His cock is so thick. It presses against the plug through my thin walls. I can feel every vein. Every pulse. The independent wife who argued with her husband would never beg for this. But that woman is fading. The pet is taking deeper root with every second he stays inside me.

Marcus began to move. His thrusts stayed measured at first. Deep strokes that dragged across every sensitive spot. The leash in his fist kept her head slightly lifted. The rope kept her arms pinned behind her. She could only take what he gave.

Wet sounds filled the training suite. Her pussy made soft, obscene noises around his cock. Each thrust pushed fresh cum from earlier out of her and down her thighs.

He reached under her and tugged the chain between the nipple clamps. Sharp pleasure-pain shot through her breasts. Nina moaned loud. Her body jerked within the ropes.

"Cum when you need to," he said calmly. "But you will beg between each one. Beg to stay mine."

The first orgasm built fast. It started low in her belly and spread like fire. Her thighs trembled against the ropes. The tail plug felt bigger with every clench of her ass.

He is going to break me open again. I can feel it coming. My pussy is gripping him so tight. The mitts keep me from touching anything. The collar holds my throat like his hand. I am nothing but holes and need and the sound of my own moans.

"Please," she gasped. "Please let me stay your pet. I don't want to be anything else."

Marcus thrust harder. His hips slapped against her ass. The fluffy tail bounced between them. He kept one hand on the clamp chain and the other on her leash. Control in every movement.

The orgasm crashed over her.

Nina cried out. Her pussy contracted in strong, rhythmic pulses. Waves of pleasure ripped through her core. Hot cum gushed around his cock and soaked his balls. Her whole body shook inside the ropes. The clamps bit harder as her breasts bounced.

She kept cumming. Long, rolling spasms that made her vision blur. The tail plug felt like it was stretching her even more as her ass clenched in time with her pussy. Small sobs of relief mixed with her moans.

Marcus did not stop. He fucked her through every contraction. His breathing grew rough but his voice stayed steady. "Good pet. That is one. Now beg for the next."

Her mind floated. The training suite felt distant. All that existed was his cock filling her, the rope holding her open, and the steady ache in her nipples.

I used to control boardrooms. Now I am bound on a mat with a tail in my ass and his cum drying on my back. And I have never felt more like myself. The surrender is warm. It wraps around me like his hands. I never want it to end.

"Again," she whispered. "Please fuck me again. Keep me forever. I am your trained pet. Only yours."

Marcus groaned softly. The sound sent fresh heat through her. His cock swelled thicker inside her. He reached down and wiggled the base of the tail plug. The added sensation made her eyes roll back.

He fucked her faster now. Still controlled. Still precise. Each stroke hit deep. The leash tugged her collar just enough to remind her who held it. The mitts flexed uselessly behind her. She could only feel.

The second orgasm hit without warning.

Nina screamed his name. Her pussy spasmed violently around his thrusting cock. Fresh cum squirted out in hot pulses. It ran down her thighs and pooled on the mat. Her nipples throbbed in time with the contractions. The chain pulled tight as her body jerked.

Tears slipped from her eyes. Not from pain. From the overwhelming release. Her thighs shook so hard the ropes creaked. The high heels dug into her soles as her feet flexed.

Marcus kept moving. His own control started to fray at the edges. His breaths came heavier. Sweat glistened on his chest. He looked down at her bound form with raw possession in his eyes.

"You are mine now," he said. The words came out rough but certain. "Not for thirty days. Not for your husband. Permanently. I am keeping you as my pet."

Those words pushed her over a third time.

The orgasm rolled through her like a storm. Her pussy clamped down so hard she almost pushed him out. Then it sucked him deeper. Contractions rippled endlessly. She moaned long and low. The sound echoed off the walls of the training suite.

Marcus thrust deep one final time. His cock pulsed inside her. Hot cum flooded her pussy in thick ropes. He groaned above her. His hips jerked with each spurt. The sound of his pleasure mixed with hers.

They stayed locked together. His cum mixed with hers and leaked out around his cock. Her body continued to twitch with aftershocks. The ropes held her exactly where he wanted her. Displayed. Owned. Perfect.

He came inside me. He declared me permanent. My old life feels like a story someone else told. This is real. The collar around my throat. The mitts on my hands. The tail that marks me as his animal. I want to wear them every day. I want to crawl to him every morning and beg for his praise.

Marcus stayed buried inside her for long moments. His hand stroked her hair. Gentle now. His breathing slowly returned to normal. When he finally pulled out, a rush of their mixed cum spilled down her thighs.

He loosened the ropes with careful fingers. Not all of them. He left her wrists bound behind her back and her knees still tied to her thighs. The position kept her open and displayed. The tail stayed deep. The clamps stayed on. The collar stayed locked.

Nina collapsed fully at his feet. Her cheek pressed to the mat near his shoe. Her body felt boneless. Satisfied. Thoroughly used. She nuzzled against his pant leg without being told.

Marcus reached for the second leash on the table. He clipped it to her collar beside the first. Two leashes. Two reminders. He gave them both a soft tug.

"Come, pet. Your new home for the night."

He helped her crawl toward the crate in the corner. The door stood open now. Thick cushion inside. Big enough for her to curl up but small enough to feel contained. The high heels made her movements awkward. The tail swished with each shift of her hips.

This crate is where I belong. Not in a mansion with servants. Not at the head of a table. Here. On a cushion. Leashed and geared and filled. My pussy is still fluttering from his cum. My nipples ache in the most perfect way. I feel content in a way I never knew existed.

Marcus guided her inside. She turned in a small circle on her knees before settling on the cushion. He arranged her carefully. Curled on her side. Bound wrists behind her. Knees drawn up. The fluffy tail draped over her thigh. The nipple chain rested between her breasts.

He crouched at the open door. His hand cupped her cheek. His thumb brushed away a tear track mixed with grass stain. "You are my perfect pet now. Permanently collared. Mitted. Tailed. You will sleep here tonight and wake up owned."

Nina looked up at him. Her eyes shone with surrender. "Thank you," she whispered. "I want to be yours. Always."

He smiled. The expression was small but real. The trainer had become the owner completely. He clipped both leashes to a ring inside the crate. The metal gave soft clicks.

The crate door stayed open. An invitation instead of a prison. She could see him from where she lay. He sat on the edge of the table and watched her. His eyes traced every piece of gear on her body.

Nina curled tighter. The cushion felt soft under her naked skin. The collar pressed warm against her throat. The mitts kept her hands useless and padded. The tail plug kept her constantly reminded of her place. The clamps sent little sparks every time she breathed.

Her pussy throbbed with the memory of his cock. His cum still leaked slowly from her. The mess marked her as his. She felt no shame anymore. Only deep, warm acceptance.

This is what I was fighting against. Not him. Myself. The need to let go. To be reduced. To be kept. My husband will get his results. But they will not be what he expects. I am not returning home. I am already home.

Marcus stood. He walked to the crate and crouched again. He slipped a small treat between her lips. She took it gently from his fingers. The taste was sweet. The praise in his eyes was sweeter.

"Sleep, pet. Tomorrow we begin the rest of your life. The tail in public. The permanent rules. Everything."

She nodded. Her eyes grew heavy. The ropes held her in a comfortable curl. The gear felt like a second skin now. She watched him through the open door as he dimmed the lights.

The training suite grew quiet. Only the soft sound of her breathing and the occasional crinkle of the leather mitts filled the space. Nina felt her body relax completely for the first time in years.

She was no longer the high-status wife. She was no longer defiant. She was his trained pet. Collared. Bound. Filled. Content.

And she had never been happier.

Marcus sat in the chair across from the crate. He watched her drift toward sleep. His eyes held deep possession. The man who had started as a clinical trainer now looked at her like something precious he would never release.

The contract on the table no longer mattered. A new one would be written. Permanent. Binding. Exactly like the ropes that still held her.

Nina's eyes closed. A small smile touched her lips. The last thought before sleep took her was simple and true.

I am his perfect pet.

Marcus stood and walked to the crate one final time. He leaned down and pressed a kiss to her hair. His voice was barely above a whisper.

"Welcome home, pet. This is only the beginning."

The open crate held her safely. The leashes kept her close. Every piece of gear marked her as owned. She curled deeper into the cushion with a soft sigh of complete surrender.

Tomorrow would bring new commands. New exposures. New depths of training.

Tonight she slept as his. Permanently. Willingly. Perfectly.

And the woman she used to be finally stayed silent. The pet had won.

Still craving more? 

This story is just one piece of a much darker collection. 

Helpless and Claimed brings together my 10 bestselling ABDL stories — each one built around discipline, dependency, and total control. 

If this book made you feel exposed, needy, or undone…
this bundle was made for you. 

Continue here on Amazon Buy it here 
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The Whisper Beyond the Page

Some stories are meant to be read. Others are meant to be heard.

Welcome to the world of Polly Bane—where submission is beautiful, control is intimate, and fantasy is never filtered. My voice carries the same stories you’ve just lived through: voice-led storytelling, whispered confessions, and dark invitations that blur the line between pleasure and surrender.

From adult regression to power exchange, from bottles and blushes to straps and surrender, I take you into the raw space where kink and love collide. Whether you ache for dominant Mommies, obedient toys, or the trembling thrill of being taken apart and rebuilt, you’ll find yourself at home when you listen.

This channel is not for the surface. It’s for those who crave more—for those who dream of diapers, discipline, and deep devotion whispered in their ears. I write it. I whisper it. I live it.

Strip away shame. Embrace desire. And if the page wasn’t enough, follow me into the sound.

Listen here → https://www.youtube.com/@pollybane


Disclaimer 

This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters, businesses, places, events, locales, and incidents are either the products of the author’s imagination or used in a fictitious manner. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental. 

Age Declaration 

All characters depicted in this work are fictional and are intended to be and are represented as being over the age of 24. No reference to any real person is intended or should be inferred. 

Image Disclaimer 

All images contained in this book are artificial intelligence (AI) generated or are artistically created and are entirely fictitious. Any resemblance to real persons, living or dead, or actual places is purely coincidental and unintentional. 

Copyright 

© 2026 Polly Bane All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the publisher, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other noncommercial uses permitted by copyright law.
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