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      Celeste Richards worked the tension wrench, her knuckles white. The pin tumbler lock on the back door of the sprawling suburban mansion was putting up a fight. Sweat trickled down her spine, making the thin fabric of her black hoodie cling to her skin. It was past three in the morning, and the only light came from a sliver of moon peeking through the clouds.

      “Come on, you son of a bitch,” she muttered under her breath. “Just open.”

      A month of casing this place had led her here. The owner, Garrett Horton, was some tech mogul who’d made a fortune selling apps to people who didn’t need them. According to the whispers at the dive bar where she worked, he kept a safe in his study loaded with rare coins and cash. Cash was what Celeste needed. Desperately. The eviction notice taped to her apartment door was a constant, gnawing reminder of her failure.

      She’d watched Horton’s routine like a hawk. Every Thursday night, he’d leave for a weekend retreat in the mountains. He’d be gone until Monday morning. Tonight was Thursday. The house should have been empty.

      With a final, satisfying click, the last tumbler gave way. Celeste let out a shaky breath and eased the door open. The alarm system she’d been warned about was a no-show. Either the rumors were wrong, or Horton was more arrogant than she’d thought. She slipped inside, the scent of lemon polish and old money filling her nostrils.

      The kitchen was a gleaming wasteland of stainless steel and granite. Celeste didn’t spare it a second glance. She moved with practiced silence through the dark house, her sneakers making no sound on the marble floors. The study was down the hall, past a grand staircase that spiraled up into darkness. She found the door slightly ajar and pushed it open.

      Her flashlight beam cut through the gloom, landing on the massive oak desk and the wall of books behind it. And there, tucked into a corner, was the safe. It was older than she’d expected, a heavy-duty model with a combination dial. Her heart hammered against her ribs. This was it. The end of her worries.

      She knelt in front of the safe, pulling her tools from her pocket. Her fingers flew over the dial, her ears straining for the faint clicks of the internal mechanisms. Left to ten, right to twenty-five, left to eight. The numbers came to her easily, a rhythm she’d learned long ago.

      The heavy door swung open with a low groan.

      Celeste aimed her flashlight inside, her breath caught in her throat. Nothing. The safe was completely empty. Not a single coin, not a stack of bills, not even a dusty piece of paper. Just the bare metal interior.

      “What the fuck?” she said, her voice echoing in the quiet room.

      “I’m afraid you’ve been misinformed,” a voice said from the doorway.

      Celeste scrambled to her feet, her heart leaping into her throat. Standing there, silhouetted in the doorway, was Garrett Horton. He wasn’t in the mountains. He was here, in his own home, and he was holding a shotgun. Flanking him was the biggest dog Celeste had ever seen, a monstrous German Shepherd with teeth like daggers.

      “Who… who told you about the coins?” Horton asked, his voice calm, almost curious. “Was it Dave at the bar? He’s always had a big mouth.”

      Celeste’s mind raced. She was trapped. The door was blocked, and the window was too high to climb through. The dog took a step forward, a low growl rumbling in its chest, and Celeste backed up until she hit the safe.

      “I… I don’t know what you’re talking about,” she stammered.

      Horton chuckled, a dry, humorless sound. “Don’t lie to me, little girl. I’ve been watching you for weeks. I saw you hiding in the bushes, taking pictures of my house. I saw you casing the neighborhood. Did you really think I wouldn’t notice?”

      He stepped into the room, and the dog followed, its eyes locked on Celeste. “I have to admit, I’m impressed. You’re good. But you’re not good enough.”

      Celeste’s eyes darted around the room, looking for an escape route. There was none. She was well and truly caught.

      “So, what now?” she asked, trying to keep her voice from shaking. “You call the cops?”

      “I could,” Horton said, tapping the shotgun against his leg. “But that’s so… boring. A break-in, a trial, a few years in prison. It’s all been done before.”

      He circled her slowly, the dog padding silently at his side. “I’m a man who appreciates creativity. And you, my dear, have presented me with a very interesting opportunity.”

      Celeste didn’t like the sound of that. Not one bit.

      “Here’s what’s going to happen,” Horton said, stopping in front of her. “You’re going to do exactly what I say. If you do, maybe I’ll let you walk out of here in the morning. If you don’t…” He let the threat hang in the air, but the dog’s snarl was enough to fill in the blanks.

      “Okay,” Celeste whispered, her throat dry. “I’ll do whatever you want.”

      “Good girl,” Horton said, a slow smile spreading across his face. “Now, take off your clothes.”

      Celeste’s eyes widened. “What? No. I’m not⁠—”

      “Do you want to meet Atlas?” Horton interrupted, gesturing to the dog. “He’s not as friendly as I am.”

      Celeste looked at the dog, at the muscles rippling under its fur, at the sharp, white teeth. She thought about the eviction notice, about the empty cupboards in her kitchen, about the crushing weight of her debt. She thought about prison.

      With trembling hands, she pulled the hoodie over her head, revealing a simple black t-shirt underneath. She could feel Horton’s eyes on her, a cold, predatory gaze that made her skin crawl.

      “Everything,” he commanded.

      She peeled off the t-shirt, then the jeans, leaving her in just a plain cotton bra and panties. The cool air of the room raised goosebumps on her skin. She felt exposed, vulnerable, and more scared than she’d ever been in her life.

      “The rest,” Horton said.

      She reached behind her back and unhooked her bra, letting it fall to the floor. She hated her breasts. They were small, barely more than swellings on her chest, with pale, pink nipples. She’d always been self-conscious about them, and now, under Horton’s scrutinizing gaze, she felt a fresh wave of shame.

      She hooked her thumbs into the waistband of her panties and slid them down her legs. Now she was completely naked, her heart pounding in her chest. She fought the urge to cover herself, knowing it would only anger him.

      Horton circled her again, his eyes roaming over her body like a connoisseur inspecting a piece of meat. “Not bad,” he said, his voice a low murmur. “A little skinny, but you have a nice shape. And your skin is very pale. I like that.”

      He stopped in front of her and reached out, tracing a line from her collarbone to her navel with his finger. Celeste flinched but didn’t pull away.

      “You’re going to be my guest for the weekend,” Horton said. “And we’re going to play a little game. A role-playing game, if you will.”

      Celeste didn’t say anything. She just stood there, naked and trembling, waiting for him to continue.

      “I’m the master of the house,” Horton said, his voice dropping to a low, commanding tone. “And you’re my new pet. My slave. You’ll do what I say, when I say it. You’ll serve me, and you’ll serve Atlas. Do you understand?”

      Celeste’s mind reeled. Serve the dog? What did that mean? But she knew better than to ask questions.

      “Yes,” she whispered.

      “Yes, what?” Horton prompted.

      “Yes, master,” she said, the words tasting like poison.

      “Good,” Horton said, a glint of excitement in his eyes. “Now, get on your knees.”

      Celeste sank to the floor, the cold wood sending a shiver through her naked body. She kept her eyes downcast, focused on the intricate pattern of the rug beneath her.

      “Look at me,” Horton commanded.

      She raised her head, her gaze meeting his. He was handsome, in a cold, cruel way, with dark eyes and a strong jaw. He looked like a man who was used to getting what he wanted.

      “Open your mouth,” he said.

      Celeste’s breath hitched, but she obeyed, parting her lips slightly.

      Horton unzipped his pants, pulling out his cock. It was already hard, a thick, angry-looking thing jutting from a nest of dark curls. He stepped closer, the head of his cock brushing against her lips.

      “Suck it,” he commanded.

      Celeste hesitated for a fraction of a second, then leaned forward, taking him into her mouth. He tasted of salt and skin, and she had to fight back a gag reflex as he pushed deeper, his hand tangling in her hair.

      “That’s it,” he groaned, his hips thrusting forward. “Take it all.”

      Celeste closed her eyes, trying to block out the reality of what was happening. She’d done this before, but it had never been like this. It had never been so… degrading. She was a toy, a thing for his pleasure, and the thought sent a strange, unwanted thrill through her.

      She could feel herself getting wet, her body betraying her mind. She hated him, but she also hated herself for responding this way.

      Horton’s thrusts became more frantic, his grip on her hair tightening. “I’m going to come,” he grunted. “And you’re going to swallow it. All of it.”

      Celeste braced herself, her hands clenched into fists. With a final, guttural groan, he released, his hot, salty cum flooding her mouth. She swallowed instinctively, some of it dribbling down her chin.

      He pulled out, wiping himself on her cheek. “Good girl,” he said, his breathing ragged. “You’re a natural.”

      Celeste remained on her knees, her body trembling, her mind a mess of conflicting emotions. She was disgusted, ashamed, and, to her horror, a little bit aroused.

      Horton tucked himself back into his pants and looked down at her, a thoughtful expression on his face. “You know,” he said, “I think Atlas is feeling a little left out.”

      Celeste’s head snapped up, her eyes wide with horror. “What?”

      “You heard me,” Horton said, a cruel smile playing on his lips. “You’re going to be a good little pet and make him feel welcome, too.”

      He gestured to the dog, who was watching them with an unnerving intelligence. “Go on,” Horton said. “Crawl over to him and show him what a good bitch you can be.”

      Celeste’s stomach churned. This couldn’t be happening. It was a nightmare, a sick, twisted nightmare. But as she looked from Horton’s cold, expectant face to the dog’s intimidating form, she knew she had no choice. With a sob of despair, she lowered herself to her hands and knees and began to crawl toward the German Shepherd.
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      The floor was cold against Celeste’s palms and knees. Each movement forward was a small act of surrender. The German Shepherd, Atlas, stood like a statue in the center of the room, his tail giving a single, sharp wag. His eyes followed her every crawl, a dark, intelligent gaze that seemed to see right through her. He wasn’t just a dog; he was a judge, and she was failing.

      This is it, she thought. This is the bottom. Rock bottom wasn't being evicted or having your car repossessed. Rock bottom was crawling naked across a rich man’s floor to service his pet. Her stomach churned with a sickening mix of fear and a twisted, burning curiosity. She hated herself for it. She hated her body for the traitorous warmth spreading between her legs.

      “Stop right there,” Garrett’s voice commanded from the couch. He’d made himself comfortable, watching the show like it was pay-per-view. “Let him smell you first. Let him get to know his new bitch.”

      Celeste froze, her head bowed. Atlas took a step closer, his nose twitching. He sniffed at her hair, then her neck. His wet nose was cold against her skin, and she shivered. He moved down her body, his snout pressing against her back, then lower, toward her exposed ass. A hot puff of air against her pussy made her gasp.

      “He smells your fear,” Garrett said, a note of amusement in his voice. “But he smells something else, too. Don’t you, boy?”

      Atlas let out a low whine and nudged his head against her thigh. It was almost gentle, a gesture that was more terrifying than any growl. It felt like an acceptance. An invitation.

      “Now, turn around and face him,” Garrett ordered. “On your knees. Hands behind your back.”

      Celeste shuffled around until she was kneeling directly in front of the massive dog. She laced her fingers together behind her back, pushing her small breasts forward. Atlas’s eyes were level with hers. She could see her own reflection in their dark depths—a pale, naked girl, terrified and lost.

      “Good,” Garrett said. “Now, reach under him. Go on. Don’t be shy. You’re going to get to know every part of your new master.”

      Her hands trembled as she brought them around to the dog’s belly. The fur was thick and coarse. She felt the muscles of his abdomen, tense and powerful. Her fingers brushed against the furry sheath that housed his penis. It was warm, and it pulsed with life.

      “Stroke it,” Garrett’s voice was a low growl. “Gently. Wake him up.”

      Celeste closed her eyes, trying to pretend she was somewhere else. Anywhere else. Her fingers wrapped around the soft, furry sheath. She began to move her hand back and forth, the way she’d done for boys in high school, but this was nothing like that. This was alien. Wrong.

      Atlas shifted his weight, letting out a soft huff of air. His back legs began to prance slightly. Celeste felt a change under her fingers. The sheath seemed to swell, and then, the tip of something pink and wet peeked out.

      “That’s it,” Garrett encouraged. “Keep going. Don’t stop.”

      She kept stroking, her movements becoming more confident as the dog’s reaction grew more intense. The red tip emerged further, glistening in the lamplight. It was pointed, unlike a man’s, and it seemed to grow with every pass of her hand. More of it slid out, a deep, angry red, veiny and thick. It was maybe six inches long now, and it wasn’t stopping.

      “Look at it,” Garrett commanded. “Open your eyes and look at what you’re doing.”

      Celeste’s eyes fluttered open. The sight of the dog’s cock, hot and hard in her hand, sent a jolt through her system. It was so raw, so animalistic. A part of her brain screamed in revulsion, but another part, a darker, more primal part, was fascinated. She could feel her own slickness on her inner thighs.

      “Get him ready for your mouth,” Garrett said. “Use both hands. One on the shaft, one on the base. Feel that bulge at the bottom? That’s his knot. You’ll get to know that very well.”

      Celeste obeyed, her left hand gripping the veiny shaft while her right hand massaged the swelling bulb at its base. The knot was growing under her fingers, getting bigger and harder. Atlas began to whine, a high-pitched sound of need. His hips started to thrust, fucking her hands.

      “Yeah, he likes that,” Garrett panted. “He can’t wait to feel that pretty mouth of yours.”

      The thought made Celeste’s stomach clench. She knew what was coming. There was no escaping it.

      “Now, put your mouth on it,” Garrett said, his voice thick with lust. “Suck his cock, you little whore. Show him you’re a good bitch.”

      Celeste hesitated for a split second. It was the last bit of resistance she had. Then, with a sob of defeat, she leaned forward. The pointed tip of the dog’s cock brushed against her lips. It was hot, and it left a wet, sticky trail of pre-cum.

      “Do it,” Garrett snarled.

      She opened her mouth and took the dog’s cock inside. The taste was coppery and wild. It filled her mouth, stretching her lips. Atlas let out a sharp bark and thrust forward, driving deeper. Celeste gagged, her hands flying to his hips to push him back.

      “No you don’t,” Garrett said, his voice sharp. “You take it. All of it. You don’t get to fight.”

      He was off the couch and beside her in an instant. He grabbed her hands and held them behind her back. “You just use your mouth. That’s all you’re good for now.”

      Trapped, with Garrett holding her arms, Celeste could only endure as Atlas began to fuck her face in earnest. His thrusts were fast and brutal, his furry sheath slapping against her chin with every stroke. Drool ran down the dog’s tongue and dripped onto her back. Spit and pre-cum leaked from the corners of her mouth, making a mess of her face.

      She was being used by an animal. The thought was so degrading, so humiliating, that it broke something inside her. The fear didn’t go away, but it was joined by something else. A dark, thrilling heat that spread through her veins. Her body was responding, her nipples hardening into tight points, her clit throbbing with a desperate need for attention.

      She moaned around the dog’s cock, the sound muffled and wet.

      “That’s it,” Garrett groaned, his voice right next to her ear. “I knew you’d love it. I knew you were a dirty little slut who needed to be put in her place.”

      He let go of her arms. “Now, play with yourself. I want to see you touch your pussy while my dog fucks your mouth.”

      Celeste didn’t hesitate this time. Her right hand shot down between her legs, her fingers sliding through her wet folds. She found her clit, hard and swollen, and began to rub it in frantic circles. The pleasure was immediate and intense, washing over her in waves.

      Atlas’s thrusts became more erratic. He was panting heavily, his hot breath gusting against her hair. She could feel his cock swelling even more in her mouth, the knot at the base getting huge.

      “He’s getting close,” Garrett said. “He’s going to feed you his load. And you’re going to swallow every last drop, just like you did for me. Understand?”

      Celeste could only moan in response, her fingers working her pussy faster and faster. She was so close. The combination of the dog’s cock in her mouth, the taste of his pre-cum, the feeling of Garrett’s eyes on her, and her own frantic rubbing was pushing her to the edge.

      With a loud howl, Atlas slammed forward one last time. A hot jet of liquid hit the back of Celeste’s throat. It was thinner than a man’s cum, but there was so much of it. It pumped into her mouth in thick, endless spurts. She swallowed instinctively, her throat working to take it all down.

      The feeling of the dog cum flooding her mouth sent her over the edge. Her orgasm crashed through her, a violent, shuddering wave that left her gasping and trembling. Her pussy clenched around her fingers, and she cried out, the sound lost around the spurting dog cock in her mouth.

      Atlas gave a few final, weak thrusts, then pulled back. His cock slipped from her lips with a wet pop. He stood over her for a moment, panting, then trotted over to a corner and began to lick himself clean.

      Celeste collapsed onto the floor, a boneless, panting mess. Her face was covered in drool and dog cum. Her body hummed with a mixture of satisfaction and shame. She had done it. She had sunk to the lowest possible level. And a part of her had enjoyed it.

      Garrett stood over her, his own cock straining against his silk pajamas. He looked down at her, a triumphant smirk on his face.

      “Look at you,” he said, his voice thick with satisfaction. “A perfect, well-used bitch.”

      He reached down and grabbed a handful of her hair, pulling her head back. “But we’re not done yet. Not by a long shot. You’ve had a taste, but now it’s time for the main course.”

      He looked from her face to the dog, then back again. “Get on your hands and knees,” he commanded. “Face the couch. It’s time for Atlas to claim his new mate properly.”
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      Celeste’s muscles screamed in protest. Every part of her ached—her jaw from being stretched, her knees from the hard floor, her soul from the utter degradation. But Garrett’s voice was a whip crack in the quiet room, and her body obeyed before her mind could protest.

      She pushed herself up, her arms trembling. She turned to face the leather couch, its plush cushions a stark contrast to the cold reality of her situation. She positioned herself on her hands and knees, her head hanging low, her hair a curtain hiding her face. She was an offering. A sacrifice.

      “Spread your knees,” Garrett commanded. “Wider. Let him see what’s his.”

      Celeste shuffled her feet apart, feeling the cool air on her wet, exposed pussy. She was so open, so vulnerable. A fresh wave of shame washed over her, hot and prickly. She could feel Garrett’s eyes on her, and she could hear Atlas panting from his corner. He wasn’t finished with her. Not even close.

      “Atlas,” Garrett called, his voice soft. “Here, boy. Come claim your bitch.”

      The sound of the dog’s nails clicking on the hardwood floor sent a jolt of pure terror through Celeste. He was coming for her. This was really happening. She squeezed her eyes shut, her whole body tensing. She felt his hot breath on her thigh a second before his wet nose nudged her pussy. A long, rough lick sent a shockwave of pleasure-pain through her.

      “Oh God,” she whimpered, her hips bucking involuntarily.

      “He’s just tasting you,” Garrett said, his voice closer now. He was kneeling beside her, watching everything with an intense, hungry gaze. “Getting a sample of the main course.”

      Atlas licked her again, his rough tongue scraping against her sensitive clit. Celeste moaned, her head falling forward. It felt so good, so wrong. Her body was a traitor, responding eagerly to the animal’s attention.

      “Mount her,” Garrett commanded. “Mount your bitch, boy.”

      The weight on her back was immense. Atlas’s front paws landed on her shoulders, his claws digging into her skin. She cried out as they scratched her, leaving thin, burning lines. He was heavy, a solid mass of muscle and fur that pinned her to the floor. His hind legs shuffled between hers, probing, searching.

      “He’s trying to find the right spot,” Garrett explained, his voice a low murmur. “Don’t worry, he’s a natural. He knows what to do.”

      Celeste felt the pointed tip of the dog’s cock brush against her inner thigh. She flinched, her heart pounding against her ribs like a trapped bird. This was it. The point of no return. There was no going back from this.

      Atlas thrust forward, his cock sliding along her wet slit. He missed, humping against her ass and thighs. He let out a frustrated whine, his grip on her shoulders tightening.

      “Easy, boy,” Garrett said, reaching under the dog. “Let me help you.”

      Celeste felt Garrett’s hand wrap around the dog’s hot, slick cock. He guided it, positioning the pointed tip at the entrance to her pussy. Celeste held her breath, her whole body rigid with anticipation.

      “There you go,” Garrett whispered. “Now, take her.”

      Atlas thrust forward with all his strength.

      The penetration was brutal. Celeste screamed as the dog’s thick cock slammed into her, stretching her wide in a single, merciless stroke. He was bigger than she’d imagined, hotter, harder. It felt like he was splitting her in two.

      “Shut up,” Garrett snarled, grabbing a handful of her hair and yanking her head back. “Take it. This is what you’re here for.”

      The pain was blinding, but it was mixed with a dark, thrilling pleasure. She was so full, so completely possessed. Atlas didn’t wait for her to adjust. He began to fuck her with fast, powerful thrusts, his furry hips slapping against her ass. His panting was loud in her ear, his hot breath gusting against her neck.

      “Oh God, oh God, oh God,” Celeste chanted, her knuckles white where she gripped the edge of the couch cushion. Each thrust drove the air from her lungs, sending jolts of electricity through her body. She could feel his knot, the thick bulge at the base of his cock, slamming against her clit with every stroke.

      “Look at you,” Garrett said, his voice thick with lust. “You love it, don’t you? You love being fucked like a bitch in heat. You were made for this.”

      He was right. A part of her, a dark and desperate part she never knew existed, did love it. She loved the raw, animalistic power of it. She loved the feeling of being completely used, of being nothing more than a vessel for this creature’s pleasure.

      Atlas’s thrusts became more erratic, more desperate. He was driving his knot into her, trying to force it inside. The pressure was immense, a painful, stretching sensation that bordered on agony.

      “He’s trying to tie with you,” Garrett explained, his voice a low, excited whisper. “He wants to lock himself inside you, make sure you take every last drop of his cum.”

      The thought was terrifying, but it was also incredibly arousing. Celeste pushed back against the dog, meeting his thrusts, her body begging for more. She wanted to feel it. She wanted to be tied to him, to be completely and utterly claimed.

      With a final, powerful lunge, Atlas’s knot breached her entrance. It popped inside her, a thick, hard bulb of flesh that locked them together. Celeste screamed again, but this time it was a scream of pure, unadulterated pleasure. The feeling of being so full, so completely stretched, was intoxicating.

      Atlas stopped thrusting, his body going rigid. He let out a long, low howl, and Celeste felt the first hot spurt of his cum deep inside her. It was a gushing, torrential flood that filled her completely. It was so much, more than she could have ever imagined. It leaked out around his knot, running down her thighs in thick, sticky streams.

      The feeling of the dog cum pumping into her sent her over the edge. Her orgasm was a violent, convulsive thing that ripped through her body, leaving her shaking and sobbing. Her pussy clenched around the dog’s knot, milking him for every last drop.

      Atlas stood over her, panting heavily, his body trembling. He was locked inside her, a part of her. Celeste collapsed onto her forearms, her body boneless and spent. She could feel his cum still leaking out of her, a warm, wet reminder of what she had become.

      Garrett was still there, watching. He had his cock out, stroking it slowly. His face was a mask of pure, unadulterated lust.

      “You look so beautiful like that,” he said, his voice a low groan. “Tied to my dog, full of his cum. You’re a perfect little bitch.”

      He stood up and walked around to her face. He knelt down in front of her, his hard cock inches from her mouth.

      “Open up,” he commanded. “It’s my turn.”

      Celeste was too exhausted to resist. She opened her mouth, and he slid his cock inside. He tasted of salt and sex, and she sucked him eagerly, her tongue swirling around the head. He began to fuck her face, his thrusts matching the still-pulsing throbs of the dog’s knot inside her.

      She was being fucked from both ends, a human and an animal using her body for their pleasure. The thought was so depraved, so utterly filthy, that it sent another wave of arousal through her. She was a whore. A bitch. A toy. And she was loving it.

      Garrett’s thrusts became faster, more frantic. He was close. With a loud groan, he came, his hot, salty cum flooding her mouth. She swallowed it all, just like he’d taught her, her throat working to take every last drop.

      He pulled out, wiping his cock on her cheek. “Good girl,” he said, his voice ragged. “Such a good girl.”

      He stood up and walked over to the bar, pouring himself a drink. Celeste remained on the floor, still tied to the dog. Atlas had begun to move, trying to pull out, but his knot was still too big.

      “He’ll be stuck like that for a while,” Garrett said, taking a sip of his drink. “Ten, maybe fifteen minutes. Gives us time to talk.”

      Celeste didn’t say anything. She just lay there, a used, cum-filled mess, waiting for the dog to release her. She could feel Garrett’s cum drying on her face, and Atlas’s cum leaking out of her pussy. She was sore, exhausted, and more degraded than she had ever thought possible.

      But she was also alive. More alive than she had ever been. And she knew, with a certainty that terrified her, that this was just the beginning.
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      Time seemed to stretch and warp. Celeste had no idea how long they were locked together. Minutes bled into what felt like hours. The weight of the dog on her back was a constant, heavy pressure. His claws, still dug into her shoulders, were a dull, throbbing ache. But the most intense sensation was the knot.

      It was a thick, unyielding bulb of flesh lodged just inside her pussy, a permanent, invasive presence. Every so often, Atlas would shift, and the knot would tug at her insides, sending a sharp, not entirely unpleasant jolt through her body. She was utterly, completely stuck. A human bitch, tied to her animal lover.

      Garrett moved around the room, the ice in his glass clinking with every step. He was like a shark circling its prey, his gaze predatory and analytical. He’d already had her mouth, and he’d watched his dog claim her most intimate place. But he wasn’t done. She knew he wasn’t done.

      “You know,” he said, his voice casual, as if they were discussing the weather, “most people think dogs are just pets. Loyal companions. But they’re so much more than that. They’re pack animals. They understand hierarchy. Dominance.”

      He stopped behind her, and Celeste flinched, expecting a touch. But he didn’t touch her. He just stood there, letting the silence stretch.

      “Atlas knows who’s in charge in this house,” Garrett continued. “He knows I’m the alpha. But he also knows his place. And right now, he’s learning yours. You’re below him. You’re a receptacle. A hole for his pleasure and for his seed.”

      His words were like stones, each one landing with a sickening thud in the pit of her stomach. But even as her mind recoiled in horror, her body betrayed her. A faint, residual warmth spread through her pelvis. She was still slick, still ready. The thought was disgusting, but it was true.

      “He’s a good boy,” Garrett said, and Celeste heard him pat the dog’s flank. “A quick study. He’s never been with a human female before. I’ve always wondered how he’d take to it. I have to say, I’m impressed. He seems to like you.”

      Celeste squeezed her eyes shut. She didn’t want to hear this. She didn’t want to be a part of this sick experiment. But she was. She was the subject.

      “Are you sore?” Garrett asked, his voice suddenly close to her ear.

      She nodded, unable to speak.

      “Good,” he whispered. “You should be. You should feel this for days. Every time you sit down, every time you walk, you should be reminded of this night. You should remember the feeling of my dog’s cock inside you, his knot locking you to him, his cum filling you up.”

      He moved away again, back to the bar. She heard him pour another drink. The casualness of it all was the most terrifying part. This wasn’t a frenzied act of passion for him. It was a calculated, deliberate event. A performance.

      Finally, she felt a change. The pressure inside her lessened. The knot, which had been a rock-hard mass, was beginning to soften. Atlas whined and shifted his weight, pulling back experimentally.

      “Easy, boy,” Garrett said. “Almost there.”

      With a wet, sucking sound, the knot popped free. A gush of warm, thick liquid poured out of Celeste’s pussy, splattering onto the hardwood floor and her inner thighs. It was a messy, undignified end to the act. The sudden emptiness left her feeling hollow and strangely bereft.

      Atlas gave a full-body shake and trotted over to his plush bed in the corner, collapsing with a contented sigh. He was done with her. He’d had his fill.

      Celeste remained on her hands and knees, a trembling, sticky mess. Her body ached. Her pussy throbbed with a dull, persistent pain. She could feel the dog cum cooling on her skin, a slick, filthy reminder of her degradation. She slowly lowered herself onto the floor, curling into a fetal position. She just wanted to disappear.

      “Don’t get too comfortable,” Garrett’s voice cut through her haze. “We’re not done for the night.”

      Celeste looked up at him. He was standing over her, holding a glass of what looked like whiskey. He had a strange, thoughtful expression on his face.

      “You made quite a mess,” he said, gesturing to the puddle of fluids on the floor. “I’ll have to get the steam cleaner out tomorrow.”

      He set his glass down and walked over to her. He crouched down, his eyes roaming over her naked, used body. He reached out and traced one of the scratches on her back. Celeste flinched at his touch.

      “He marked you,” Garrett said, a note of satisfaction in his voice. “Those scratches will heal, but for a few days, you’ll wear his mark. Everyone will see them and wonder what kind of animal did that to you.”

      He stood up and went to a small table by the door, returning with a damp towel. He tossed it onto the floor beside her.

      “Clean yourself up,” he commanded. “And then come to the bedroom. I want you on the bed. On your back. Knees to your chest.”

      Celeste stared at the towel, then at him. The bedroom. She knew what that meant. He’d taken her mouth. His dog had taken her pussy. Now, he was going to take her ass.

      “I… I can’t,” she whispered, her voice hoarse. “I’m too sore.”

      Garrett’s face hardened. “You can, and you will. Your soreness is irrelevant. Your comfort is irrelevant. The only thing that matters is what I want. And I want to bury my cock in that tight little ass of yours.”

      He turned and walked out of the room, leaving her alone with the towel, the mess, and the terrifying certainty of what was to come.

      Celeste slowly pushed herself into a sitting position. Every muscle screamed in protest. She took the towel and began to wipe the sticky cum from her legs. The towel was rough against her sensitive skin. She could smell the animal scent of Atlas, the musky scent of Garrett, and the coppery scent of her own fear.

      She looked around the room. The study where this all began. The empty safe. It felt like a lifetime ago. The girl who had broken into this house looking for money was gone. In her place was someone else. Someone who had crawled on her hands and knees and sucked a dog’s cock. Someone who had been mounted and fucked and filled with animal cum. Someone who was about to walk into a bedroom and offer up her ass to the man who owned it all.

      She stood up on shaky legs. She was a mess. Her hair was matted with sweat and cum. Her body was covered in scratches and bite marks. She looked like she’d been through a war. And in a way, she had. She had been conquered.

      She took a deep, shuddering breath and walked toward the hallway, toward the bedroom, toward the next stage of her surrender. The night was far from over.
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      The hallway to the master bedroom felt a mile long. Each step was an effort. Celeste’s body was a roadmap of pain and pleasure. Her back stung where Atlas’s claws had raked her skin. Her pussy was a dull, throbbing ache, a constant reminder of the knot that had locked her to the beast. Her jaw was sore from being stretched around two different cocks.

      But beneath the pain, something else was stirring. A dark, restless energy. She was walking toward her own violation, and a part of her was curious. A part of her wanted to see what would happen next. She was a glutton for punishment, a moth drawn to a flame that would surely burn her to ash.

      The master bedroom was just as opulent as the rest of the house. A king-sized bed with a dark wood headboard dominated the room. The sheets were a deep, dark red, the color of blood. Garrett was sitting on the edge of the bed, wearing a silk robe. He’d poured himself another drink. He looked completely relaxed, like a man waiting for a guest to arrive for a casual chat.

      “You took your time,” he said, his voice mild. “I was beginning to think you’d run off.”

      Celeste stopped at the foot of the bed. “I thought about it.”

      A small smile touched Garrett’s lips. “But you didn’t. Do you know why?”

      She shook her head.

      “Because you know where you belong now,” he said. “You tried to be something you’re not. You tried to be a tough girl, a thief. But that’s not who you are. You’re this. You’re a toy. A pet. A bitch in heat waiting to be filled.”

      His words were cruel, but they didn’t hurt anymore. They felt like the truth. She had been fighting her whole life, and for what? To end up broke and desperate. Here, in this twisted world, she had a purpose. It was a depraved, disgusting purpose, but it was a purpose nonetheless.

      “On the bed,” Garrett commanded, his voice losing its casual tone. “On your back. I want to see your face while I fuck your ass.”

      Celeste climbed onto the bed, the cool sheets a shock against her hot skin. She lay on her back, her heart pounding in her chest. She pulled her knees to her chest, exposing herself completely. She was open, vulnerable, and utterly at his mercy.

      Garrett set his glass down and knelt between her legs. He ran his hands up her thighs, his touch possessive. “You’re so beautiful like this,” he murmured. “Broken and willing.”

      He spat on his hand, rubbing the saliva onto his cock. It was already hard, a thick, imposing column of flesh. He positioned the head at her tight, puckered hole.

      “This is going to hurt,” he said, a cruel glint in his eyes. “I want it to hurt.”

      He pushed forward.

      Celeste cried out as the head of his cock breached her ass. It was a sharp, burning pain, like she was being torn in two. He didn’t give her time to adjust. He just kept pushing, sliding deeper and deeper until he was buried to the hilt.

      “Oh God,” she gasped, her hands clutching at the red sheets. “It hurts.”

      “Good,” Garrett grunted, beginning to thrust. “Pain is just pleasure’s ugly sister. You’ll learn to love it.”

      His thrusts were slow at first, deep and deliberate. He pulled almost all the way out, then slammed back in, his balls slapping against her ass. The burning pain began to fade, replaced by a strange, full sensation. It was still intense, almost overwhelming, but it wasn’t just pain anymore.

      He reached down and began to rub her clit with his thumb. The pleasure was immediate, a sharp, electric jolt that shot through her body. The combination of his cock in her ass and his fingers on her clit was intoxicating.

      “See?” he panted, his thrusts becoming faster, more erratic. “Your body knows what it wants. It wants to be used. It wants to be filled in every hole.”

      Celeste moaned, her hips rising to meet his thrusts. He was right. Her body was betraying her again, responding eagerly to the rough, brutal treatment. She could feel another orgasm building, a tight coil of heat in her belly.

      “Look at me,” he commanded.

      She opened her eyes and looked up at him. His face was a mask of pure, unadulterated lust. He was a man completely lost in his own depravity, and she was the object of his obsession.

      “Who do you belong to?” he growled.

      “You,” she gasped. “I belong to you.”

      “And who else?” he asked, his thumb rubbing her clit faster.

      “Atlas,” she moaned, the name feeling strange and natural on her tongue. “I belong to Atlas, too.”

      “Good girl,” he grunted, and with a final, powerful thrust, he came. She could feel his hot cum flooding her ass, a thick, warm wave that pushed her over the edge. Her orgasm crashed through her, a violent, shuddering release that left her breathless and trembling.

      Garrett collapsed on top of her, his body heavy and sweat-slicked. He lay there for a moment, his cock still buried inside her, then he pulled out with a wet groan. He rolled off her and lay on his back, his chest heaving.

      For a moment, the only sound in the room was their ragged breathing. Celeste lay there, her body humming with a mixture of pain and pleasure. She was full of cum, her ass and pussy leaking onto the red sheets. She was a mess. A beautiful, disgusting mess.

      She thought it was over. She thought they were done for the night. But then she heard a familiar sound from the doorway.

      The click of nails on the hardwood floor.

      Celeste lifted her head. Atlas was standing in the doorway, his tail giving a slow, deliberate wag. He was watching them, his dark eyes filled with a knowing intelligence.

      Garrett saw him too, and a slow, lazy smile spread across his face. “Looks like someone wants another turn,” he said, his voice a low murmur. “Are you up for it, my little bitch? Can you take another load?”

      Celeste looked from the dog to the man and back again. A strange sense of calm washed over her. This was her life now. This was her purpose. She was a toy for them, a receptacle for their lust. And she was going to embrace it.

      She rolled over onto her hands and knees, presenting herself to the dog. “I’m ready,” she said, her voice clear and steady.

      Atlas trotted over to the bed and mounted her without hesitation. His weight was familiar now, a comforting pressure. His claws dug into her hips, and she welcomed the pain. He found her pussy with one quick, sure thrust, and she cried out, not in pain, but in pure, unadulterated pleasure.

      He fucked her hard and fast, his knot growing inside her, stretching her, filling her. Garrett watched from the bed, stroking his recovering cock. He was the master of this domain, the conductor of this depraved orchestra, and she was his star performer.

      As Atlas’s knot locked her to him and his hot cum flooded her pussy for the second time that night, Celeste felt a sense of peace settle over her. She was no longer Celeste Richards, the failed thief. She was something new. Something better.

      She was their bitch.

      And she was finally home.

      When Atlas was finally finished, he pulled out and lay down at the foot of the bed, his job done. Celeste collapsed onto the sheets, a boneless, satisfied heap.

      Garrett got up from the bed and walked over to his dresser. He opened a small, velvet-lined box and took something out. He walked back to the bed and sat down beside her.

      It was a collar. A simple, black leather collar with a small, silver tag.

      “Lift your head,” he said.

      Celeste obeyed, her heart pounding with a strange, new excitement. He buckled the collar around her neck. It fit perfectly. It felt right.

      He leaned down and whispered in her ear. “You’re not leaving, you know. You’re staying here. With us. You’ll sleep at the foot of our bed. You’ll serve us whenever we want. You’ll be our good little bitch.”

      Celeste reached up and touched the cool leather of the collar. It was a brand. A promise. A new beginning.

      She looked at Garrett, then at Atlas, who was watching her with his dark, intelligent eyes. She smiled, a true, genuine smile for the first time in years.

      “Yes, master,” she said.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            The Sled Dog Symphony

          

        

      

    

    
    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter One

          

        

      

    

    
      Lexi Busby shivered inside her puffy pink coat. The plane had landed in Alaska hours ago, but the cold still felt new. It bit at her nose and made her eyes water. She stood outside the small airport, a big suitcase beside her. She was waiting for her ride.

      A loud truck pulled up, its tires crunching on the icy gravel. It was old and red, with scratches and dents. The door opened and a man jumped out. He was tall and wore a thick jacket with fur around the hood. His face was rough, like he spent all his time outside.

      “You Lexi?” he called, his voice deep.

      “That’s me,” she said, trying to sound cheerful.

      “Trent Reed. Get in. It’s a drive.”

      He threw her suitcase in the back of the truck like it weighed nothing. Lexi climbed into the passenger seat. The inside smelled like wet dog, coffee, and pine trees. A radio played static-y country music. Trent got in and they started driving away from the little town.

      “So you’re the blogger,” Trent said, not looking at her. He kept his eyes on the snowy road.

      “Travel blogger, yeah. ‘Christmas in the Last Frontier’. My readers want the real Alaskan experience.”

      Trent grunted. “Real. Right. You picked a hell of a week for it. Big storm coming. Might be a whiteout by tomorrow night.”

      Lexi’s heart sank. “A whiteout? But my schedule…”

      “Your schedule is what the weather says it is,” Trent cut her off. He finally glanced at her. “You ever been in a real blizzard? Not some city snowstorm. I mean real wind, real cold. Can’t see your own hand.”

      She hadn’t. She wrote about cozy cafes and pretty lights. This was different. “We’ll still do the dogsled tour, though? That’s the main thing.”

      “We’ll try. Got the team all ready. They’re excited. Been cooped up.” He turned the truck onto a narrower road, trees pressing in close on both sides. “You’ll stay at my place tonight. The hut for the tour is farther out. We go in the morning, if the sky holds.”

      The drive felt long. They didn’t talk much. Lexi looked out the window at the endless white and green. It was beautiful, but scary too. So empty. Her phone had no signal.

      After almost an hour, they turned into a driveway. A small log house sat there, smoke curling from a chimney. Behind it was a big fenced area. As soon as the truck stopped, the noise started.

      It was howling. Not sad howling, but loud, happy, crazy barking and yipping. Lexi saw them then. Eight Siberian Huskies, all running along the fence line, jumping and playing in the snow. Their fur was black, white, and gray. Their blue and brown eyes watched the truck.

      “That’s the team,” Trent said, getting out. “Come on. Meet them before we go inside. They need to know you.”

      Lexi followed him to the fence. The dogs rushed over, pushing their noses through the wire. Trent pointed at each one as he said their names.

      “That big one with the black mask, that’s Malamar. He’s my lead dog. Smart. Next to him, the smaller gray female, that’s Dominique. She’s fast. The solid white brute—well, that’s Brute. Strong. The two brothers with the mismatched eyes are Cash and Chance. Trouble, both of them. The shaggy brown one is Bear. Gentle giant. The fluffy white ball of energy is Fluff. And the one already bouncing off the fence is Lightning. No patience.”

      Lexi held out a gloved hand. Malamar sniffed it seriously. Dominique licked her fingers. But Lightning jumped, putting his big paws on the fence, his tail wagging hard.

      “They’re beautiful,” Lexi said, meaning it.

      “They’re athletes,” Trent corrected. “And they’re wired. Been waiting for this run. Come on, let’s get you inside. I’ll feed them.”

      The cabin was warm and messy. There were dog toys everywhere, a big rug in front of a stone fireplace, and a kitchen with dirty dishes in the sink. Trent pointed to a small bedroom. “You can sleep there. Bathroom’s down the hall. I’ll cook some stew.”

      That night, they ate in silence mostly. The stew was good. The wind began to howl outside, matching the occasional barks from the dog yard. Trent turned on a weather radio. A crackly voice was talking about a severe winter storm warning.

      “It’s moving faster,” Trent said, his face grim. “We might have to leave for the hut tonight. Be ahead of the worst of it.”

      “Tonight?” Lexi asked, her spoon freezing halfway to her mouth.

      “The hut’s stocked. Wood stove. Supplies. It’s safer than being here if the power goes out and the roads get buried. Which they will.” He stood up, decisive. “Pack a small bag. Just essentials. We’ll take the sled. Truck won’t make it where we’re going if the snow gets deep.”

      An hour later, Lexi stood in the yard dressed in every layer she owned. The world was a blur of swirling snow. Trent was harnessing the dogs. They weren’t barking now. They were focused, dancing in place, eager to run. The sled was long and low, piled with gear. Trent pointed to the spot behind him.

      “You stand here. Hold on to these handles. Don’t let go. Don’t jump off. If we tip, curl into a ball and yell. Got it?”

      Lexi nodded, her throat tight. She climbed onto the back runners. Her hands gripped the cold wood.

      Trent untied the rope from a post. “Alright! Hike! Let’s go!”

      The team surged forward. It wasn’t a smooth start. It was a violent, wonderful jerk that nearly threw Lexi off. She held on, her knuckles white. The sled shot into the dark woods following a narrow trail.

      This was the real thing. The cold air burned her lungs. Snow stung her cheeks. The only sounds were the shush of the sled runners, the panting of the dogs, and Trent’s occasional commands. “Gee!” for right. “Haw!” for left. The trees were dark shadows flying past.

      They ran for a long time. Lexi’s legs ached from standing. Her face was numb. Just when she thought she couldn’t take it anymore, she saw a dim light ahead. A small, square shape in the trees.

      The hut.

      Trent called the team to a stop. “Whoa! Easy!” The dogs slowed, then stopped, puffing clouds of steam into the air.

      It was a simple log cabin, smaller than Trent’s place. He tied the team to a long line outside and quickly dug out the door. Inside, it was one room. A wood stove, a bunk bed with thin mattresses, a table, two chairs, and shelves with cans of food. It was freezing inside, colder than outside.

      “I’ll get the stove going,” Trent said, his voice brisk. “You get the dogs bedded down. There’s straw in the lean-to around back. Pile it up for them under the overhang. They’ll huddle together. Check their paws for ice balls.”

      Lexi went back out into the blowing snow. The dogs were already lying down, curled up. She found the straw and dragged armfuls of it, making a big pile for them under a roof that stuck out from the side of the hut. One by one, the dogs moved onto it, burrowing into the straw and into each other. She checked paws as best she could. Their fur was thick with snow. They licked her hands, their tongues warm.

      When she came back in, the hut was starting to feel warmer. The stove glowed orange. Trent was melting snow in a pot for water.

      “Storm’s here,” he said. He walked to the small window and peered out. “I can’t see the dogs. Can’t see the trees. It’s a wall.” He turned to her, his expression serious. “I have to go.”

      “What? Go where?”

      “Back to my truck. At the main trail. I left my satellite phone in it. Stupid. I need it. No signal here, nothing. With this storm, I need to be able to call out. Check on things.”

      “You’re leaving me here?” Lexi’s voice rose in panic.

      “Just for a few hours. I’ll take one of the sled dogs for company and safety. Lightning. He’s fast. I’ll ski back. You’ll be fine. The hut is solid. The team is here. They’ll alert you if anything comes near. And nothing will. Just keep the stove fed. Don’t open the door unless you have to.”

      He was moving as he talked, putting on his skis by the door. He went out and came back with Lightning, harnessing him to a short leash. The dog whined, looking back at his team.

      “Lock the door behind me,” Trent ordered. “I’ll be back before dawn.”

      And then he was gone. The door shut. The wind screamed.

      Lexi locked the door. She stood in the middle of the small, warm room, completely alone. Well, not completely. She could hear the muffled whines and shifts of the seven huge dogs just on the other of the thin log wall.

      She fed a log into the stove. She sat on the lower bunk. The silence inside, compared to the howling wind outside, was heavy. Hours ticked by. She tried to sleep but couldn’t. Every creak of the hut made her jump.

      Then she heard a new sound. Not the wind. A low, collective whining. Then a scratch at the door.

      She froze.

      The scratch came again. More insistent. Then a soft thump, like a body leaning against the wood.

      They were right there. Malamar, Dominique, Brute, Cash, Chance, Bear, Fluff. Seven powerful animals, used to being a pack, used to being with their human. And now they were cold, and confused, and she was in here where it was warm.

      Her heart hammered. Trent said not to open the door. But what if they were hurt? What if they needed water?

      Another whine, high and pitiful. It was Fluff, she was sure of it.

      “Okay, okay,” Lexi whispered to herself. “Just check on them.”

      She unlocked the door and pulled it open, just a crack.

      A wave of cold air and snow blew in. And a muzzle. It was Bear, the big brown gentle one. He pushed his head inside, his eyes soft, snow covering his head. He whined softly.

      “It’s okay, boy,” she said. She opened the door wider. “You just cold?”

      They all were. They were huddled in the straw, but the wind was blowing the snow sideways, soaking them. Their eyes, all of them, were fixed on her. On the open door. On the golden light and warmth spilling out.

      Malamar stood up. He was the leader. He walked calmly to the door and stopped, looking at her, then past her into the hut. It wasn’t a request. It was a quiet statement.

      They were coming in.

      “No, no, you can’t…” Lexi started, but Bear was already walking past her, his big body brushing her legs. He went straight to the spot in front of the wood stove and lay down with a heavy sigh.

      Then Dominique slipped in. Then Cash and Chance, trotting together, sniffing the air. Brute followed, his white fur shedding snow all over the floor. Fluff bounded in, tail wagging, shaking off a cloud of snowflakes.

      Lexi stood by the open door, the cold blasting her. It was done. The hut was full of dogs. The smell of wet fur and animal filled the small space. They circled, padded around, and then settled in a big pile in front of the stove, blocking most of the heat.

      She closed the door and locked it again. She was trapped in a one-room hut with seven large huskies. The reality of it hit her. She was their caretaker now.

      She sat back on the bunk, watching them. They were calm now, warm. Eyes closed, breathing deep. Some twitched in their sleep. The storm raged outside, but in here, it was just the crackle of the fire and the sound of their breathing.

      She must have dozed off. When she woke, the fire was lower. The room was darker. And she wasn’t alone on the bunk.

      Brute, the big white dog, was lying on the floor beside her, his head on the mattress next to her hip. His eyes were open, watching her.

      And then she felt a warm weight on her feet. Fluff had jumped up and was curled at the end of the bed. On the other side, Cash had his front paws up on the edge, resting his chin near her leg.

      They were surrounding her. Not threateningly. Like a pack. Like she was part of the huddle.

      Her breath caught. It was intense. Their heat, their size, their wild animal smell. It was overwhelming. A strange feeling bubbled up in her chest. Not quite fear. Something else. A raw, nervous energy.

      She slowly reached out a hand and touched Brute’s head. His fur was thick and soft. He closed his eyes and leaned into her touch. A low rumble came from his chest. Not a growl. A pure, deep purr of contentment.

      The sound went straight through her. It vibrated in the quiet room.

      Then Malamar, from his spot by the stove, lifted his head. He looked at her, then at Brute. He stood up and walked over. He didn’t jump up. He sat on the floor facing her, his intelligent eyes unblinking.

      Lexi felt pinned by his gaze. She pulled her hand back from Brute.

      Malamar moved then. He put one paw up on the bunk, right between her legs, leaning his weight forward. His face was close to hers. She could feel his warm breath. He sniffed her cheek, her neck. It was a deep, investigating sniff.

      She should push him away. But she didn’t. She was frozen.

      His tongue darted out, a quick, rough lick from her chin to her temple.

      It was a shock. It was wet and warm and so animal. A gasp escaped her lips.

      The sound seemed to change the air in the room.

      Brute lifted his head. Chance stood up. Bear rolled over. All their eyes were on her now. The attention was total, focused. The pack was awake and watching.

      Malamar licked her again, slower this time, across her mouth. The taste of dog, of salt, of something wild filled her senses.

      Her brain screamed that this was wrong. But her body, trapped in this hut, surrounded by their primal energy, did something else. A hot, shameful thrill shot through her stomach, lower, pooling between her legs. It was so strong it made her dizzy.

      She didn’t move.

      Malamar took that as permission. He pushed forward more, his chest now on the bunk, his body half on top of her legs. He was heavy. Solid muscle. He nuzzled into her neck, huffing, smelling her skin under her coat and layers.

      One of the other dogs whined. It was Cash. He jumped up fully onto the bunk now, crowding behind her, his body a warm wall against her back.

      She was being sandwiched by them. Their heat was incredible. Their smell was everywhere.

      Malamar’s nuzzling became more insistent. He was pushing at her coat with his nose, trying to get underneath. His movements were not friendly pet-like anymore. They were purposeful. Driven.

      Lexi’s hands came up, but they didn’t push. They trembled in the air, then fell to her sides, gripping the rough blanket.

      This was crazy. This was insane.

      But the storm outside was a wall of noise. Trent was gone. She was alone. Truly, utterly alone with them. And the part of her that was scared was getting smaller, drowned out by a louder, darker, curious part.

      Malamar found the zipper of her coat. He tugged at it with his teeth. The sound was loud in the quiet hut.

      Click.

      The zipper slid down six inches.

      Cold air hit her throat. And Malamar’s warm, wet nose followed right behind, nudging under her sweater, against her bare skin.

      Lexi jerked, a full-body shiver that had nothing to do with the cold.

      A deep, rumbling growl came from Malamar. It wasn’t angry. It was possessive. Intent.

      And in that moment, on the first night of the storm, locked in the trapper’s hut, Lexi Busby gave up. She let her head fall back against Cash’s furry chest. She closed her eyes.

      She let the dogs have her.
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      The growl from Malamar vibrated through the bunk and into Lexi’s bones. It was a sound she had never heard before, not aimed at her. It was low and full of meaning. It said mine.

      She kept her eyes closed. It was easier that way. If she didn’t look, this wasn’t really happening. It was just a strange, warm dream in the middle of a blizzard.

      But it was no dream. Malamar’s nose pushed further under her sweater. The cold air and his hot breath mixed on her stomach. His tongue followed, a broad, rough swipe against her skin. She flinched. It was so much. The texture was like sandpaper, but wet and warm. It left a tingling trail.

      Behind her, Cash shifted. He was lying right against her back, his chest rising and falling. He licked the side of her neck, a quick, ticklish flick that made her gasp.

      Two of them. They were working on her together.

      Malamar got impatient with the sweater. He clamped his teeth gently on the fabric near the zipper and pulled. There was a ripping sound. Lexi’s eyes flew open. He had torn a hole in her favorite wool sweater. A little piece of her normal life, shredded by dog teeth.

      That should have scared her. It did scare her. But a bigger feeling swamped the fear. It was a wild, electric excitement. It buzzed in her veins.

      Malamar shoved his head through the torn hole. Now his whole muzzle was against her bare stomach. He huffed, breathing her in. His tongue lapped at her skin, big, slow strokes that moved higher. Towards her bra.

      Lexi couldn’t stay still. Her hips gave a little jerk on their own. A small sound escaped her lips. It wasn’t a word. It was a moan.

      The sound acted like a signal to the other dogs. Movement came from the floor. Brute stood up and put his heavy front paws on the edge of the bunk, right next to her hip. He leaned in and started licking her arm, his tongue just as rough, his attention focused.

      Then Bear. The gentle giant walked around to the other side. He didn’t jump up. He just rested his big head on the mattress near her thigh. His warm breath puffed through her jeans.

      She was surrounded. Covered. Seven sets of eyes watched her. Seven warm bodies boxed her in. The heat in the small hut was becoming stifling. The smell of wet dog, of snow, of her own sweat, and something else—something musky and animal—filled every breath.

      Malamar was relentless. He pushed and licked until he found the bottom edge of her bra. He nosed underneath it. The stiff material lifted. Cool air hit her breasts. Before she could react, his wide, hot tongue swept over her nipple.

      “Oh, God,” Lexi choked out.

      The feeling was shocking. It was too rough, too strange. It shouldn’t have felt good. But it did. A jolt of pure pleasure shot straight down to her core, making her toes curl in her boots. Her back arched, pushing her chest closer to that rough, wet tongue.

      He did it again. And again. He lapped at one breast, then nudged and licked his way to the other. His movements were not like a man’s. They were messier, hungrier. He used his whole mouth, his teeth grazing her sensitive skin with just enough pressure to make her cry out.

      Cash was busy at her neck and ear. His licks were quicker, lighter. Brute was working on her arm, licking from her wrist to her elbow, his big tongue dragging over her skin. The combined sensations were overwhelming. She was being tasted everywhere.

      Her jeans felt tight and uncomfortable. A deep, throbbing ache had settled between her legs. It was an ache she knew, but it had never been this sharp, this desperate. She rubbed her thighs together, trying to get some friction, but it wasn’t enough.

      Malamar seemed to know. He pulled his head back from her chest, leaving her skin wet and cold in the air. He looked at her face, his blue eyes bright in the firelight. Then his gaze traveled down her body, over her squirming hips, to the button of her jeans.

      He moved. In one smooth motion, he climbed fully onto the narrow bunk, straddling her legs. He was so big. His weight pressed her down into the thin mattress. She could feel the hard muscles of his chest and stomach against her thighs. She could feel something else, too. A firm, hot nub of flesh she hadn’t noticed before, hidden in his fur.

      The knowledge of what it was sent a fresh wave of heat through her.

      Malamar lowered his head to her stomach again. This time, he went straight for the button of her jeans. He sniffed it, then took the metal button carefully in his teeth. He tugged.

      The button popped open.

      Lexi’s breath hitched. Her hands, which had been lying limp, finally moved. They flew to her waistband, not to stop him, but to help. Her fingers fumbled with the zipper. It was loud in the quiet hut. Down it went.

      Malamar didn’t wait. He hooked his teeth into the fabric of her jeans and her panties underneath and pulled them down, just a few inches. Just enough.

      Cold air rushed over her lower stomach, the tops of her thighs. And then his nose was there, burying itself in the thatch of hair between her legs. He inhaled deeply, a long, sniffing sound that was utterly indecent.

      He growled again, a deeper, more satisfied rumble. This was what he wanted.

      His tongue came out. It wasn’t a tentative lick. It was a broad, flat, wet stroke right up the center of her, over her most sensitive parts.

      Lexi screamed. Her back bowed off the bed. It was too much. The roughness was a shock, but the heat and the wetness and the direct pressure… it was like nothing she had ever felt. It was crude and perfect.

      He did it again. And again. He licked her with long, steady strokes, his tongue probing and pressing. He found her clit and focused there, lapping at it with a rhythm that was clumsy and instinctive and absolutely devastating.

      Lexi was lost. She grabbed fistfuls of the old blanket. Her hips rocked, meeting his tongue. She was making noises she didn’t recognize—high whimpers, low groans. The other dogs were whining too, excited by the sounds and the smell in the air.

      Cash was licking her neck and face. Brute had moved from her arm and was now licking her bare hip where her jeans were pulled down. Bear nudged her hand with his nose until she buried her fingers in his thick fur.

      Pleasure built inside her, a tight, hot coil. Malamar’s tongue worked her, relentless. The rough texture was driving her crazy. It was too intense, too good. She was climbing fast, too fast.

      “Wait… please…” she begged, but she didn’t know what she was asking for.

      Malamar didn’t stop. He pushed his nose deeper, his tongue delving inside her now. The invasion was sudden and breathtaking. She cried out, a sharp, broken sound.

      That was all it took. The coil snapped.

      Her orgasm ripped through her with brutal force. It wasn’t sweet or slow. It was a violent, shaking wave that clenched her whole body. She saw white behind her eyelids. She couldn’t breathe. She trembled under Malamar’s weight, her cries muffled by Cash’s fur.

      Malamar kept licking, gentler now, through the pulses, drinking from her. When the last tremor faded, he finally lifted his head. His muzzle was glistening wet. He panted, watching her as she lay there, wrecked and gasping.

      She was floating. Her mind was empty. Her body felt boneless.

      But it wasn’t over.

      Malamar shifted his weight on top of her. He was still straddling her legs. That firm, hot presence she had felt against her thigh was more obvious now. It was emerging from a sheath of fur, red and pointed and very real.

      He nudged at her hip with it.

      Lexi’s hazy mind cleared for a second. This was the line. The real line. Everything before had been… foreplay. This was the act.

      She should say no. She should push him off.

      But her body was still humming. Her skin was on fire. And the part of her that was curious, the part that had given in, wanted to see. Wanted to feel.

      She didn’t move.

      Malamar took that as his answer. He scooted backwards a little, his rear paws digging into the mattress for leverage. He positioned himself. The hot tip of him pressed against her, right where she was still wet and sensitive from his tongue.

      He pushed.

      There was resistance. He was big. Not man-sized, but thick. The blunt pressure was immense.

      Lexi gasped. “Easy…”

      Malamar didn’t know easy. He thrust forward with a powerful jerk of his hips.

      The pain was sharp and bright. It made her eyes water. She cried out, a short, pained yelp.

      He was inside her. Stretching her, filling her in a way that was completely foreign. He wasn’t all the way, but he was deep. He held still for a moment, panting, letting her adjust to the feeling of being so full.

      The pain began to fade, mixing with a deep, stretching fullness that was strangely satisfying. He felt… primal. Animal. It was the most forbidden thing she had ever done.

      Then he moved.

      He pulled back and thrust in again. It was a rougher, simpler motion than a man’s. There was no grace to it. It was pure instinct. In, out. Hard and fast.

      The bunk creaked loudly with each drive of his hips. The other dogs were going wild now, whining and pacing around the small room. Their barks were sharp and excited.

      Each thrust rocked her whole body. The friction was incredible. The pain was gone, replaced by a building, dirty pleasure that started in her deepest core and spread outward. She could hear the wet, slick sounds their bodies made. She could smell herself on him.

      She wrapped her legs around his furry sides, holding on. Her fingers clutched at his shoulders. She met his thrusts, lifting her hips.

      Malamar’s pace increased. He was panting harder, his tongue lolling out. His blue eyes were glazed with animal need. He was using her, taking his pleasure, and she was letting him. More than letting him—she was urging him on.

      “Yes… like that…” she moaned, not caring how wrong it was.

      His thrusts became frantic, slamming into her. She felt him swell inside her, getting even bigger. A knot. She’d read about that. The reality of it, the pressure, was overwhelming.

      With a final, deep, grinding thrust, he buried himself as far as he could go. He locked inside her. A hot, pulsing rush flooded her depths. He threw his head back and let out a long, trembling howl that was echoed by every other dog in the hut.

      Lexi felt her own second climax tear through her. It was even stronger than the first, triggered by the feeling of being locked and filled and claimed. She screamed into the noisy room, her body convulsing around him.

      Malamar collapsed on top of her, heavy and spent. They were tied together. He was panting heavily, his warm breath on her neck. She was trapped beneath him, full of him, exhausted.

      She thought it was over. She needed it to be over.

      But then she felt a nudge at her shoulder. She turned her head.

      Dominique, the sleek gray female, was there. Her eyes were fixed on Lexi’s face. She licked Lexi’s sweaty cheek. Then she looked past Lexi, at Malamar who was still tied to her. Dominique let out a soft whine.

      From the other side of the bunk, Brute rumbled. He was still standing there, watching. His own arousal was visible now, a red tip showing from its sheath.

      They weren’t done with her.

      Malamar was stuck inside her, but the others… they were waiting their turn. The pack would share.

      The realization should have horrified her. Instead, a tired, willing acceptance washed over her. The storm was still screaming outside. Trent was gone. There was no rescue tonight.

      This was her reality now.

      She closed her eyes as Dominique jumped up onto the crowded bunk, sniffing at her face, then at where she and Malamar were joined. Lexi reached out a trembling hand and stroked Dominique’s head.

      “Okay,” she whispered, her voice hoarse. “Okay.”

      The night was long, and the pack was hungry.
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      Malamar was heavy. A dead weight of fur and muscle pinning Lexi to the bunk. They were still locked together, tied in that animal way she’d only heard about in whispers. It felt strange. A deep, full ache where he was swollen inside her. He panted, his breath hot on her neck. He wasn’t moving. He couldn’t.

      But the others could.

      Dominique’s cold nose touched Lexi’s cheek again. Then it slid down, sniffing along her jaw, her throat, over the wet patches Malamar and Cash had licked. The female husky’s interest was curious, intense. She wasn’t aggressive. She was inspecting. Claiming a scent.

      Lexi lay still, trying to catch her breath. Her body throbbed everywhere. Her mind was a fuzzy blank. She just existed in the heat and the smell and the weight.

      Then Brute made a move. The big white dog had been patient. Now he put his front paws back up on the bunk, right next to her hip. He leaned in, his tongue dragging a long, rough stripe from her belly button up to the bottom of her torn bra. He licked over the wet trails Malamar had left on her breasts.

      A weak shiver went through her. She was so sensitive. Every touch felt magnified.

      Brute liked the taste. He did it again, focusing on one nipple, lapping at it with slow, firm strokes. It was different from Malamar. Softer, but just as persistent. A low moan slipped from Lexi’s lips. Her back arched slightly, pushing her breast more firmly into Brute’s mouth.

      That seemed to be a signal to the rest.

      Cash, who was still pressed against her back, started moving. He wiggled until he could lick her shoulder, then the side of her face. Chance, his brother, jumped up onto the foot of the bunk where Fluff was still curled. The bed was getting impossibly crowded. Chance nudged at Lexi’s boot with his nose.

      Bear, the gentle giant, finally joined. He didn’t jump up. There was no room. Instead, he rested his head on the mattress near her hand. When her fingers twitched, he licked them, then gently took her whole hand into his mouth. Not biting. Just holding. His tongue swirled around her fingers, warm and wet.

      She was being covered from all sides. Licked, nuzzled, tasted by six other dogs while the seventh was literally knotted inside her. The attention was total. It was overwhelming. It should have been terrifying.

      But a strange calm was settling over her. The fight was gone. The fear was burned away by the raw physicality of what was happening. This was her world now: this hut, this pack, this feeling of being utterly used and surrounded.

      She turned her head and met Dominique’s eyes. The female husky stared back, intelligent and watchful. Then Dominique ducked her head and began to lick Lexi’s arm, cleaning the spot Brute had been working on earlier. Her tongue was just as rough, but her movements were more precise.

      Time lost meaning. Lexi drifted. The dogs took turns. Brute lavished attention on her chest until she was squirming. Cash and Chance worked on her neck and ears. Bear continued to mouth her hand and wrist gently. Fluff, excited by everything, would bounce up and lick her knee or her foot wherever it peeked out from under the pile.

      And through it all, she was full of Malamar. The knot inside her began to soften, to shrink. After what felt like an hour, she felt him slip out of her with a soft, wet sound. A gush of warmth followed, soaking the blanket beneath her.

      The release of pressure made her gasp. Malamar sighed, a deep huff of air. He shifted his weight, but he didn’t get off her. He just settled more comfortably, lying half on top of her, one leg thrown over hers. He was claiming her in a different way now. Possessive even in his exhaustion.

      But his withdrawal was the opening the others had been waiting for.

      Brute stopped licking her chest. He looked at Malamar, then at Lexi. He made a low sound in his throat. He nudged Malamar’s shoulder with his nose. It wasn’t a challenge. It was a request.

      Malamar, tired and satisfied, simply lifted his head, licked Brute’s muzzle once, and then lowered his head back onto Lexi’s shoulder. He was giving permission.

      Brute didn’t hesitate. He scrambled up onto the bunk fully. It was a tight squeeze. He had to step over Lexi’s legs and Malamar’s body. He stood over her, his white fur glowing in the firelight. He was bigger than Malamar in bulk. His arousal was fully out now, a thick, red spike against his belly fur.

      He sniffed between her legs, where Malamar had just been. He licked once, cleaning the mess. The touch made Lexi jerk.

      Then he positioned himself. He didn’t have the finesse of a lover. He was an animal seeking a hole. He pushed his nose against her, then mounted her in one clumsy, powerful motion.

      His weight was crushing. Malamar was still lying partly on her, and now Brute was on top of both of them, his front paws on either side of her ribs. The air was forced from her lungs in a whoosh.

      Before she could even think, he thrust.

      He was thicker than Malamar. The stretch was immediate and burning. Lexi cried out, a sharp sound of surprise and pain.

      Brute didn’t care. He found his rhythm quickly, a steady, pounding drive that shook the entire bunk. The wooden frame groaned in protest. Each thrust jolted through her, a deep, penetrating slam that left no part of her untouched.

      Malamar grunted underneath the motion but didn’t move. He seemed content to be a pillow for her head.

      This was different. With Malamar, there had been a frantic, exploratory energy. With Brute, it was pure, single-minded purpose. He was taking his turn. He was strong, and he used all his strength.

      Lexi couldn’t move. She was pinned completely. All she could do was feel. The brutal fullness. The raw friction. The heat of two massive dogs pressed against her, front and back. The smell of sex and dog was overpowering.

      Her body, traitorously, began to respond again. The initial pain melted into a deep, aching pleasure. The sheer force of his thrusts hit something inside her that made sparks fly behind her eyes. Her hips tried to move, to meet him, but she was held too firmly.

      She turned her face into Malamar’s fur, muffling her moans. Her hands came up and gripped Brute’s furry sides, her fingers digging in. He panted above her, his tongue hanging out, droplets of saliva falling onto her chest.

      It didn’t take him long. His thrusts became faster, harder, more erratic. With a final, deep grind, he shoved himself as far into her as he could go. She felt him swell, another knot forming, locking him inside her just as Malamar had. A new flood of heat filled her, mixing with what was already there.

      Brute let out a short, sharp bark as he finished. Then he collapsed forward, his full weight smothering her. Lexi couldn’t breathe. She pushed weakly at his shoulder.

      Sensing her distress, Malamar stirred. He growled, a low warning rumble against Brute’s chest.

      Brute huffed and managed to shift his weight slightly, just enough for Lexi to suck in a ragged breath. But he stayed locked inside her, a second heavy anchor.

      Now she had two of them on her. Two knots. She felt impossibly full, stretched to her limit. A dull, pleasant soreness was spreading through her lower body. She was theirs. Completely.

      The other dogs milled around the bunk, whining. Dominique hopped up and curled herself against Lexi’s side, licking her face comfortingly. Cash and Chance settled on the floor nearby, watching with keen eyes. Bear lay down with a sigh, his head on his paws. Fluff yawned and stretched.

      A strange peace fell over the hut. The wind still howled outside, but in here, there was just the sound of panting and the crackle of the fire. Lexi, trapped under two massive huskies, felt a wave of exhaustion so deep it was like drowning. Her eyes fluttered closed.

      She must have slept.

      When she woke, the fire was lower. The room was darker and colder. Brute was gone from on top of her. So was Malamar. She was alone on the bunk, but not really alone.

      All seven dogs were in a big pile on the floor in front of the stove, a tangled mound of fur and legs. They were sleeping deeply.

      She was sore. A deep, internal ache that was a constant reminder of what had happened. She was sticky and wet between her legs. The smell clung to her skin. She sat up slowly. Every muscle protested.

      She needed to use the bathroom. And she was thirsty.

      She swung her legs over the side of the bunk. The cold air hit her bare skin. Her jeans and panties were still pulled down to her mid-thigh. She tugged them up, wincing as the fabric rubbed against her tender flesh. Her sweater was ruined, torn open. She pulled her coat closed over it.

      She stood up. Her legs were shaky. She took a step towards the door where a bucket served as a toilet.

      A head lifted from the dog pile. It was Malamar. He watched her, alert.

      “It’s okay,” she whispered, her voice rough. “Just… bathroom.”

      He laid his head back down, but his eyes followed her.

      She did her business quickly, the bucket cold and humiliating. She found a jug of water Trent had brought in and drank straight from it, the water so cold it made her teeth ache. She looked at the dogs. They were peaceful. Sleeping.

      She should be horrified. She should be planning her escape, her story, something.

      But all she felt was empty. And curious.

      She walked quietly to the dog pile. She knelt beside it. Up close, their heat was amazing. She reached out and touched Bear’s flank. His fur was incredibly soft. He sighed in his sleep.

      This was her pack now. For tonight, at least.

      She stood and went back to the bunk. She took off her torn sweater and her coat. She was shivering. The fire was almost out. She needed to put more wood in the stove, but she was so tired.

      As if he read her mind, Malamar got up from the pile. He walked to the wood box by the stove, picked up a small log in his mouth, and carried it to her. He dropped it at her feet and looked at her, then at the stove.

      A laugh bubbled up in Lexi’s throat, hysterical and quiet. He was fetching for her.

      “Thanks,” she mumbled. She opened the stove door and shoved the log in. The embers glowed, promising new heat.

      Malamar didn’t go back to the pile. He jumped up on the bunk and lay down, taking up most of it. He looked at her, then at the space beside him.

      An invitation.

      Lexi didn’t think. She just crawled onto the narrow bunk and curled herself against his big, warm body. He was like a furnace. He adjusted, putting his head over her legs, a living, heavy blanket.

      The warmth seeped into her bones. The soreness in her body felt earned. The emptiness inside her felt… filled.

      She heard movement. Then a thump. Dominique jumped up and settled at their feet. Then Brute heaved himself up and lay on the floor right beside the bunk, his back pressed against it. One by one, the others rearranged themselves, forming a new pile around the bunk, with her and Malamar at the center.

      They were guarding her. Keeping her in.

      Lexi buried her face in Malamar’s fur. She breathed in the wild, animal smell. Outside, the storm screamed its fury.

      Inside, for the first time since she’d arrived in Alaska, Lexi felt perfectly calm. She knew what she was. What she had become tonight.

      She was the pack’s human. Their mate.

      And as she drifted back to sleep, she knew with a dark, thrilling certainty that when Trent returned—if he returned in this storm—it wouldn’t be over. The dogs had claimed her. They wouldn’t just let that go.

      And she wasn’t sure she wanted them to.
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      Gray light seeped through the hut’s one small window. Lexi woke up because she was too hot. A furnace of fur was pressed against her back. It was Cash. He had somehow squeezed onto the bunk behind her during the night, his body curled around hers. Malamar was still in front, a wall of black and white. Her face was buried in his neck.

      For a few sleepy seconds, it was just warmth and comfort. Then memory crashed in.

      The storm. The dogs. The things they did.

      Her body told the story before her mind could catch up. A deep, throbbing ache settled between her legs. Her muscles felt stiff, like she’d run a marathon. She was sticky with dried sweat and other things. The smell on her skin was not her own.

      She lay perfectly still, listening. The wind had stopped its screaming. An eerie quiet filled the hut, broken only by the soft snores and sighs of sleeping dogs. The fire in the stove was out. The room was cold except for the island of heat created by seven large bodies.

      Carefully, she tried to sit up. Malamar grunted in his sleep but didn’t move. Cash whined softly and nuzzled the back of her neck with his cold nose. She managed to slide out from between them, her bare feet hitting the icy wood floor. She shivered violently.

      The dogs were piled everywhere. Bear and Brute took up most of the floor space. Fluff was a white ball curled against Chance’s side. Dominique slept apart, her head on her paws, eyes closed.

      Lexi stood there, naked from the waist up except for her torn bra. Her jeans were still unbuttoned. She looked at the pack. In the calm daylight, last night felt like a crazy dream. A dirty, impossible dream.

      But the soreness was real. The memories were sharp and clear. The taste of dog breath. The feel of rough tongues. The crushing weight. The feeling of being filled and locked.

      A flush of shame heated her cheeks. What was wrong with her? She should be crying. She should be trying to clean herself, to find a way out, to call for help.

      Instead, she walked quietly to the window and wiped a patch of frost from the glass.

      Outside was a world of pure white. Snow had drifted high against the side of the hut, almost covering the bottom half of the window. The trees were heavy with it. The sky was a flat, pale gray. There were no tracks. No sign of Trent.

      He hadn’t come back.

      A knot of real fear tightened in her stomach. What if he was hurt? What if he was lost in the blizzard? She was alone out here with no phone, no way to call. Just the dogs and whatever food was in the hut.

      The fear was quickly followed by another thought, one that made her heart beat faster.

      If Trent wasn’t coming back… she was stuck here. With them.

      She turned from the window. Malamar was awake now. He was watching her, his head still on the bunk. His blue eyes were calm. Knowing.

      He got up and stretched, his front legs extending, his back arching. He shook himself, making his tags jingle. The sound woke the others. One by one, they stirred, yawning, standing up and shaking off sleep.

      They all looked at her.

      It was different in the light. Last night was driven by storm-darkness and animal heat. Now it was just a cold morning after. They were waiting. For what?

      Her stomach growled loudly. The sound broke the silence.

      Food. That was something normal. Something she could do.

      “Okay,” she said, her voice scratchy from disuse. “Let’s… let’s get some food.”

      She found her coat and zipped it over her bare skin. She went to the shelves. Trent had stocked them well. Cans of stew, beans, soup. Bags of dry pasta. A big bag of dog food. A container of oatmeal.

      She needed to feed them first. That felt important. She found a large metal bowl and filled it with kibble from the bag. The dry food rattled loudly.

      The sound triggered an instant reaction. The dogs lined up, not pushing, but their attention was absolute. Their tails wagged slowly. They were disciplined. Hungry.

      She set the bowl on the floor. They moved in, eating with loud crunching sounds, but with manners. No fighting. They took turns.

      While they ate, she worked on the stove. She put in kindling and paper, then lit it with matches from a tin. Soon, a small fire was crackling. She added a log. The heat began to push back the chill.

      She opened a can of beef stew for herself and heated it in a small pot on top of the stove. The smell of meat and vegetables filled the hut. The dogs finished their food and watched her now, licking their chops.

      She ate straight from the pot, standing by the stove. It was the best thing she had ever tasted. The hot food warmed her from the inside.

      When she was done, she felt more human. But the problem remained. What now?

      She needed to go outside. To see if she could see anything. To make a signal maybe.

      She pulled on her snow pants over her jeans, then her boots. She wrapped a scarf around her neck. Malamar followed her to the door, his nails clicking on the floor.

      “I’m just looking,” she told him. He tilted his head.

      She unlocked the door and pushed. It didn’t budge. Snow was packed against it. She pushed harder, putting her shoulder into it. With a groan, it gave way, opening a foot before hitting a wall of snow.

      A blast of freezing air hit her face. The world was blindingly bright. She squinted. The snow was deep, up to her thighs. She stepped out, floundering.

      Malamar slipped out past her, followed by Brute and Bear. They bounded into the snow, diving and rolling, thrilled by the fresh powder. They didn’t seem worried about Trent. They were just happy to play.

      Lexi struggled around to the side of the hut. She looked down the trail they had come in on. It was gone. Completely filled in with smooth, unbroken snow. No sign of ski tracks. No sign of anything.

      Her heart sank. Trent couldn’t get back in here even if he wanted to. Not without a snowmobile or another dogsled. And he only had one team. Here.

      She was trapped.

      A cold panic started to rise in her chest. She was alone. No one knew exactly where this hut was. She had maybe a week of food if she was careful. What then?

      A wet nose bumped her hand. She looked down. Dominique was there, looking up at her. The female husky whined softly, then leaned against Lexi’s leg. It was a comforting gesture.

      Then Malamar trotted back. He stopped in front of her, blocking her view of the empty trail. He barked once, a sharp sound in the quiet. He turned and looked toward the hut, then back at her.

      Come back inside, he seemed to say.

      The panic receded, replaced by a numb acceptance. There was nothing out here for her. Just cold and death. Inside was warmth. And the pack.

      She turned and trudged back through the snow to the open door. The dogs followed her in. She shoved the door closed against the drift.

      Inside, it was warm again. She took off her snowy boots and outer layers. The dogs shook off, spraying melting snow across the floor. They settled back into their spots, content.

      Lexi stood by the stove, warming her hands. Her eyes traveled over them. Malamar, watching her. Brute, licking a paw. Cash and Chance wrestling playfully. Bear, already dozing. Fluff, chasing her own tail. Dominique, sitting neatly, her gaze steady.

      They weren’t just animals she was stuck with. After last night, they were something else. A connection had been made. A dark, physical bond.

      As if reading her thoughts, Malamar stood up. He walked over to her. He didn’t jump or lick. He just sat down at her feet and looked up at her. Then he lowered his head and nudged her thigh with his muzzle, a gentle, persistent pressure.

      Her breath caught. This wasn’t the frantic need of the storm. This was quieter. More deliberate.

      She reached down and touched his head. His ears went back, and he leaned into her touch.

      From the bunk, Cash whined. He was watching too.

      A slow heat began to spread through Lexi’s body, unrelated to the stove. It was a remembering heat. The memory of how they had made her feel. The emptiness inside her that their attention had filled.

      She was sore. She was confused. But she was also incredibly aroused.

      Her hand slid from Malamar’s head to his neck, feeling the strong muscles under his thick fur. He made a low, rumbling sound of pleasure.

      This was wrong. So wrong.

      But in this hut, cut off from the whole world, right and wrong didn’t seem to matter anymore. There was only survival. And feeling. And pack.

      She sank to her knees on the rug in front of the stove. Malamar immediately moved closer, his body pressing against hers. He licked her face, a slow, claiming swipe.

      This time, she didn’t flinch. She turned her face and met his tongue with her mouth. The kiss was wet and strange and animal. She could taste his breath, the kibble, the wildness.

      A thrill shot through her, sharp and electric.

      That was all the encouragement the others needed.

      Brute was there next, pushing his head under her arm, nuzzling her side. Dominique came up behind her and began licking her neck through her scarf. Cash and Chance left their wrestling and trotted over, tails wagging, adding their noses to the mix.

      They were all touching her, surrounding her again. But this was different from the chaotic night. This was slower. More aware. They had her now. They knew she was theirs.

      Lexi fumbled with the button of her jeans. This time, her hands didn’t shake. She pushed them down along with her panties, just enough. The cold air hit her bare skin, followed immediately by the hot puff of Malamar’s breath as he sniffed her.

      He didn’t wait for permission this time. He knew he had it. He ducked his head and his broad, rough tongue dragged over her folds.

      She cried out, her hands flying to his head, fingers tangling in his fur. It was just as intense as the first time, but now she knew what to expect. She welcomed the rough texture, the probing pressure. She rocked her hips against his mouth.

      Brute nudged at her arm until she let go of Malamar and turned to him. He licked her mouth, her chin, then moved lower, taking one of her breasts through her coat and bra into his mouth. He suckled gently, his teeth grazing her nipple.

      She was being pleasured from both ends. She moaned, a continuous, broken sound.

      Dominique kept licking her neck and ears. Cash shoved his head into her lap, wanting attention too. She petted him absently, her focus split between Malamar’s tongue and Brute’s mouth.

      It was too much. She came quickly, a hard, sudden climax that made her back arch and her legs tremble. Malamar lapped at her through it, drinking her in.

      When she came down, gasping, he lifted his head. His eyes were dark with intent. He moved around, positioning himself behind her. She was still on her knees. He mounted her without ceremony.

      She braced herself on her hands as he thrust into her from behind. The fullness was familiar now, a welcome ache. He set a fast, hard pace, his hips slapping against her sore flesh.

      But this time, she wasn’t the only focus.

      Brute, excited by the sight and smell, moved in front of her. His arousal was out. He nudged at her face with it.

      The meaning was clear. The pack shared everything.

      A wild, reckless abandon took hold of Lexi. She was already past every line. What was one more?

      She opened her mouth.

      Brute pushed forward. The taste was salty, musky, utterly foreign. She gagged for a second, then relaxed, letting him slide deeper into her mouth. He was smaller there, but the act itself was the most degrading, thrilling thing she had ever done.

      She sucked him gently, her tongue moving. Above her, Malamar hammered into her from behind. Brute thrust into her mouth. She was filled at both ends, used completely.

      The other dogs circled, whining, licking any part of her they could reach. She was the center of their universe.

      Brute finished first with a shudder and a hot burst in her mouth. She swallowed, coughing slightly. He pulled back, panting.

      Malamar’s thrusts became frantic. He knotted inside her again, locking them together with a deep, pulsing release. He collapsed over her back, pinning her down.

      But the pack wasn’t done. As Malamar lay tied to her, spent, Chance took his place in front of her. Then Bear. Then Cash.

      One by one, through the long, quiet morning, the pack had their turn with her. They used her mouth, her hands, her body. She lost track of who was who, lost in a haze of animal heat and raw sensation. She came again and again, until she was limp and dripping and thoroughly owned.

      When the last dog, Fluff, had finished clumsily mounting her leg, it was past noon. Lexi lay on the rug, unable to move. The dogs, tired and satisfied, curled up around her, licking her clean with soft, gentle tongues.

      She stared at the ceiling, her mind blank. The fear was gone. The shame was a distant memory.

      There was only the pack. And her place in it.

      Trent wasn’t coming today. Maybe not tomorrow.

      She had food. She had warmth. And she had seven hungry mates who would keep her very, very busy.

      A slow smile touched her lips. It was wrong. It was filthy.

      But for the first time in her life, Lexi felt like she truly belonged somewhere.
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      Three days passed.

      Lexi stopped looking out the window for Trent. The unbroken white outside the hut wasn’t a prison anymore. It was a wall that kept her world small and simple. Inside was all that mattered: the stove, the food, the dogs.

      Her body adjusted to its new routine. The soreness faded into a constant, pleasant ache, a reminder that never left her. She moved differently now—a little slower, with a slight wince when she first stood up. The dogs noticed everything. If she winced, one of them would be there in a second, nuzzling her hand or licking her thigh as if to make it better.

      She learned their rhythms. Malamar was the boss. He decided when they went out to pee in the deep snow, leading the charge through the door she shoveled open each morning. He always ate first. Brute was his second, solid and strong. Dominique was clever and watchful, often sitting apart, observing. Cash and Chance were the playful troublemakers. Bear was her gentle shadow. Fluff was just happy to be included.

      And she learned what they wanted from her. It wasn’t just the sex, though there was plenty of that. It was contact. They always wanted to be touching. If she sat on the bunk to eat her oatmeal, Bear would lay his head in her lap. If she stirred the stew on the stove, Cash would lean against the back of her legs. When she slept, she was always in the middle of a warm, furry pile.

      The sex happened when they wanted it. There was no asking. A certain look in their eyes, a particular whine, a nudge in a specific place, and she knew. She had given up any pretense of being in charge. It was easier to obey. More pleasurable, too.

      The afternoon of the third day, she was checking the food supplies. The dog kibble bag was half empty. Her own cans were dwindling. A little thread of worry started to poke through her calm. What happened when the food ran out?

      As if sensing her anxiety, Malamar came over. He nudged her hand away from the shelves and licked her palm.

      “We’re going to run out, boy,” she whispered.

      He just looked at her, then walked to the door and scratched at it. He wanted to go out.

      Maybe he needed to run. They all did. They were athletes, used to pulling sleds for miles, and they’d been cooped up for days except for quick bathroom breaks.

      She bundled up and pushed the door open. The cold was shocking, but the sun was out for the first time, glittering off a billion snow crystals. The world was painfully bright and beautiful.

      The dogs exploded out into the snow, barking and diving, chasing each other in great looping circles. They were beautiful to watch, all power and joy. Lexi stood in the doorway, hugging herself, smiling.

      Malamar didn’t join the play. He trotted a little way out, then stopped and looked back at her. He barked, a clear command.

      He wanted her to come.

      She hesitated. The snow was deep. But he barked again, more insistent.

      She stepped out, sinking to her knees immediately. It was hard going. She floundered toward him. The other dogs saw her struggling and thought it was a game. They circled her, jumping and play-bowing, knocking her over into the soft powder.

      She laughed, a real laugh that sounded strange to her own ears. She swatted at Fluff, who licked her face. For a few minutes, they all played, rolling in the snow like puppies.

      Then Malamar barked again, serious. He turned and started trotting away from the hut, along a ridge she hadn’t noticed before. He looked back, waiting.

      He wanted her to follow him somewhere.

      Curious, she started after him, using the path the dogs had packed down with their playing. The other dogs fell in behind her, a silent, furry procession.

      They walked for about ten minutes, away from the hidden trail, up a slight hill. At the top, Malamar stopped. Below them was a small, frozen creek. And on the bank, partly covered in snow, was the shape of something big.

      A moose.

      It was dead. Frozen stiff. It must have gotten caught in the blizzard. But it was fresh enough. This was food. A lot of food.

      Lexi stared. Malamar looked from the moose to her, his tail giving a slow wag. He hadn’t just brought her for a walk. He had brought her to provide. The pack leader was taking care of his human.

      Tears pricked her eyes. It was stupid. It was a dead animal. But it felt like a gift. Like he understood her worry and had solved it.

      “Good boy,” she said, her voice thick. “Good, smart boy.”

      He nuzzled her hip, pleased.

      They couldn’t drag the whole thing back. But she could cut pieces off. She didn’t have a knife, but when she went back to the hut and returned with the sharpest kitchen knife she could find, the dogs had already started. Brute and Bear were tearing at the hide on the underbelly, their strong teeth making the work easier. They weren’t eating much. They were opening it for her.

      It was gruesome work. Her hands were soon numb with cold and stained red. But she sawed off chunks of dark meat, filling a sack she’d brought. The dogs watched, panting clouds in the air. When she had as much as she could carry, she gave them the signal. “Okay! Take it!”

      They didn’t need to be told twice. They fell on the carcass, eating their fill of the organs and scraps she’d left. It was nature. It was the pack feeding.

      By the time they trudged back to the hut, Lexi was exhausted but triumphant. She had food. Real meat. The moose would last for weeks if she cooked it and stored it in the snow. Her fear of starvation vanished.

      That night, she cooked a big pot of moose stew for herself, seasoned with salt and some dried herbs from the shelf. The rich, gamey smell filled the hut. The dogs, full from their feast outside, slept contentedly.

      She ate by the fire, feeling a deep sense of satisfaction. She had provided for them, and they had provided for her. It was a partnership.

      After she cleaned the pot, she sat on the rug, feeling the warmth of the fire. Dominique came and lay down beside her, resting her head on Lexi’s knee. Lexi stroked her soft ears.

      This was her life now. It was simple. No deadlines, no emails, no worrying about what people thought of her. There were only basic needs: food, warmth, and the pack.

      Her hand slid from Dominique’s head down her sleek back. The female husky sighed and rolled onto her side, exposing her belly. Lexi rubbed it, and Dominique’s leg kicked happily.

      But the casual touch stirred something. A familiar heat began to curl low in Lexi’s belly. It had been a few hours. Her body was trained now to expect their attention.

      As if on cue, Malamar got up from his spot and came over. He sniffed her hair, then her neck. He nudged her hand away from Dominique.

      Dominique rolled to her feet and moved away, yielding to the leader.

      Malamar looked at Lexi. His message was clear. It was time.

      She didn’t hesitate. She unzipped her coat, pulled off her sweater. Her skin was bare to the waist in the firelight. She lay back on the rug.

      He didn’t pounce. He took his time. He licked her stomach, her ribs, her breasts, with long, slow strokes. It was almost tender. She closed her eyes, giving herself over to the sensation.

      The other dogs gathered around to watch. She could feel their eyes, hear their quiet whines. But they waited for Malamar.

      When he finally mounted her, it was with a steady, possessive rhythm. He took her deeply, his eyes locked on hers. She wrapped her legs around him, meeting his thrusts. This wasn’t the frantic fucking of the storm. This was something else. A claiming, yes, but also a connection. He was reminding her who she belonged to.

      When he finished, knotted inside her as always, he didn’t collapse right away. He stayed over her, licking her face, nuzzling her, until his knot went down.

      As soon as he slipped out and moved aside, Brute was there. Then Cash. The pack took their turns in order, as they had established. She welcomed each one, her body humming with a continuous, low-level pleasure. She came with Brute, again with Cash, a smaller ripple with Chance.

      When Bear’s turn came, he was gentler. He licked her all over before entering her, as if apologizing for what was to come. His size still stretched her, but his movements were slower, almost loving. She clung to his shaggy neck, burying her face in his fur.

      After Bear, she was spent. She lay on the rug, boneless. Fluff, the last and youngest, didn’t mount her. He just curled up between her legs and licked her gently until she fell into a light doze.

      She woke later to Dominique licking her clean. The female’s tongue was meticulous, washing away the sticky evidence from her stomach and thighs. It was a caring gesture. Pack behavior.

      Lexi sat up. The fire was low. The dogs were sleeping. She felt completely at peace. She looked at them, her pack. Her family.

      A thought occurred to her, dark and thrilling. Trent had said he would be back. What would happen when he returned? Would the dogs just go back to being his sled team? Would she go back to being a blogger from the city?

      The idea felt impossible. She wasn’t that person anymore. She was theirs. And she had a feeling they wouldn’t give her up easily.

      Malamar opened one eye and looked at her. He let out a soft woof.

      She crawled over to him and lay down, pressing herself against his warm side. He put his head over her, sheltering her.

      Outside, the Alaskan night was silent and cold.

      Inside, Lexi made a decision. If Trent came back, things would have to change. She wouldn’t leave. And she wouldn’t share.

      She was the pack’s human now. And the pack protected what was theirs.
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      The moose meat changed everything. It wasn’t just food in the pot; it was time. Lexi stopped counting the days on a mental calendar. The rhythm of her life was no longer marked by sunrises and sunsets waiting for rescue, but by the needs of the pack and the slow shrinking of the frozen red haunch she kept buried in a snowdrift just outside the door.

      She had settled into her new skin. The woman who had stepped off the plane in her pink coat felt like a stranger from another lifetime. That woman would have screamed at the sight of her own hands now—rough from cold and work, nails short and dirty, permanently smelling of wood smoke and dog and sex. That woman would have fainted at the things this new Lexi did without a second thought.

      Like now.

      It was late morning. She was on her hands and knees on the rug, scrubbing the floor with a rag and a bucket of melted snow. She was naked. The heat from the roaring stove was enough to keep her warm, and clothes just got in the way. Besides, the dogs preferred her this way. They liked the access.

      As she scrubbed at a stubborn stain, Brute ambled over. He sniffed her back, then her rear. She didn’t stop scrubbing. She knew what was coming. It was as normal now as a kiss good morning used to be.

      He mounted her without ceremony. His weight pressed her down, her cheek against the damp wood floor. He entered her with a single, solid thrust. She let out a soft grunt, bracing her arms. He set up a steady, rocking rhythm, his panting breaths loud in her ear.

      She kept scrubbing the floor in front of her with one hand, moving the rag in slow circles. The other hand reached back to grip the fur on his hip, holding him to her. Pleasure spread through her lower body, warm and familiar. This was just part of the day. Like eating. Like breathing.

      Cash and Chance watched from the bunk, their heads tilted. Dominique lay by the fire, chewing on a piece of dried tendon. Malamar was outside, guarding the perimeter as he often did. Bear was asleep. Fluff was trying to catch a sunbeam.

      Brute finished with a deep shudder and a hot rush inside her. He held himself there, knotted, for a few minutes before slipping out. He licked the back of her neck once, a thank you, then wandered off to get a drink of water.

      Lexi pushed herself up and went back to scrubbing the floor. A trickle of warmth ran down her inner thigh. She ignored it. She would clean herself later. Or one of the dogs would.

      This was her life. It was simple. It was filthy. It was perfect.

      After the floor was clean, she pulled on her jeans and coat to go outside and check the meat. The sun was high, the sky a hard, clear blue. The cold was brutal but clean. Malamar was sitting like a statue on a small hillock, watching the tree line. He saw her and trotted down.

      She dug into the snowdrift. The moose haunch was still solid, a little smaller from the steaks she’d cut off yesterday. It would last another week, maybe more. She patted the snow back into place.

      Malamar nudged her hand. He had something in his mouth. He dropped it at her feet. A perfectly clean, white rabbit skull. A gift.

      She picked it up. “Thanks, handsome.” She scratched behind his ears. He leaned into it, his eyes closing in bliss.

      They went back inside. The warmth wrapped around her. She took off her outer layers. The rabbit skull she placed on a shelf next to the canned beans. A trophy.

      The afternoon passed slowly. She mended a tear in her only pair of socks. She taught Fluff to shake hands for a piece of dried moose jerky. She dozed by the fire with Bear’s head in her lap.

      But a restlessness was growing in her. A memory was pushing at the edges of her calm. Trent. He was out there somewhere. The world was out there. The thought was an intrusion, like a rock in her shoe.

      As if sensing her mood, the pack became more attentive. Dominique brought her a chew toy. Cash licked her elbow. But it was Malamar who finally came and sat in front of her, his gaze intense.

      He wanted to distract her. He wanted to pull her back into the now, into the pack.

      He nosed at the button of her jeans.

      A smile touched her lips. He was right. This was what she needed. To lose herself in them. To forget anything else existed.

      She stood up and let her jeans fall. She lay down on the rug, open to him.

      But Malamar didn’t mount her right away. He looked at the other dogs and let out a short, sharp bark.

      They all perked up. This was different. He was giving an order.

      Malamar positioned himself at her head. He lay down beside her, his body pressed along her side. He began to lick her face, her throat.

      Brute understood next. He moved to her other side, mirroring Malamar, and began licking her arm, her shoulder.

      Then Bear. He lay across her legs, his heavy weight pinning her gently, and started licking her knee, her calf.

      Cash and Chance took positions near her hips, their tongues bathing her skin. Dominique settled near her feet. Even Fluff joined in, licking her toes.

      They were all licking her at once. Every inch of her skin was being washed by rough, warm, wet tongues. It was a cascade of sensation. It tickled. It aroused. It overwhelmed. She was drowning in their attention, a willing sacrifice at the center of a loving, animal ritual.

      She laughed, a breathless, giddy sound. She squirmed under the relentless grooming, but there was no escape, nor did she want one. The restlessness was gone, burned away by pure physical sensation.

      The licking slowed, became more intimate. Malamar focused on her mouth, licking deep inside, sharing his breath. Brute moved to her breasts, suckling and nipping gently. Bear nuzzled between her thighs, his broad tongue finding her core.

      They were building her up, together. It was coordinated, like they had planned it. Her pleasure was the pack’s project.

      She was panting, her hips lifting off the rug, seeking more. Just when she thought she couldn’t take anymore, Malamar moved.

      He mounted her, but not in the usual way. He turned around, presenting his rear to her face while entering her from behind. It was a dominant, exposing position. She understood. She took him into her mouth as he thrust into her body.

      At the same time, Brute moved to her front. As Malamar filled her from behind, Brute pushed into her mouth, replacing Malamar. She was being fucked in both holes at once, a double penetration that stretched her to the limit. The feeling was incredible, obscene, perfect.

      The other dogs whined and circled, excited by the sight and the intense smells. She could hear them, feel their hot breath on her skin.

      Malamar and Brute found a rhythm, moving in opposite strokes, using her completely. She was just a body for their pleasure, a vessel, and she loved it. Her mind blanked. There was only feeling. The hard thrusts, the thick fullness, the salty taste, the sounds of their panting and her own choked moans.

      They came almost together. Malamar first, his knot swelling inside her, locking them. Then Brute, flooding her mouth. She swallowed convulsively, her own climax ripping through her, sharper for being so thoroughly used.

      They stayed like that, locked and connected, for long minutes. The other dogs quieted, lying down around them, a living blanket.

      When Malamar finally slipped free, Lexi could barely move. She was a boneless heap on the rug, covered in saliva and sweat and spend. The dogs moved in then, not for sex, but for cleanup. They licked her clean with gentle, thorough strokes, washing every part of her. It was tender. It was aftercare. It was pack love.

      She fell asleep right there on the floor, surrounded by warm bodies.

      She dreamed of running. Not on two legs, but on four. Through deep snow, under a full moon, the pack around her, their howls music in the frozen air. She was one of them. Fur and tooth and claw.

      She woke with a start. The fire was low. It was dark outside. The dogs were sleeping. But something was wrong.

      Malamar was awake. He was standing at the door, his head cocked, his ears pricked forward. A low growl rumbled in his chest.

      Lexi sat up, pulling her coat around her. “What is it?”

      All the dogs were awake now, tense and silent, looking at the door.

      Then she heard it. A distant, mechanical whine. Growing louder.

      A snowmobile.

      Trent.

      A bolt of pure panic shot through her. It wasn’t joy. It wasn’t relief. It was fear. He was coming to break apart her world.

      The sound got closer, then stopped nearby. Voices. Two of them. Trent and someone else.

      “...totally buried, took me days to dig out the Ski-Doo from my place… hoped she’d be okay…” Trent’s voice, muffled by the door.

      Another male voice answered. “If she’s smart, she stayed put. Place is sturdy.”

      Footsteps crunched in the snow toward the door.

      Lexi looked around the hut in wild desperation. It was a mess. The bed was a tangle of blankets. The rug was stained. The smell… the smell in here was undeniable. Sex and dog and raw animal life.

      And she was half-naked, her hair wild, her skin marked with love bites from rough tongues.

      The dogs were all on their feet now, forming a loose half-circle between her and the door. Malamar was in front, his growl deepening. His lips pulled back, showing white teeth.

      “No,” Lexi whispered fiercely. “No, Malamar. Stand down.”

      He glanced back at her, confused. Protecting her from an intruder was his job.

      A fist pounded on the door. “Lexi! You in there? It’s Trent!”

      She had seconds. She scrambled into her jeans, zipped them, threw her sweater on inside-out. She ran her hands through her hair. It was hopeless.

      “Just a minute!” she called, her voice too high.

      She looked at the dogs. “Back,” she ordered, pointing to the far wall. “Go lie down. Now.”

      They hesitated. Malamar looked from her to the door, conflicted.

      “Malamar, down!” she said, putting all the authority she had into the command.

      With a last, uncertain whine, he obeyed. He slunk to the back wall, followed by the others. They lay down, but their eyes were fixed on the door, their bodies tense.

      Lexi took a deep, shaking breath. She unlocked the door and pulled it open.

      Trent stood there, covered in snow, his face red with cold. Behind him was a big man she didn’t know, bundled in orange snow gear. Both men blinked at the wave of heat and smell that rolled out of the hut.

      “Lexi! Thank God,” Trent said, his eyes sweeping over her. He looked past her into the hut, taking in the dogs lined up against the wall, the messy bunk, the glowing stove. “You’re okay. The dogs are okay.” He sounded relieved, but his nose wrinkled slightly. “Place smells like a kennel in here.”

      “It’s been a week,” Lexi said flatly, blocking the doorway. “With seven dogs. What do you expect?”

      The other man peered over Trent’s shoulder. “Smart to bring ‘em in. Brutal cold snap.” His eyes lingered on Lexi a beat too long. She knew what she looked like. Feral.

      “This is Randy,” Trent said, gesturing to the man. “Neighbor with a plow on his Ski-Doo. We can get you out. Pack your stuff. The storm’s long gone, but more weather’s coming mid-week.”

      Get out. The words were a death sentence.

      “The dogs?” she asked, her throat tight.

      “I’ll hook ‘em to the sled. They can run back to my place. It’s what they’re trained for.” Trent took a step forward, intending to come in.

      Malamar growled. A deep, vicious sound that filled the small space.

      Trent froze, his eyes widening. “Malamar? Hey, boy. It’s me.”

      Malamar didn’t wag his tail. He didn’t move. His growl was a continuous warning rumble. Brute and Bear added their own low growls. The pack was a solid, growling wall of fur and teeth.

      “Whoa,” Randy said, taking a step back. “They’re protective of her.”

      “They’ve never done this,” Trent said, baffled and a little hurt. “Malamar, down! Heel!”

      Malamar ignored him. His eyes were on Lexi. Waiting for her signal.

      Trent looked from his lead dog to Lexi. Understanding dawned slowly, horribly, on his face. He looked at her wild hair, her flushed cheeks, the possessive way the dogs were positioned around her. He smelled the air again, really smelled it. Not just dog. Something muskier. Something human.

      His eyes dropped to her neck, where a faint red mark from Brute’s affectionate nibbling was visible above her sweater collar.

      Disgust and disbelief twisted his features. “What… what have you been doing in here?”

      Lexi lifted her chin. She didn’t answer. She didn’t need to. The truth was in the air, in the dogs’ behavior, in her eyes.

      “Jesus Christ,” Trent breathed, backing up a step. “You sick bitch.”

      Randy looked confused, then his eyes swept the hut again, and a different understanding clicked. His face paled. “Oh, hell no.”

      “Get out,” Lexi said, her voice surprisingly steady.

      “They’re my dogs!” Trent shouted, anger rising. “You’re coming with us! This is… this is insane!”

      He made a move to push past her.

      That was a mistake.

      Malamar moved like lightning. He didn’t bite. He launched himself forward, slamming his full weight into Trent’s chest, knocking him sprawling backwards into the snow. He stood over him, his muzzle inches from Trent’s face, a snarl ripping from his throat that promised torn flesh.

      Brute and Bear surged forward, flanking Malamar, adding their snarls to the chorus. Cash, Chance, Dominique, and Fluff fanned out behind Lexi, a bristling, growling barrier.

      Randy stumbled back, his hands up. “Okay, okay! Easy! Trent, man, get up! Let’s go!”

      Trent scrambled backwards in the snow, terror in his eyes. He looked past the snarling dogs to Lexi, who stood framed in the doorway, the pack at her back.

      “You’re dead!” he yelled, his voice cracking. “You hear me? When you run out of food, you’re dead! They’ll eat you!”

      “They take care of me,” Lexi said quietly. “Better than anyone ever has.”

      She looked at Malamar. “Enough. Let him go.”

      Malamar gave Trent one last, warning snap of his jaws, then backed up to stand beside Lexi, his body still rigid with tension.

      Trent got to his feet, shaking. He and Randy backed toward their snowmobile, never turning their backs on the dogs.

      “You’re a monster,” Trent spat at her.

      “No,” Lexi said, a strange smile touching her lips. “I’m pack.”

      She closed the door. She locked it. She leaned against it, her heart hammering.

      Outside, the snowmobile engine roared to life and faded away into the silent wilderness.

      She was safe. They were gone.

      She turned to face the dogs. They were all looking at her, their aggression melting away, replaced by concern. Malamar whined and nudged her hand.

      She sank to her knees on the rug. The pack closed in around her, licking her face, nuzzling her, whining softly. They had protected her. They had chosen her over their old master.

      She wrapped her arms around Malamar’s neck and buried her face in his fur. The last thread connecting her to the old world had just been severed.

      There was no going back now. Not that she wanted to.

      The outside world thought she was a monster. A sick, lost thing.

      But here, in the warmth of the hut, surrounded by her pack, Lexi knew the truth.

      She was right where she belonged with her pack.
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      The silence after the snowmobile faded was the deepest Lexi had ever heard. It wasn’t just quiet. It was a final, closing door. She stayed on her knees, her arms around Malamar’s neck, breathing in his familiar smell. The other dogs pressed close, a living wall of comfort. They knew. They had driven off the intruder. The pack was secure.

      After a long time, she let go and stood up. Her legs were shaky. She went to the window and wiped a clear spot. Nothing but white trees and blue shadows. No sign of Trent or Randy. They were really gone.

      A strange energy buzzed through her. It wasn’t fear. It was a fierce, bright certainty. This was hers now. The hut. The territory. The pack. Trent had given up his claim when he ran. By the old rules, by the only rules that mattered out here, she had won.

      She turned from the window. The dogs watched her, waiting for her lead.

      “Okay,” she said, her voice firm in the quiet. “We need to be smart.”

      Trent’s last words echoed. When you run out of food… He was right about one thing. The moose wouldn’t last forever. And now he knew where she was. He might come back with others. With cops. Or he might just leave her to die, hoping the winter would clean up his problem.

      She couldn’t let either happen.

      First, she needed to move the meat. If they came poking around, she didn’t want them finding her larder. She bundled up and, with Malamar and Brute as escorts, she dug the frozen haunch out of the snowdrift by the door. It was heavy, but she dragged it farther into the woods, to a spot near the frozen creek where a fallen tree created a natural cache. She covered it with bark and loose snow. Good.

      Back inside, she took stock. The canned food was low. Maybe three days’ worth if she stretched it. The dog kibble was about the same. The woodpile was okay. She had the axe Trent left for splitting logs.

      She looked at the dogs. They were her real resource. They could hunt. They could warn her. They could keep her warm. And they were loyal to her, not to a bag of kibble.

      That afternoon, she didn’t let them out to play. She put them to work. Using an old harness she found in a corner, she rigged a crude pull system. She had Brute, Bear, and Malamar drag more deadfall from the nearby woods to the side of the hut, building up the woodpile. The dogs seemed to enjoy having a job, a purpose that mimicked their sled training.

      While they worked, she took the axe and chopped wood until her shoulders burned. The physical labor felt good. It cleared her head. She was no longer a passive victim of the wilderness. She was shaping it, surviving in it, with her pack.

      As the sun began to dip, casting long orange rays across the snow, she called them in. They were panting, happy, their tongues lolling. She fed them a small portion of kibble mixed with chunks of raw moose meat. They ate eagerly.

      She cooked a piece of moose steak for herself in the fire, searing it in a pan. She ate it with her fingers, the juices running down her chin. It tasted like freedom.

      After dinner, the usual rituals began. But tonight felt different. There was a new edge to it. A celebration. They had defended their home. They had worked together.

      Dominique initiated it. She came over and started licking Lexi’s greasy fingers clean, her tongue rough and thorough. Then she nudged Lexi’s hand toward her own body, guiding Lexi’s fingers into her fur. It was an invitation, but not for sex. For grooming. Lexi understood. She began to scratch and rub Dominique’s back, finding the spots that made the female husky’s leg thump happily.

      This sparked the others. Soon, all seven dogs were vying for her attention, pushing their heads under her hands, rolling over for belly rubs. She laughed, a real, full-bodied sound, as she was mobbed by furry love. She groomed them with her fingers, picking bits of leaves from their fur, checking their paws for ice. They reciprocated, licking her arms, her face, her neck. It was a mutual adoration society, a bonding that went deeper than the sex.

      But the sex was never far away.

      As the fire burned down to coals, Malamar approached. He nuzzled her, then gently pushed her onto her back on the rug. He stood over her, not mounting her, just looking down at her with those intense blue eyes. He lowered his head and licked her lips, a slow, possessive kiss.

      Then he did something new. He lay down beside her, on his side, and nudged her until she spooned against his belly, her back to his chest. He wrapped his body around hers, his chin resting on her shoulder. He was holding her.

      The other dogs arranged themselves around them. Brute pressed against her front. Bear lay across their legs. Cash and Chance curled up at their heads. Dominique and Fluff settled at their feet.

      They were all touching, a single, breathing entity in the dim light. Lexi had never felt so safe, so completely enveloped. This was belonging. This was family.

      She slept deeply, dreamlessly.

      The next few days fell into a new routine. A better one. She woke early, stoked the fire, and went out with Malamar and Brute to check the perimeter. They would follow the tree line, their ears pricked for sounds of engines or strangers. They found nothing but rabbit tracks and the distant call of a raven.

      In the mornings, they worked. She chopped wood. The dogs, using their harness system, helped her drag a huge, dead pine trunk closer to the hut, a project that would feed the stove for weeks. She taught them to bring her specific things—a stick, the water bucket. They were eager to please, thrilled with her praise.

      In the afternoons, they hunted. She didn’t have a gun, but the dogs were her weapon. She’d take them to the creek area and watch as they worked as a team, flushing a snowshoe hare from its hide. They’d chase it, not for sport, but for food. Malamar was usually the one to make the kill, a quick, efficient snap of his jaws. She’d skin and gut the hare, giving the organs to the dogs as a reward, keeping the meat for the stew pot. It wasn’t much, but it added to the moose, stretching their supplies.

      Her body hardened. Her muscles grew lean and strong from the work. Her skin, always being licked by rough tongues, became smoother, almost polished. She stopped wearing clothes inside altogether. The dogs’ fur and the fire’s heat were enough. She moved among them naked, unselfconscious, as natural as any of them.

      The sex was constant, but it had changed. It was less about frantic taking and more about connection. It was how they communicated, how they reassured each other, how they shared pleasure. Sometimes it was quick, a midday mounting against the woodpile while the others played in the snow. Sometimes it was slow and lazy by the fire, with the whole pack participating in a long, drawn-out session of mutual attention. She lost count of how many times she came in a day. It didn’t matter. Pleasure was just another part of life, like hunger or thirst, to be satisfied without guilt.

      One evening, about a week after Trent had left, she was teaching them a new game. She had a piece of jerky. She made them all sit in a circle. She’d point to one, say their name, and toss the treat. They had to wait their turn. They learned fast, especially for food.

      She was pointing at Chance when Malamar suddenly stiffened. His head snapped toward the door. A low growl, not loud, but deadly serious, vibrated in his chest.

      Instantly, the playful mood vanished. Every dog was on its feet, ears forward, eyes fixed on the door. Silence.

      Then Lexi heard it. Faint. The whine of a snowmobile engine. Not coming close this time. Circling. Maybe a mile or two away, through the trees.

      Her blood ran cold. Trent. Or someone else. Scouting.

      She looked at the pack. They were looking at her. Waiting.

      She made a quick decision. “Malamar. Brute. With me. The rest, stay. Guard.”

      She pulled on her boots and coat, not bothering with anything else. She grabbed the axe. Malamar and Brute fell in beside her, their bodies tense.

      She slipped out the door into the twilight. The sound was clearer outside, moving slowly along what might have been a distant trail. A search pattern.

      She couldn’t let them find the hut. Not again.

      She looked at Malamar and pointed in the direction of the sound. “Go,” she whispered. “Make noise. Lead them away. But don’t get caught. Don’t let them see you.”

      He understood. He touched his nose to her hand, then melted into the shadows with Brute right behind him. They were silent as ghosts.

      Lexi waited, her heart pounding, the axe handle slick in her grip.

      Minutes passed. The snowmobile sound droned on.

      Then, from the opposite direction of the hut, a sound erupted. It was the most beautiful, terrifying sound she had ever heard. A chorus of howls. Not just Malamar and Brute. She heard Cash’s higher pitch, Bear’s deep bass. Dominique’s melodic cry. They had all followed, ignoring her ‘stay’ command. The entire pack was out there, creating a racket far from her location.

      The snowmobile engine revved, changed direction, and headed straight toward the howling.

      Good. Let them chase ghosts in the dark woods.

      The howls kept moving, leading the machine on a wild goose chase, fading farther and farther into the distance until both the howls and the engine whine disappeared into the vast, swallowing silence of the Alaskan wilderness.

      Lexi stood alone in the dark for a long time, listening to nothing but her own breath.

      They came back an hour later, materializing out of the trees one by one, panting, their eyes bright with mischief. They circled her, wagging their tails, nudging her as if to say, Did you see that? We tricked them!

      She hugged each one, burying her face in their cold fur. “My clever, clever boys and girls,” she murmured. “My good, good pack.”

      That night, in front of the fire, she rewarded them. Not with food, but with herself. She gave herself to each of them completely, worshipfully. She let Malamar take her with a slow, deep intensity that felt like a vow. She welcomed Brute’s powerful thrusts, Bear’s gentle possession, the twins’ eager double-teaming. She let Dominique, in a rare show of dominance, mount her leg while licking her face. She even let little Fluff have his clumsy, enthusiastic turn.

      It was a marathon of flesh and feeling, a sacrament under the flickering firelight. When they were all spent, lying in a tangled, contented heap, Lexi knew with absolute certainty that no one would ever take this from her. The outside world could send its machines and its men. They would find only deep snow, silent trees, and if they were very unlucky, a pack of wolves who knew how to protect their own.
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        * * *

      

      Spring came late to the high country. The snow softened. Drips from the roof carved holes in the drifts. The creek groaned and cracked as it began to thaw.

      Lexi stood outside the hut, wearing only a pair of cut-off jeans. The sun had real warmth in it. Her skin was tanned golden brown. Her body was a map of muscle and small scars from a winter of work and play. Her hair was long, tangled, bleached by the sun.

      Beside her, Malamar sat, watching a squirrel chitter in a tree. The rest of the pack were scattered nearby, soaking up the sun, dozing.

      She was cutting the last of the moose meat, now stringy and freezer-burned, into a stew pot. The cans were gone. The kibble was a memory. But they had done it. They had survived the winter.

      No one else had come. The snowmobile that one night was the last attempt. Maybe Trent had given up. Maybe he’d told his story and no one believed him. Or maybe they did, and they were too scared to come looking for the crazy dog woman in the woods.

      It didn’t matter.

      She heard a rustle in the bushes. Malamar’s ears twitched, but he didn’t growl. It was familiar.

      Dominique emerged, her tail held high. She trotted over and dropped a fat, dead ground squirrel at Lexi’s feet. Fresh kill.

      Lexi smiled. “Thank you, beautiful.” She scratched Dominique’s ears. The pack would eat well today.

      She looked around at her family. At the hut that was her den. At the vast, green-and-white wilderness that was her kingdom.

      She was not a lost blogger. She was not a monster. She was not a victim.

      She was Lexi, of the pack. The alpha’s mate. The heart of this wild, beautiful, filthy, perfect world.

      She threw her head back and howled, a long, ululating cry of pure joy.

      And one by one, her pack lifted their voices and joined her, their song echoing through the waking forest, a declaration to the empty sky.

      They were home.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Two for the Master

          

        

      

    

    
    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter One

          

        

      

    

    
      The sun beat down on the sprawling campus of the University of California, Davis, baking the pavement and making the air shimmer. It was a world away from the small, damp town I’d called home for most of my life. For me, Leanna West, this place was heaven. The UC Davis School of Veterinary Medicine was one of the best in the entire country, and somehow, impossibly, I was here. A full scholarship had covered the terrifying mountain of tuition, a fact that still made my head spin if I thought about it too long.

      Of course, a scholarship didn’t pay for ramen noodles or the bus fare to get across a campus the size of a small country. I needed a job, and fast. Luck, it seemed, was my new best friend. Tacked to a bulletin board in the student union was a flyer for a part-time kennel assistant at a place called the “Companion Care Clinic.” It was run by a Dr. Kris Nash, a local vet with a reputation for being brilliant but a little intense.

      I walked into the clinic for my interview and my breath caught in my throat. Kris wasn’t some stuffy, older man in a white coat. She was a woman, maybe ten years older than me, with sharp green eyes and a mane of dark hair pulled back in a messy, sexy knot. She wore scrubs, but they couldn’t hide the fact that her body was incredible. Her breasts were full and pressed against the thin fabric of her top, and her hips had a curve that made my mouth go dry.

      “So, you’re Leanna,” she said, her voice a low, husky rumble that sent a shiver straight down my spine. She leaned against the reception desk, crossing her arms under her chest, which only accentuated her perfect tits. “The resume says you’re top of your class.”

      “I try to be,” I managed to stammer, my face flushing hot. I felt like a clumsy kid next to her.

      She smiled, a slow, knowing curve of her lips. “Good. I like ambition.” Her eyes roamed over me, not in a professional way, but in a way that made my skin tingle. “I need someone who isn’t afraid to get their hands dirty. This isn’t just cuddling puppies.”

      “I’m not afraid of hard work,” I said, my voice a little stronger.

      “I can see that,” she purred. The look in her eyes was unmistakable. It was pure, undiluted interest. I’d had crushes before, but this was something else. This was a magnetic pull, a current of electricity arcing between us in the quiet, sterile-smelling lobby.

      Then she dropped the other bombshell. “I also own the fourplex next door. The corner unit just opened up. If the work thing works out, maybe we can figure out a deal on the rent.”

      My life felt like it was clicking into place, one perfect piece after another. A scholarship, a job in my chosen field, and now, a place to live, all wrapped up in the unbelievably sexy package of my new boss. It was almost too good to be true.

      By the time September rolled around, I was settled in. My little apartment was perfect, my classes were fascinating, and the clinic had become my second home. I was falling more and more in love with the idea of being a vet, but I was also falling deeper and deeper into my obsession with Kris.

      We worked side-by-side every day. Our hands would brush as we passed instruments. She’d stand behind me, leaning over my shoulder to look at a chart, her warm breath tickling my ear, her breasts pressing against my back. Every touch was a jolt, every shared glance a secret conversation. I knew she felt it too. The air between us was so thick with unspoken desire it felt like you could cut it with a knife.

      We never talked about it, but we didn’t have to. It was just there. A simmering pot waiting to boil over. I knew, with a certainty that settled deep in my bones, that before I graduated, we would be together. The thought alone was enough to keep me up at night.

      And oh, the nights. Alone in my bed, I would close my eyes and it was always her I saw. I’d imagine her hands on my skin, her mouth on mine. I’d strip off my clothes, my body already humming with anticipation. My hands would roam over my own breasts, squeezing the soft flesh, pinching my nipples until they were hard, aching points. I’d think about Kris doing it, about her perfect lips wrapping around my nipples.

      My other hand would slide down my stomach, my fingers combing through the neat patch of hair between my legs. I’d be so wet already, just from thinking about her. I’d tease myself, circling my clit with my fingertips, my hips bucking up off the bed. I’d draw it out, imagining it was Kris’s tongue, her fingers, exploring every inch of me. The fantasies got filthier, more detailed. I’d think about her on top of me, our legs tangled together, our slick pussies rubbing against each other.

      When I finally let myself come, it was always explosive. My whole body would bow off the bed, a silent scream on my lips as wave after wave of pleasure crashed through me. I’d be left gasping, my heart hammering against my ribs, a sticky, satisfied mess. It was the only way I could get to sleep, but it only made the craving for the real thing stronger.

      One Thursday evening, I was the last one at the clinic, closing up. I had a light class schedule on Friday and the whole weekend stretched out ahead of me, empty and promising. I was just about to lock the front door when a pair of headlights cut through the darkness, pulling into the parking lot. A sleek black sedan I didn’t recognize parked right by the entrance.

      A man in an expensive-looking suit got out. He looked agitated, his face pale and drawn. He opened the back door and a massive dog jumped out, pulling on the leash. The dog was huge, a mix of something powerful and unknown, with thick, soft-looking black fur and muscles that rippled under his skin.

      The man practically dragged the dog to the door where I was standing. “You have to take him,” he said, his voice trembling. He shoved a thick wad of cash into my hand. “Please. Just take him. We can’t have him in our home anymore. He’s… he’s evil. You need to put him to sleep. I’ll pay whatever you want, just get this satanic beast out of my life.”

      I looked down at the dog. He wasn’t snarling or growling. He was just sitting there, his head tilted, looking up at me with the most intelligent, soulful brown eyes I had ever seen. He didn’t look evil. He looked magnificent.

      “Sir, what happened?” I asked, trying to keep my voice calm. I counted the cash in my hand. Five hundred-dollar bills. More than enough for any procedure.

      “My wife bought him online,” the man blurted out, tears welling in his eyes. “From some place… Blackwood Kennels, I think. They said he was a special companion, totally trained. But he’s not… he’s not right.” He shook his head, unable to go on. “Just do it. Please. Our family never wants to see him again.”

      He thrust the leash into my hand and practically ran back to his car, peeling out of the parking lot like the hounds of hell were on his heels. I stood there, holding the leash, the dog sitting patiently at my feet. His name tag was a simple, worn piece of metal that read ‘Thor’.

      “Thor, huh?” I said softly, kneeling down in front of him. He was even bigger up close. I could feel the raw power coiled in his body. I ran my hands over his head, his fur incredibly soft, like velvet. I scratched behind his ears and he leaned into my touch, letting out a low, contented groan. “So what did you do, big guy? What could possibly be so bad?”

      I was so close to his face, looking into his deep brown eyes, when it happened. He let out a soft huff, a warm puff of air that wasn’t a bark or a pant. It was a deliberate exhalation, and it washed right over my face. I inhaled instinctively, and the air filled my lungs, my mouth, my nose. It wasn’t bad breath. It was… sweet. Like honey and wildflowers.

      A strange, tingling warmth spread through my chest, flowing down my arms and legs. It was a pleasant, buzzing sensation, like I’d just sipped a glass of really good wine. I shook my head, a little dizzy. What the hell was that?

      I stood up, looking down at the magnificent animal. I couldn’t do it. I couldn’t put this beautiful creature to sleep because some rich guy got spooked. There was no aggression in him, only a calm, watchful intelligence. I looked at the clinic, at the cold, steel cages inside. No way. He deserved better than that.

      I made a decision right then and there. I found a piece of paper and scribbled a long, detailed note for Kris, explaining everything the man had said, about the kennel, the money, the dog. I told her I was taking him home for the weekend and we’d figure out what to do with him on Monday. I folded the five hundred-dollar bills and tucked them inside an envelope with the note, leaving it on her desk.

      “Okay, Thor,” I said, clipping the leash to his collar. “You’re coming home with me.”

      He followed me without any resistance, trotting calmly beside me to my beat-up old car. I opened the passenger door and he hopped in as if he did it every day, settling himself on the seat. The drive to my apartment was only ten minutes, but the whole time, that strange tingling warmth lingered in my body. My skin felt hypersensitive, and a low, dull thrum of arousal was building deep in my belly. I kept glancing over at Thor, who just stared out the window, a silent, powerful presence.

      When we got to my place, I unclipped his leash at the door. He followed me inside, his nails clicking softly on the hardwood floor. I got him a bowl of water and some food from the clinic, which he devoured. I sat down on the couch, opening my laptop to try and find this ‘Blackwood Kennels’ online, but I couldn’t focus.

      My eyes kept drifting to him. He finished his water and began to explore the small apartment, sniffing everything with a quiet curiosity. He came out of my bedroom and walked directly over to me. He didn’t jump on me or bark. He just pushed his massive head between my knees and rested it on my lap, letting out a long, sighing breath.

      My heart melted. I closed the laptop and ran my fingers through his thick, soft fur. “You poor baby,” I whispered. “I don’t know what happened, but I promise I won’t let anyone hurt you.” I leaned down and kissed the top of his head, right between his ears.

      And that’s when he did it again.

      He lifted his head, and before I knew what was happening, his mouth was on mine. It wasn’t a lick. It was a kiss. His lips were soft and firm, pressing against mine with an unnerving human-like intention. I froze, my brain short-circuiting. Then, his tongue slid out, parting my lips and easing into my mouth.

      The taste was incredible. It was like the sweet air he had breathed into me before, but a hundred times stronger. A hazy, blissful fog rolled over my mind, washing away every thought, every doubt. My eyes fluttered closed. A thrill, dark and delicious, shot through my entire body. This was wrong. This was insane. But God, it felt good.

      He pulled back slightly, then licked my face, his rough tongue tracing a hot path from my jaw to my earlobe. Then he kissed me again, his tongue delving deeper into my mouth, exploring, tasting. The flavor intensified, and with it, the arousal that had been simmering inside me exploded into a raging fire. I could feel my pussy getting wet, my clit throbbing with a desperate need.

      He would pull back for a moment, letting me gasp for air, only to kiss me again, pushing more of that intoxicating nectar into my system. I was lost. Any rational part of my brain had been completely shut down. I wasn’t thinking anymore; I was just feeling. And all I wanted was more.

      I don’t know how long we sat there, me on the couch and this incredible dog on the floor, locked in that strange, hypnotic embrace. Time seemed to dissolve. My hands, which had been resting on his head, began to wander, stroking his thick neck, his powerful shoulders. My body was on fire, aching for a release I couldn’t even comprehend.

      Without thinking, my hands moved to the hem of my t-shirt. I pulled it over my head, tossing it aside. My bra followed, freeing my breasts. The cool air on my heated skin made me gasp. My nipples were hard, tight little beads, and I cupped my breasts in my hands, offering them to him.

      Thor seemed to understand. He lowered his head, his warm, wet tongue laving first one nipple, then the other. The sensation was electric. Bolts of pleasure shot straight from my tits to my clit, making me cry out. I leaned back against the couch cushions, my legs falling open. I was completely under his spell, a willing passenger on this journey into the unknown.

      He alternated between kissing me, flooding my system with that mind-altering substance, and licking my breasts, my neck, the sensitive skin behind my ears. His tongue was everywhere, a masterful instrument of pleasure. Then it traveled lower, tracing a path down my stomach, dipping into my navel, and then moving to the inside of my thighs.

      I was writhing on the couch now, my hands pinching and pulling my own nipples, my hips grinding against nothing. I was so turned on I thought I would die from it. I needed to be touched. I needed to be filled.

      As if reading my mind, Thor moved his head between my spread legs. His nose nudged against the soaked fabric of my shorts. I whimpered, lifting my hips. His magical tongue snaked out, lapping against the fabric, right over my aching cunt. It was too much. With frantic movements, I shoved my shorts and panties down, kicking them away. I was completely naked, spread open and vulnerable in front of this animal.

      And I had never felt more powerful.

      He licked me then, his long, rough tongue dragging from my asshole all the way up to my clit. I screamed, my back arching off the couch. It was the most intense thing I had ever felt. He did it again, and again, his tongue lapping at my dripping folds. Then he stiffened his tongue and pushed it inside me.

      I cried out again, my hands fisting in his fur. His tongue was impossibly long, reaching places inside me I didn’t know existed. He wasn’t just licking me; he was fucking me with his tongue, thrusting it in and out, curling it to stroke my inner walls. My mind went blank, consumed by a white-hot haze of pure pleasure. I was nothing but a collection of nerve endings, all of them firing at once.

      This went on for what felt like an eternity. The assault on my senses was relentless. I was riding a wave of ecstasy so high I was afraid I’d never come down. My body was slick with sweat, my breath coming in ragged gasps. In the midst of this overwhelming pleasure, my hands roamed down his body, exploring his powerful form.

      My fingers brushed against something hanging between his hind legs. It was hard and hot. My curiosity piqued through the fog of arousal. I shifted my position, reaching under him, and wrapped my hand around his cock.

      My eyes flew open.

      He was enormous. Bigger than any dog I had ever seen, even in my veterinary textbooks. It was thick and long, with a pointed tip and a massive, bulging knot at the base. It felt like velvet-covered steel in my hand, and it throbbed with a life of its own. A primal, guttural need took over me.

      I shifted again, leaning down until my face was level with his crotch. I stuck out my tongue and gave the underside of his shaft a tentative lick. He tasted musky and wild. I licked him again, from the base to the tip, then circled the head with my tongue. A clear drop of fluid beaded at the tip, and I leaned forward and licked it off. It was sweet, just like his kisses.

      I opened my mouth and took the head of his cock inside. He was so big I had to stretch my jaw to accommodate him. He seemed to sense my inexperience and held perfectly still. I began to suck, moving my mouth up and down his shaft, taking a little more in each time. I wanted it all. I wanted to feel him in my throat.

      He began to move with me, his hips thrusting gently, pushing his cock deeper and deeper. I relaxed my throat, fighting my gag reflex, and with one final push, the entire length of him was inside my mouth, my nose buried in the fur of his sheath. I felt his knot, which had been outside my mouth, begin to swell, but it didn’t push past my lips. It swelled inside my mouth, locking his shaft securely in place.

      Then he came.

      A hot, thick torrent of cum spurted directly down my throat. It was endless. Load after load pumped into me, so much that I could feel my stomach starting to distend, to swell with the sheer volume of his seed. I was locked to him, forced to swallow everything he gave me. The feeling of being so completely used, so utterly filled, was the most intensely erotic thing I had ever experienced.

      Finally, the spurts slowed to a trickle. The knot in my mouth began to shrink, and he pulled his softening cock from my lips. I collapsed back against the couch, gasping for air. My stomach was painfully, wonderfully swollen. I looked down and saw that I looked a few months pregnant.

      The cum inside me seemed to amplify the haze I was in, turning it into a full-blown erotic stupor. I stumbled to the bathroom, my legs weak and shaky. I took a long, hot shower, the water cascading over my sensitive skin, but the fire inside me still burned. I crawled into bed, my body humming with a strange new energy, and fell into a deep, dreamless sleep.
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      For a moment, I just lay there, my body feeling strangely heavy and wonderfully sore. A dull, pleasant ache throbbed between my legs, and my stomach felt… full. I shifted, a deep, contented sigh escaping my lips as the memories of the previous night flooded my mind.

      Thor. His kisses, his tongue, his impossible cock filling my throat. A fresh wave of heat washed over me, and my pussy, already slick and wet, clenched with need. I ran a hand over my stomach. It was flat again. The massive amount of cum he had pumped into me had been completely absorbed by my body. The thought should have been horrifying, but it wasn’t. It was just… right.

      I sat up, swinging my legs over the side of the bed. My skin felt softer than it ever had before, smoother. I looked down at my breasts. My nipples seemed darker, puffier, and they were so sensitive they ached even from the brush of the cool morning air. I slipped a hand between my legs, my fingers sliding easily through my folds. I was soaked. My pussy lips felt plumper, more swollen than I remembered, and when I dipped two fingers inside my cunt, the feeling sent a jolt of pure pleasure straight up my spine.

      I pulled my fingers out and brought them to my lips. The taste was different. Sweeter, muskier. It was the taste of him, of us. I was changing. He was changing me, remaking my body to suit his needs, and the thought made me so incredibly hot I could barely stand it.

      Thor padded into the bedroom then, his nails clicking softly on the floor. He came to my side and nudged my hand with his massive head. I looked down into his intelligent brown eyes and my heart swelled with a feeling so intense it was almost painful. It wasn’t just lust. It was devotion. He was my master, my lover, my everything.

      “Good morning,” I whispered, my voice husky. I leaned down and kissed him, a soft, lingering press of my lips against his. He responded by parting his lips and sliding his incredible tongue into my mouth. That sweet, intoxicating nectar flowed into me, and my mind immediately began to fog over with that blissful, erotic haze. I moaned, sucking on his tongue, desperate for more.

      I had to go to class. The thought was annoying, a pesky interruption to what really mattered. But I had to keep up appearances. With a final, reluctant kiss, I pulled away and got dressed. I chose a short, pleated skirt and a thin cotton tank top, no bra, and definitely no panties. I wanted to feel the air on my wet, puffy pussy lips all day. I wanted to be constantly reminded of what was waiting for me at home.

      I grabbed a piece of toast and a bottle of water, then knelt by the door to say goodbye to my lover. I wrapped my arms around his thick neck, burying my face in his soft fur. “You be a good boy, Thor,” I murmured against his coat. “I’ll be thinking about you all day. I’ll come back as soon as I can.”

      He licked my cheek, a simple, affectionate gesture that sent shivers down my spine. I stood up, my body already humming with a low-level thrum of arousal, and walked out the door.

      Sitting in my lecture hall was a special kind of torture. The professor droned on about bovine anatomy, but all I could think about was Thor’s anatomy. The thick, heavy weight of his cock in my hand, the way it had felt pulsing in my throat. I squirmed in my seat, the hard plastic of the chair pressing against my bare ass.

      Under the cover of my desk, I hiked my skirt up. My fingers found their way between my legs, sliding through my slick folds. I was so wet it was obscene. I circled my clit with my fingertip, my breath hitching. I closed my eyes, picturing Thor’s head buried between my thighs, his long, rough tongue fucking my cunt.

      I brought my wet fingers to my mouth, licking them clean, tasting our combined essence. The taste was like a drug, making my head spin and my pussy ache with need. I did it again and again throughout the class, my fingers constantly toying with my dripping slit, keeping myself on the edge, lost in a fog of filthy fantasies. The other students were just a blur. The only thing that was real was the fire burning inside me.

      The second I got home, I was on my knees. I didn’t even bother to close the door all the way. Thor was there, waiting for me. I threw my arms around his neck, kissing him with a desperate hunger. He met my passion, his tongue plunging into my mouth, pouring that sweet, mind-altering nectar down my throat.

      I was instantly lost. The haze descended, thick and suffocating, wiping out every thought except the desperate need to be taken, to be used. I tore my clothes off, not even caring where they landed, and stumbled toward the living room, sinking to my hands and knees on the soft rug. I looked back at him over my shoulder, wiggling my ass in offering.

      “Please, Thor,” I whimpered, my voice thick with need. “Take me. Fuck me.”

      He understood. He moved behind me, his warm breath tickling my exposed cunt. He gave me a few long, slow licks, making me cry out, and then he mounted me. His powerful forelegs wrapped around my waist, his claws digging gently into my skin. I felt the hot, hard tip of his cock probing at my entrance, and then he thrust forward, burying his entire massive length inside me in one brutal stroke.

      “Aaaahhhh!” I screamed, my eyes rolling back in my head. He was so big, so deep, it felt like he was splitting me in two. The pain was sharp, but it was instantly swallowed by a wave of pure, unadulterated pleasure. He didn’t wait for me to adjust. He began to fuck me with a wild, primal rhythm, his hips pistoning, his thick cock slamming into my cervix over and over again.

      My body exploded. An orgasm tore through me, so violent it stole my breath. Before I could recover, another one crashed over me, and another. They came one after another, a relentless chain of pleasure that left me sobbing and shaking. I was just a vessel for his pleasure, a bitch to be bred, and I loved it.

      I felt the base of his cock begin to swell, the huge knot pressing against my stretched pussy lips. With a final, powerful shove, he forced it inside me. It popped past my entrance with a wet, sucking sound, and then it began to expand, growing larger and larger until it locked us together, a perfect, unbreakable seal.

      Then the flood began. A hot, comforting torrent of cum filled my womb, so much of it that my stomach started to swell again. The feeling of being so completely, utterly filled by him was the most blissful sensation I had ever known. I collapsed onto my forearms, my ass still high in the air, impaled on his magnificent cock, and just let the pleasure wash over me.

      We stayed locked together for a long time, his hot seed pumping into me, my body absorbing it, craving it. When he was finally empty, the knot shrank enough for him to pull out with a wet gush of fluid. I lay there on the rug, a panting, sweaty mess, my body humming with satisfaction.

      But he wasn’t done.

      After a few minutes of rest, while I lay in a daze, he mounted me again. He fucked me three more times that night, each time knotting inside me, each time flooding my body with his cum. I lost count of my orgasms, lost all track of time. I was just a creature of pure sensation, floating in a sea of endless ecstasy.

      He finally let me up around midnight, and I stumbled to the shower, my legs trembling so badly I could barely stand. I crawled into bed, my body exhausted but my mind still buzzing. Thor curled up at the foot of the bed, a warm, protective presence. I fell into a deep sleep, a smile on my face.

      I woke late Saturday morning, the sun already high in the sky. My body was deliciously sore, and my pussy was still puffy and sensitive. My stomach was slightly distended, a pleasant reminder of the night before. Thor was acting like a completely normal dog, just lounging on the floor, but every time I looked at him, my heart would start to race.

      The day was a lazy, hazy blur. I spent most of it on the couch, naked, idly playing with myself while I watched TV. I could feel small, subtle changes happening inside me, a shifting and rearranging of my very cells. My nipples and pussy seemed to be getting even more sensitive, and the constant, low-level arousal I felt was now just a normal part of my existence.

      I woke up early Sunday morning, the strange new energy thrumming through me stronger than ever. I felt powerful, alive, and incredibly horny. Thor was awake, watching me from his spot on the floor. I didn’t hesitate. I got out of bed and knelt on the floor, then lowered my chest to the ground, spreading my legs wide, presenting myself to him.

      He was on me in an instant. This time, there was no preamble, no licking. He just mounted me, his thick cock finding my sopping wet entrance and thrusting home. We fucked like animals, hard and fast, our bodies slapping together. I came within seconds, a screaming, thrashing orgasm that seemed to go on forever. When he knotted inside me, the feeling of his hot cum filling me was like coming home.

      We were still tied together, locked in our intimate embrace, when I heard a frantic pounding on my front door.

      “Leanna! Leanna, are you in there? Open the door!”

      It was Kris. My heart leaped into my throat. Panic warred with the fog of lust. Thor was still knotted inside me, his hot body pinning me to the floor. I couldn’t move.

      “Leanna, please! It’s an emergency!”

      The pounding grew more insistent. Thor finally pulled out of me with a wet pop, and his cum gushed down my thighs. I scrambled to my feet, my mind racing. I grabbed the first thing I could find, an oversized men’s button-down shirt, and threw it on. It barely covered my ass. I ran to the door, my heart pounding, and unlocked it.

      I pulled it open to find Kris standing there, her face pale, her eyes wide with a mixture of fear and urgency. She took one look at me—my disheveled hair, my flushed skin, the shirt that was clearly all I was wearing—and her jaw dropped.

      “Leanna, what… what’s going on?” she stammered. “I read your note. I looked up that kennel, Blackwood Kennels. Leanna, that dog… Thor… he’s not a normal dog.”

      Just then, Thor walked up beside me, pressing his warm body against my leg. He looked up at Kris, his brown eyes swirling with a hypnotic, mesmerizing light.

      Kris’s angry, panicked expression faltered. Her eyes lost focus, her body going slack. She slowly, as if in a trance, sank to her knees in front of him. She reached out a trembling hand to stroke his head.

      He leaned forward and blew his sweet, warm breath directly into her face.

      I watched the transformation happen. The fight went out of her eyes, replaced by the same hazy, blissful fog that had consumed me. A slow smile spread across my lips. I reached down, taking her hand and pulling her to her feet. I closed the door, pressing my body against hers, my lips finding the sensitive skin of her neck.

      “I know,” I whispered, my voice thick with seductive promise. “He’s special.” I ran my hand up her thigh, feeling her tremble. “He’s going to make you his bitch, too. But don’t worry. While he’s busy converting you, I’ll keep you company.”
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      Kris’s body was pliant in my hands, a warm, willing doll. Her green eyes, usually so sharp and full of fire, were hazy and unfocused, like a sea of green glass through which I could see the bottom of the ocean. She was breathing deeply, her chest rising and falling under the thin fabric of her scrubs. The sweet, musky scent of Thor’s breath still clung to her, mixing with her own unique perfume to create an intoxicating aroma.

      I’d fantasized about this moment for months. I’d imagined her in my bed, her hands on my skin, her mouth on my pussy. But this was so much better. This was real. And soon, she would be just like me. A devoted bitch for our master.

      “Come on, Kris,” I whispered, my voice a low, seductive purr. I took her hand, her fingers limp in mine, and led her toward the living room couch. Her steps were clumsy, her body moving as if in a dream. Thor followed us, his nails clicking on the floor, a silent, watchful guardian. His presence was a comforting, dominant weight in the room.

      I guided Kris to sit on the edge of the couch. She stared straight ahead, a beautiful, vacant statue. I knelt in front of her, my hands going to the hem of her scrub top. My heart was hammering against my ribs, a frantic, excited drum. This was it. I was finally going to see her.

      I lifted the shirt over her head. She wasn’t wearing a bra. Her breasts were even more perfect than I had imagined. They were full and heavy, with pale pink nipples that were already hardening into tight, little peaks. The air in the room was charged, thick with a sexual energy that made my own pussy throb.

      “You’re so beautiful,” I breathed, my hands hovering over her tits, afraid to touch, desperate to touch. I finally gave in, cupping the warm weight of them in my palms. Her skin was so soft, so smooth. I brushed my thumbs over her nipples, and she let out a soft, breathy sigh, her back arching slightly.

      The sound was like a spark to dry tinder. A surge of pure lust shot through me. I leaned forward and took one of her nipples into my mouth, swirling my tongue around the hard bud. I sucked gently, then harder, my free hand rolling and pinching her other nipple. Her sighs grew louder, more frequent. Her hands, which had been limp at her sides, came up to rest on my head, her fingers tangling in my hair.

      She wasn’t a doll anymore. She was responding.

      I moved to her other breast, giving it the same attention, my tongue and teeth teasing her sensitive flesh. I could feel the changes in her. The nectar from Thor’s breath was working its magic, flooding her system, awakening a primal, desperate need. I could smell her arousal, a sweet, tangy scent that made my mouth water.

      I pulled back, looking up at her face. Her eyes were still hazy, but now they were filled with a growing, confused hunger. “Leanna…” she whispered, her voice raspy. “What… what’s happening to me?”

      “Shhh,” I soothed, my hands moving to the waistband of her scrub pants. “Don’t think. Just feel.” I tugged the pants down her legs, taking her plain cotton panties with them. I tossed them aside, and there she was. Completely naked. Her pussy was neat and trimmed, the lips already swollen and glistening with her wetness.

      She was the most beautiful thing I had ever seen.

      Thor moved closer then, resting his massive head on my shoulder. He looked at Kris, his eyes glowing with that hypnotic light, and gave a low, possessive growl. Kris’s eyes widened, a flicker of fear warring with the lust in their depths. But then Thor leaned in and gave her pussy a long, slow lick with his magical tongue.

      “Oh, God!” Kris cried out, her body convulsing. Her hips bucked off the couch, a clear, slick fluid gushing from her cunt. The sight was the most erotic thing I had ever witnessed.

      I knew what I had to do. I pushed Kris’s legs apart, exposing her completely. I lowered my head, my mouth watering in anticipation. I had to taste her. I had to taste the changes he was making in her.

      I ran my tongue along her slick folds, and my eyes rolled back in my head. She tasted incredible. Like honey and spice and something wild, something purely Thor. It was the same taste I had discovered in my own pussy that morning. I was addicted. I plunged my tongue into her cunt, fucking her with it, lapping up her flowing juices.

      Kris was writhing on the couch now, her hands fisted in my hair, holding me to her. “Yes, Leanna, yes! Oh, God, don’t stop! Please don’t stop!” she cried, her voice a desperate, needy whine.

      I had no intention of stopping. I devoured her, my tongue exploring every inch of her hot, wet pussy. I found her clit, a hard, throbbing pearl, and I sucked it into my mouth, flicking it relentlessly with my tongue. She screamed, her whole body shaking as a powerful orgasm ripped through her.

      But she needed more. The nectar demanded more.

      While I was feasting on her cunt, Thor moved around the couch. He climbed up, his paws on the cushions, and began to lick her face and neck. Kris turned her head, her mouth open, and met his tongue in a passionate, sloppy kiss. She was sucking on his tongue, swallowing the juices he offered, her body arching up for more.

      The sight of them together, of her so willingly accepting his dominance, made me so hot I thought I would combust. I redoubled my efforts on her pussy, my tongue fucking her, my nose buried in her wet folds. She came again, her thighs clamping around my head, her cries of pleasure muffled by Thor’s mouth.

      Suddenly, her hands were pulling at my hair, not holding me in place, but trying to drag me up. “Leanna,” she gasped, her voice raw with need. “I need… I need more. I need to taste you. Let me taste you.”

      Who was I to argue?

      I scrambled onto the couch, straddling her face, my dripping pussy hovering just above her mouth. I looked down at her, at her lust-glazed eyes and her swollen, wet lips. Thor was still beside her, his head on her chest, watching us both.

      I lowered my cunt onto her waiting mouth. The first touch of her tongue was like an electric shock. She was clumsy at first, but she was a fast learner. She licked and sucked with a desperate, hungry enthusiasm, her hands gripping my ass, pulling me down harder onto her face.

      I leaned forward, burying my face in her pussy again, and we became a writhing, moaning, sixty-nine of pure, unadulterated lust. The room was filled with the sounds of our slurping, our moans, the wet, sucking noises of our mouths on each other’s cunts. It was a filthy, beautiful symphony.

      Thor watched us for a few more minutes, a low, rumbling growl vibrating in his chest. He seemed pleased. Then, he moved. He jumped down from the couch and circled around behind me, behind Kris. I felt his nose nudge against my own ass, giving it a quick, possessive lick before moving lower.

      I felt him lick Kris’s pussy, right where my tongue had just been. Kris cried out, her hips bucking wildly, her tongue driving even deeper into my own cunt. He licked her again, and again, long, slow, deliberate strokes that had her sobbing with pleasure.

      I knew what was coming. My heart pounded with a mixture of excitement and anticipation.

      He stopped licking. I felt him shift his weight, his powerful body moving over Kris’s legs. He was going to take her. He was going to make her his.

      I lifted my head, turning to watch. Kris was lost in a haze of lust, her body still bucking, her mouth still working furiously on my pussy. She had no idea what was about to happen.

      I saw Thor’s massive, red cock emerge from its sheath, hard and ready. He moved into position, his forelegs wrapping around Kris’s thighs. I saw the pointed tip of his cock probe at her entrance.

      “Thor, wait,” I breathed, but he didn’t hear me, or he didn’t care.

      He thrust forward.

      Kris’s entire body went rigid. A strangled cry tore from her throat, a sound of pure, shocked agony that was instantly swallowed by the wet flesh of my cunt. Her back arched off the couch, her hands flying to my hips, her nails digging into my skin.

      He was inside her. He was splitting her open.

      I looked down at her face. Her eyes were wide, tears of pain and pleasure streaming down her temples. But the fear was gone. In its place was a look of dawning, ecstatic understanding.

      He began to move, his powerful hips driving his massive cock deeper and deeper into her unwilling, yet eager, body. With each thrust, her cries became louder, more wanton. She was no longer just the woman I had a crush on. She was being reborn. She was becoming his bitch.

      And I was watching it happen.
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      The sound Kris made was guttural, a strangled gasp of pure shock and pain that vibrated right through my cunt and up my spine. I could feel her entire body go rigid beneath me, her hands clamping onto my hips so hard her nails dug into my skin, leaving little crescent moons of possession. I didn’t move. I just stayed there, my weight on her face, forcing her to breathe in the scent of my arousal as her body was being irrevocably claimed.

      I watched, my own breath held in my chest, as Thor’s powerful hips began to move. He wasn’t gentle. He wasn’t slow. He was a force of nature, a primal beast taking what was his. Each thrust was a brutal, powerful slam of his hips, driving his impossibly thick cock deeper and deeper into Kris’s unprepared body.

      I remembered my own first time. The sharp, searing pain that had quickly melted into an ocean of pleasure. I knew what was happening to her. The nectar from his breath, the taste of his tongue, was already rewiring her brain, transforming her perception of pain into something else, something exquisite.

      Her cries began to change. The initial pained gasps were morphing into something else. They became lower, guttural, filled with a dawning, horrified pleasure. “Oh… oh, God… Leanna… it… it hurts… but… but it feels… so… good…” she sobbed, the words muffled by my pussy.

      Her tongue, which had gone still, started to move again. It was tentative at first, but then it grew more confident, more demanding. She was lapping at my cunt with a new, frantic energy, as if the intense fucking she was receiving was fueling her own hunger. The vibrations of her moans against my clit were driving me insane.

      I rose up slightly, giving myself a better view. I looked down the length of our tangled bodies. I could see Thor’s thick, red cock stretching Kris’s pussy lips to their absolute limit, glistening with her wetness as he pistoned in and out of her. His heavy balls slapped against her ass with every thrust. The sight was so filthy, so wrong, so beautiful that my own orgasm crashed over me without warning.

      I screamed, my body shaking, my juices flooding into Kris’s eager mouth. She drank me down, her own cries of pleasure growing louder, more desperate. She was lost now, just like I was. A passenger on a runaway train of pure sensation.

      Thor’s thrusts became faster, more erratic. I knew what was coming. The knot. I felt a surge of anticipation, my own pussy clenching in sympathetic memory.

      “Here it comes, Kris,” I panted, my voice thick with lust. “He’s going to knot you. He’s going to lock himself inside you. It’s going to feel so good.”

      As if on cue, I saw the massive bulge at the base of his cock begin to swell. It was huge, bigger than my fist. With a final, brutal lunge, he forced it past her stretched entrance.

      Kris’s body arched off the couch, a silent scream tearing from her throat. Her eyes were wide, rolled back in her head until only the whites were visible. She was completely impaled, locked to him in the most intimate way possible. Her hands fell from my hips, her body going limp for a moment as her mind struggled to process the overwhelming sensation.

      Then the flood began.

      I watched in awe as a torrent of hot cum pumped into her, so much that her stomach, which had been flat, began to swell. It grew round and taut, just like mine had. She looked pregnant, beautifully, wonderfully pregnant with our master’s seed. The sight was the most erotic thing I had ever seen.

      The knot held them together, a perfect, unbreakable seal. Thor stood still, his body tense, a low, possessive growl rumbling in his chest as he emptied himself into her. Kris was panting, her body trembling, a fine sheen of sweat covering her skin. A slow, blissful smile spread across her face. She was his. Completely.

      After what felt like an eternity, the flow stopped. The knot began to shrink, and with a wet, sucking sound, Thor pulled his cock from her abused cunt. A gush of thick, white cum followed, pooling on the couch cushion beneath her.

      Kris just lay there, a limp, sated mess. Her eyes were closed, a look of pure, unadulterated bliss on her face. I slowly climbed off of her, my own legs trembling. Thor came over to me and gave my hand a quick, possessive lick, then lay down on the rug, his head on his paws, his job done for the moment.

      I knelt beside Kris, my heart swelling with a strange, new kind of love. This wasn’t just a crush anymore. We were sisters, bound by our shared devotion to the same magnificent master. I leaned down and gently kissed her sweat-slicked forehead.

      “Kris?” I whispered. “Are you okay?”

      Her eyes fluttered open. They were clear, the haze gone, but they were different. Softer. More submissive. She looked at me, and a slow, beautiful smile spread across her lips.

      “Okay?” she whispered, her voice hoarse. “Leanna… I’ve never been better.” She reached up and cupped my cheek, her thumb stroking my skin. “I understand now. I understand everything.”

      She sat up, wincing slightly as her sore muscles protested. She looked down at her swollen belly, then over at Thor, who was watching us with his intelligent, knowing eyes. The look on her face was one of pure, utter worship.

      “He’s… amazing,” she breathed.

      “He is,” I agreed.

      She looked back at me, her green eyes blazing with a new fire. “And you… you knew. You knew this would happen.”

      “I hoped,” I admitted.

      She leaned forward then, her lips finding mine. It was a soft, tender kiss at first, but it quickly deepened, growing hungry, desperate. I could taste myself on her lips, and I could taste him, too. It was the taste of our new life together.

      When we finally pulled apart, we were both breathing heavily. Kris looked down at the mess on the couch, at the cum still leaking from her pussy. A wicked gleam entered her eye.

      “I think I need a shower,” she said, her voice a low, sultry purr. “And I think you should join me.”

      I didn’t need to be asked twice.

      We stumbled into the bathroom, our arms wrapped around each other, our bodies slick with sweat and cum. I turned on the water, and we stepped into the hot spray, the water cascading over our tired, satisfied bodies. I grabbed a bar of soap and began to lather her skin, my hands roaming over her curves, memorizing every inch of her.

      I washed her back, her shoulders, her perfect ass. I turned her around and soaped her breasts, my fingers teasing her hard nipples. She moaned, her head falling back against the tile. I washed her stomach, my hand lingering for a moment on the slight swell there.

      Then I moved lower. I slid my hand between her legs, my fingers finding her swollen, sensitive pussy. I gently washed her, my fingers exploring her folds, cleaning away the evidence of her breeding. She was so wet, so ready for more.

      “Leanna,” she gasped, her hands gripping my shoulders. “Please…”

      I sank to my knees in front of her, the hot water streaming down my back. I looked up at her, at her beautiful, water-slicked body, at her face contorted with pleasure. I leaned forward and pressed my mouth to her cunt.

      She tasted even better here, mixed with the clean scent of soap and the musky flavor of Thor’s cum. I devoured her, my tongue fucking her, my lips sucking on her clit. She came quickly, her body shaking, her cries of pleasure echoing off the tile walls. Her legs gave out, and she slid down the wall, landing in a heap in the tub with me.

      We lay there for a long time, the water washing over us, just kissing and touching, exploring each other’s bodies. We were no longer boss and employee. We were equals. We were mates.

      When we finally got out of the shower, we dried each other with soft, fluffy towels. Kris didn’t bother to get dressed. She just wrapped the towel around her hair and walked back into the living room, completely naked.

      Thor was lying on the rug, but he lifted his head when we entered. His eyes met mine, and I felt that familiar pull, that undeniable command. He wasn’t done with me yet.

      I looked at Kris, and she smiled, understanding passing between us. “Go on,” she whispered. “He wants his alpha bitch.”

      I didn’t hesitate. I dropped to my hands and knees on the rug, just like I had that morning. I presented myself to him, my ass high in the air, my dripping pussy open and waiting. He was on me in an instant, his weight a familiar, welcome pressure on my back.

      This time was different. This wasn’t a conversion. This was a reaffirmation. He fucked me with a possessive, dominant fury, claiming me all over again in front of our new mate. I could feel Kris’s eyes on us, and it only made it hotter. I came again and again, my body a slave to his pleasure.

      When he knotted inside me, filling me with his seed, I looked over and saw Kris watching us, her hand between her legs, her fingers furiously rubbing her own clit. Her eyes were wide with lust and adoration.
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      The morning sun was warm on my skin when I woke up. For a moment, I was disoriented, the weight of another body next to mine in the bed unfamiliar. Then I smelled her. Kris. Her scent, mixed with the musky, wild scent of Thor and the lingering aroma of sex, filled the air. A wave of pure, unadulterated happiness washed over me.

      I turned my head. She was still asleep, her dark hair a messy halo on the pillow, her face relaxed and peaceful. The sheet was pooled around her waist, leaving her perfect breasts exposed. I felt a surge of affection so strong it almost hurt. I reached out and gently brushed a stray strand of hair from her face.

      My eyes drifted to the floor. Thor was lying there, a massive, black shadow, his head on his paws. But he wasn’t asleep. His eyes were open, watching us. A low, contented rumble vibrated in his chest when our eyes met. He was guarding us. Protecting his mates.

      This was my life now. This was my family. There was no more anxiety, no more loneliness, no more desperate, lonely fantasies. There was only this. A perfect, blissful, taboo reality. I had never felt so whole, so complete. My body was still sore from the night before, a delicious, constant reminder of our master’s possession, and I loved it.

      Kris began to stir beside me. She stretched like a cat, her body arching, a soft moan escaping her lips. Her eyes fluttered open, and when she saw me, she smiled. It was a real, genuine smile, full of warmth and a new, shared understanding.

      “Morning,” she whispered, her voice husky from sleep and screaming.

      “Morning,” I replied, leaning in to kiss her. It was a soft, sweet kiss, full of promise. “How are you feeling?”

      “Sore,” she said with a little laugh, wiggling her hips. “In the best possible way.” She propped herself up on an elbow, her green eyes serious. “Leanna… last night… it was the most intense experience of my life. I thought I knew what pleasure was, but I had no idea.”

      “Me neither,” I admitted. “Not until him.”

      She looked over at Thor, who was still watching us, his expression unreadable but his presence undeniable. A look of pure worship crossed her face. “He’s magnificent,” she breathed. “I don’t understand the science of it, and I don’t care. All I know is that being with him, being taken by him… it feels like coming home.”

      “I know exactly what you mean,” I said, my hand finding hers under the sheets, our fingers lacing together. “I was so scared when I first brought him home. I thought I was losing my mind.”

      “You weren’t losing it,” Kris said, squeezing my hand. “You were finding it. We both were.” She looked back at me, her eyes softening. “And you… I’ve wanted you since the day you walked into my clinic. I just never imagined… this.”

      “I never imagined it either,” I said. “But it’s better than anything I could have ever dreamed of.” I leaned in and kissed her again, deeper this time, my tongue sliding into her mouth. She met me with equal passion, her free hand coming up to cup the back of my neck.

      We kissed for a long time, our hands exploring each other’s bodies, relearning the landscape with a new, intimate knowledge. There was no urgency, just a slow, sensual exploration. We were mates. Sisters in devotion.

      When we finally pulled apart, we were both breathing heavily. A wicked gleam sparkled in Kris’s eyes. “Our master is watching,” she whispered, nodding toward Thor. “I think he’s waiting for his morning greeting.”

      My pussy, already wet from our kissing, throbbed with anticipation. “I think you’re right,” I purred.

      We slid out of bed, not bothering with any clothes. We were his bitches; we had no need for modesty. We walked over to where he was lying and knelt on either side of him, like two priestesses before their god.

      “Good morning, master,” I said, my voice low and respectful.

      “Good morning, Thor,” Kris echoed, her voice filled with awe.

      He let out a low woof and stood up, shaking his magnificent body. His cock was already starting to emerge from its sheath, a thick, red promise of the pleasure to come. Kris and I exchanged a look of pure, unadulterated lust.

      Without a word, we both leaned in. I took the head of his cock into my mouth, while Kris began to lick his heavy, furry balls. He tasted so good, so wild and musky. I sucked on him, taking him deeper into my throat, my tongue swirling around his shaft. Kris was lapping at his sack, her tongue bathing him in her saliva.

      He stood perfectly still, letting us worship him. We worked together, our mouths and tongues in a synchronized dance of devotion. I would take his cock deep, then pull back and offer it to Kris. She would suck him for a moment, then return her attention to his balls. We were a team, united in our service to him.

      His cock grew impossibly hard, the knot at the base beginning to swell. He was ready.

      “On the bed,” Kris commanded, her voice firm with a new, dominant authority that was still completely submissive to Thor. “On your hands and knees. He wants you first.”

      I eagerly obeyed, scrambling onto the bed and presenting myself to him. I felt his weight on the mattress behind me, and then his hot breath on my pussy. He gave me one long, slow lick, and I cried out, my whole body trembling.

      Then he was on me, his powerful forelegs wrapping around my waist, his claws digging into my skin. He thrust forward, and his massive cock slid into me in one smooth, perfect stroke. I screamed, my eyes rolling back in my head. It felt like coming home.

      He began to fuck me, his hips pistoning, his thick cock slamming into me with a primal rhythm. I was lost in a sea of pleasure, my body a puppet for his desire. I felt the bed shift, and then Kris was lying in front of me, her legs spread, her beautiful pussy right in my face.

      “Your turn to worship me, my sister,” she said, her voice thick with lust.

      I didn’t need to be told twice. I buried my face in her cunt, my tongue delving into her hot, wet folds. She tasted like heaven. I ate her out with a desperate hunger, my tongue fucking her, my lips sucking on her clit, all while Thor was relentlessly fucking me from behind.

      The three of us were connected, a writhing, moaning, fucking machine. Every thrust of Thor’s cock drove my mouth deeper into Kris’s pussy. Every cry of pleasure from Kris vibrated through my body, amplifying my own ecstasy.

      I felt Thor’s knot begin to swell. “He’s going to knot me,” I gasped, pulling my face away from Kris’s cunt for a moment.

      “Do it,” Kris panted, her hands fisted in my hair. “Let him fill you, Leanna. Let him make you his.”

      With a final, brutal lunge, he forced the knot inside me. My world exploded in a supernova of pleasure. I screamed, my body convulsing as the most intense orgasm of my life tore through me. At the same time, his hot cum began to flood my womb, filling me, completing me.

      I collapsed onto the bed, my face buried in Kris’s thigh, my body still locked to Thor’s, his hot seed pumping into me. Kris stroked my hair, her body trembling with her own release.

      We stayed like that for a long time, a tangled, sweaty, cum-soaked heap of flesh. When Thor finally pulled out of me, his cum gushed down my legs. I felt empty for a moment, but then Kris was there, her tongue lapping at my sore, used cunt, cleaning me, tasting our master’s seed.

      When she was done, she moved up the bed and kissed me, sharing the taste with me. “Now it’s my turn,” she whispered.

      Thor was already ready, his cock hard and proud again. He mounted Kris, who was on her hands and knees, her ass high in the air. I watched, my own pussy already starting to ache with need again, as he claimed her all over again.

      I moved around the bed, positioning myself in front of Kris. I spread my legs, my dripping pussy right in her face. “Eat me,” I commanded. “Eat me while he fucks you.”

      She eagerly obeyed, her mouth finding my cunt as Thor’s cock found hers. The cycle began again. We would spend the rest of the day like this, taking turns, sharing our master, worshipping him and each other. There was no more clinic, no more school. There was only this room, this bed, this incredible, taboo union.

      As I felt another orgasm building, my hands tangled in Kris’s hair, I looked down at her beautiful face, buried in my cunt, and then at Thor, his powerful body dominating hers. We were his. We were a pack. A family. And our life had just begun.
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      Melanie pulled her Honda into the circular driveway of her brother Kyle's house and let out a low whistle. Every time she visited, she forgot just how massive the place was. The sprawling two-story sat on at least three acres, all perfectly manicured lawn and expensive landscaping. Her brother had married way up when he'd snagged Janet Morrow three years ago, and the wealth showed in every brick and window.

      She grabbed the store-bought potato salad from the passenger seat—she'd never been much of a cook—and stepped out into the summer heat. It had to be pushing ninety degrees, and she could already feel sweat prickling at the back of her neck. She'd worn a cute yellow sundress, short and breezy, perfect for a cookout. The hem hit mid-thigh, and she'd paired it with sandals. No bra, because fuck it, it was too hot.

      The side gate was open, and she could hear voices and laughter drifting from the backyard. Melanie made her way around the house, her sandals crunching on the gravel path. The smell of grilled meat hit her first—burgers and hot dogs, charcoal and lighter fluid. Her stomach rumbled. She hadn't eaten since breakfast.

      The backyard was packed. At least twenty people milled around the pool, the patio, the lawn. Kyle stood at the massive grill, flipping burgers with the focused concentration of a man who took his grilling seriously. He looked up when Melanie approached and broke into a grin.

      "Mel! You made it!"

      "Wouldn't miss it," she said, setting the potato salad on the long folding table loaded with food. She gave her brother a quick hug. He was shorter than her by an inch, slim and bookish. The family had always called him Runt growing up, even though he'd eventually hit five-ten. The nickname stuck.

      "Janet's around here somewhere," Kyle said, gesturing vaguely with his spatula. "Probably bossing someone around."

      Melanie laughed. That sounded about right.

      She grabbed a beer from one of the coolers and popped it open, taking a long pull. The cold liquid felt amazing going down. She scanned the crowd, recognizing a few faces—some of Kyle's work friends, a couple of Janet's college buddies, some neighbors. Everyone looked relaxed and happy, the kind of easy summer gathering that made you forget about your shitty week.

      And Melanie's week had been shitty.

      Three months ago, she'd broken up with Derek, the latest in a long line of bad boys who'd promised excitement and delivered disappointment. He'd been good-looking, confident, a little dangerous—exactly her type. And exactly like all the others, he'd been selfish in bed and emotionally unavailable everywhere else. The sex had been mediocre at best. Quick, uninspired, all about him. She'd faked more orgasms in six months with Derek than she cared to admit.

      Since then, nothing. No dates, no hookups, no relief. Just her vibrator and a growing sense of frustration that sat low in her belly like a constant ache. She was twenty-eight, attractive, and horny as hell, and she had no outlet for it.

      "Melanie!"

      She turned to see Janet striding toward her, all confidence and poise. Her sister-in-law was stunning—tall, blonde, with the kind of effortless beauty that came from good genes and better money. She wore white shorts that showed off her long, tanned legs and a silk tank top that probably cost more than Melanie's rent. Janet ran the household, the finances, and—if Melanie was being honest—probably Kyle too. But her brother seemed happy, so who was she to judge?

      "So glad you could make it," Janet said, pulling Melanie into a hug that smelled like expensive perfume. "How are you feeling?"

      "Feeling?" Melanie pulled back, confused.

      "You know," Janet said with a knowing smile. "You mentioned you were on your period a couple weeks ago when we talked on the phone. I figured you'd be feeling better by now."

      Melanie blinked. Had she mentioned that? She must have. "Oh, yeah. I'm fine. Back to normal."

      More than normal, actually. She'd been tracking her cycle for years, and she knew she was ovulating right about now. Her body felt hypersensitive, her skin tingling, her nipples tight against the thin fabric of her dress. Everything felt heightened, like her nerves were dialed up to eleven.

      "Good," Janet said, squeezing her arm. "Come on, let me introduce you to some people."

      Before Melanie could respond, something cold and wet pressed against the back of her bare thigh. She yelped and spun around.

      A massive German Shepherd sat behind her, tongue lolling, dark eyes fixed on her with unsettling intensity. He was huge—easily a hundred pounds of muscle and fur. His coat was thick and dark, his ears alert, his presence commanding. Melanie had seen big dogs before, but this one was something else. Intimidating. Powerful.

      "That's Brutus," Janet said, reaching down to scratch behind the dog's ears. "Our boy. He's harmless, just nosy."

      Brutus didn't look harmless. He looked like he could take down a grown man without breaking a sweat. But his tail wagged slowly, and when Janet petted him, he leaned into her touch like a puppy.

      "He's... big," Melanie said.

      "He is," Janet agreed, her smile widening. "But he's a sweetheart. Aren't you, Brutus?"

      The dog's eyes never left Melanie.

      She turned back to Janet, trying to shake off the weird feeling crawling up her spine, and let herself be led into the crowd. Janet introduced her to a couple named Mike and Sarah, then to one of Kyle's coworkers, then to a neighbor whose name Melanie immediately forgot. She smiled and nodded and made small talk, sipping her beer and trying to relax.

      But Brutus followed.

      Everywhere she went, the dog was there. When she sat down at one of the picnic tables to chat with Sarah, Brutus appeared at her side. When she got up to grab another beer, he trailed behind her. And then, as she stood by the cooler, she felt it—his nose, cold and insistent, pushing under the hem of her dress.

      "Hey!" Melanie jerked away, tugging her dress down. "Brutus, no!"

      The dog sat back on his haunches, staring at her like he'd done nothing wrong.

      Sarah laughed from the table. "Looks like Brutus has a crush on you!"

      Melanie forced a smile, her cheeks heating. "Yeah, I guess so."

      She moved to the grill, where Kyle was plating burgers. Brutus followed. She tried to ignore him, chatting with her brother about work, about the house, about nothing important. But then she felt it again—his nose, pushing insistently under her skirt, his breath hot against the inside of her thigh.

      "Brutus!" She pushed him away, laughing nervously. "Seriously, dude, boundaries."

      Kyle glanced down and chuckled. "He's been doing that all day. I think he likes you."

      "Lucky me," Melanie muttered.

      She grabbed a burger and moved to the patio, sitting down in one of the lounge chairs by the pool. The sun felt good on her skin, and she closed her eyes for a moment, trying to relax. But then she felt the now-familiar cold nose pressing between her knees, and her eyes snapped open.

      Brutus had his head under her dress, his muzzle pushing against her inner thighs.

      "Jesus Christ!" Melanie sat up, clamping her knees together and shoving the dog away. "Brutus, stop it!"

      Laughter erupted from the patio. A couple of Kyle's friends were watching, grinning.

      "He really does like you!" one of them called out.

      "Maybe he smells something he wants!" another added, and the group dissolved into laughter.

      Melanie's face burned. She tugged her dress down again, her heart pounding. The dog sat a few feet away, watching her with those dark, unblinking eyes. There was something in his gaze—something intense and focused that made her stomach flip.

      She stood, brushing off her dress, and walked toward the pool. Brutus followed. Of course he did.

      Janet appeared at her side, holding a glass of wine. "He's persistent, isn't he?"

      "That's one word for it," Melanie said, glancing down at the dog. "Does he always do this?"

      "Only when he's interested in someone," Janet said, her tone light, almost amused. She took a sip of her wine, her eyes sparkling. "He has good taste."

      Melanie didn't know what to say to that, so she just nodded and took another drink of her beer. The alcohol was starting to buzz pleasantly in her head, loosening the tension in her shoulders.

      But Brutus didn't stop.

      At the pool, he pressed his nose against the back of her knees. By the food table, he pushed his head under her skirt again, this time more aggressively, forcing her legs apart slightly before she could shove him away. Each time, the guests laughed it off. Each time, Melanie's pulse quickened.

      And each time, she felt something she didn't want to acknowledge—a flutter low in her belly, a warmth spreading through her thighs. Her body was reacting to the attention, to the aggression, and she hated herself for it.

      She was ovulating. That had to be it. Her hormones were all over the place, making her hypersensitive, turning her into a mess of unwanted arousal. She remembered mentioning her period to Janet during their last phone call, two weeks ago. Janet had asked how she was feeling, and Melanie had complained about cramps. The timing made sense. Fourteen days later, and here she was, fertile and on edge.

      Brutus seemed to know.

      The thought was ridiculous, but she couldn't shake it. The way he followed her, the way he pushed at her, the way his nose found the space between her thighs every chance he got—it felt purposeful. Intentional.

      The afternoon dragged on. The sun climbed higher, beating down on the backyard. Melanie tried to enjoy herself, tried to focus on the conversation and the food and the cold beer in her hand. But Brutus was always there, a constant presence at the edge of her vision. Waiting.

      She moved to the shade of the patio umbrella, sitting at one of the tables with a plate of food she barely touched. Her appetite had vanished, replaced by a gnawing tension that coiled tighter with every passing minute. Brutus lay a few feet away, his head resting on his paws, but his eyes tracked her every movement.

      Mike, one of Kyle's coworkers, sat down across from her with a beer. "So, Melanie, what do you do?"

      "I work in marketing," she said, forcing herself to focus. "For a tech startup downtown."

      "Nice. How's that going?"

      "It's fine. Busy." She took a bite of her burger, chewing mechanically. The meat tasted like cardboard.

      Mike kept talking, something about his own job, but Melanie's attention drifted. She could feel Brutus watching her. Could feel the heat of his gaze like a physical touch.

      Her thighs pressed together under the table. She was wet. She knew she was. The realization made her stomach twist with shame.

      "Excuse me," she said abruptly, standing. "I need to use the restroom."

      Mike nodded, already turning to chat with someone else. Melanie walked toward the house, her legs unsteady. The cool air inside was a relief, and she stood in the hallway for a moment, pressing her palms against her flushed cheeks.

      She needed to get herself together. This was insane. It was just a dog. A big, pushy dog who didn't understand boundaries. That was all.

      The guest bathroom door was closed, and she could hear the faint sound of running water inside. Someone was in there.

      She sighed and headed toward the master suite. Kyle had said she could use it if the other bathroom was occupied. The door to the bedroom was open, and she slipped inside, closing it behind her.

      The room was massive, dominated by a king-sized bed with a plush white comforter. Expensive-looking furniture lined the walls—a dresser, a vanity, a pair of matching nightstands. Everything screamed money and taste.

      Melanie crossed to the bathroom and stepped inside. Marble counters, a soaking tub, a walk-in shower with glass doors. It was nicer than her entire apartment.

      She pulled up her dress and tugged down her panties, sitting on the toilet with a sigh. The relief was immediate, and she closed her eyes, letting her head fall back against the tank.

      She was mid-stream when she heard the door handle turn.

      Her eyes snapped open.

      The door swung inward, and Brutus stepped inside.

      "Shit!" Melanie's heart slammed into her throat. "Brutus, get out!"

      But the dog didn't move. He stepped fully into the bathroom, his dark eyes locked on her, and the door clicked shut behind him.

      Melanie's dress was bunched around her waist. Her panties were around her knees. She was completely exposed, and the dog was staring right at her.

      Her breath came in short, shallow gasps. "Brutus, go. Good boy. Go away."

      But Brutus didn't go. He took another step closer, and that's when she saw it.

      Between his hind legs, the pink tip of his cock was peeking out from its sheath.

      Her pussy clenched. A hot, traitorous spasm of arousal that sent shame flooding through her.

      Brutus growled—low, deep, demanding.

      The sound vibrated through the small bathroom, primal and commanding. Melanie's hands trembled as she reached for her panties, ready to pull them up and bolt.

      But the dog growled again, louder this time, and she froze.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Two

          

        

      

    

    
      Melanie's heart hammered against her ribs as she stared at Brutus. The bathroom suddenly felt too small, the walls closing in. The marble counters, the expensive fixtures, the soft lighting—all of it faded into background noise as the massive German Shepherd took another step toward her.

      "Good boy," she whispered, her voice shaking. "Just... just go away, okay? Go back outside."

      But Brutus didn't move. His dark eyes stayed locked on hers, unblinking, intense. There was something in that gaze that made her stomach flip—something knowing, purposeful.

      She was still sitting on the toilet, her yellow sundress bunched around her waist, her panties stretched between her knees. The stream of piss had stopped, but she hadn't moved. Couldn't move. Her body felt frozen, caught between fear and something else she didn't want to name.

      The dog's nostrils flared. He was scenting her. She knew he was.

      And then his cock emerged further from its sheath.

      Melanie's breath caught. The pink tip was tapered and slick, glistening in the bathroom light. As she watched, more of it appeared—inch after inch sliding free, the sheath pulling back to reveal the full length. It was thick at the base, veined and pulsing, and it kept coming. Six inches. Seven. Eight.

      Her pussy clenched again, a hot, involuntary spasm that sent moisture flooding between her thighs.

      "No," she whispered to herself. "No, no, no."

      But her body didn't listen. Her nipples were hard beneath her dress, pressing against the thin fabric. Her clit throbbed, aching and swollen. She could feel herself getting wetter, the slickness spreading.

      Brutus growled again—low, rumbling, commanding.

      The sound went straight through her, vibrating in her chest, her belly, her cunt. It was a sound that demanded obedience. Submission.

      Melanie's hands shook as she reached down to pull up her panties. She had to get out of here. Had to get away from the dog and whatever sick thing was happening in her head.

      But the moment her fingers touched the elastic, Brutus snarled.

      The sound was vicious, sharp, filled with warning. Melanie froze, her hands hovering over her panties. Her knees slammed together instinctively, and the movement made her panties slip further down her legs, pooling around her ankles.

      "Okay," she breathed. "Okay, I won't⁠—"

      She didn't get to finish.

      Brutus lunged forward, his teeth closing around the thin fabric of her panties. She felt the tug, heard the ripping sound as he shook his head violently from side to side. The elastic snapped. The lace tore. And then he was backing away, her ruined panties dangling from his jaws.

      "Brutus!" she gasped, but her voice came out weak, breathless.

      The dog dropped her panties on the floor, and she could see them clearly now—soaked with his saliva, torn beyond repair. Her favorite pair, a black lace thong she'd bought on sale at Victoria's Secret.

      Brutus stepped closer again, and this time he didn't stop. His massive head pushed between her knees, forcing them apart with a strength she couldn't resist.

      "No," Melanie whimpered, but even as she said it, her thighs were spreading. "Please, don't⁠—"

      His tongue found her pussy.

      The first lick was long, slow, deliberate. It started at her entrance and dragged all the way up to her clit, the rough texture of his tongue scraping against her sensitive flesh. Melanie gasped, her hands flying to the edge of the toilet seat to steady herself.

      "Oh God," she breathed.

      He licked again. And again. His tongue was impossibly long, impossibly thick, reaching places her fingers never could. He lapped at her folds, his rough tongue spreading her open, tasting every inch of her.

      She hadn't wiped yet. There were still drops of piss clinging to her skin, and Brutus licked them away without hesitation. The taboo thrill of it sent a jolt of heat straight to her core.

      "Stop," she whispered, but her body betrayed her. Her hips tilted forward, giving him better access. Her thighs spread wider.

      Brutus's tongue found her clit, and she moaned.

      The sound escaped before she could stop it, low and needy. Her hands moved from the toilet seat to his head, her fingers tangling in his thick fur. She told herself she was going to push him away, but instead, she pulled him closer.

      "Fuck," she gasped as his tongue circled her clit, then flicked over it with devastating precision. "Oh fuck."

      Her head fell back against the toilet tank, her eyes squeezing shut. This was wrong. So fucking wrong. But it felt so good.

      His tongue was relentless. He licked her with an eagerness that bordered on feral, his hot breath fanning over her wet pussy. He explored every fold, every crease, his tongue dipping inside her entrance and making her cry out.

      Melanie's hips rocked against his muzzle. She couldn't help it. The pleasure was building, coiling tight in her belly, spreading through her thighs. Her clit throbbed under his tongue, swollen and desperate.

      "Yes," she breathed, her fingers tightening in his fur. "Oh God, yes."

      She was close. So close. The familiar tension built behind her belly button, her muscles tightening, her breath coming in short, shallow gasps.

      Brutus licked faster, harder, his tongue flicking over her clit in a rhythm that made her toes curl. She could feel the orgasm approaching, could feel herself teetering on the edge⁠—

      And then he stopped.

      Melanie's eyes flew open. "What⁠—"

      Brutus pulled back, his tongue disappearing, leaving her pussy aching and empty. He sat back on his haunches, staring at her with those dark, knowing eyes.

      "No," she whimpered, her hips still rocking, seeking the friction he'd just taken away. "Please, I was so close⁠—"

      But the dog didn't move. He just watched her, his cock still fully extended, dripping pre-cum onto the marble floor.

      The denial was maddening. Melanie's clit pulsed, her pussy clenching around nothing. She'd been right there, right on the edge, and he'd stopped.

      Her chest heaved as she stared at him, her mind spinning. What the fuck was she doing? She was sitting on her brother's toilet, legs spread, begging a dog to make her cum.

      "What the fuck am I doing?" she whispered aloud.

      The words seemed to break the spell. Melanie sat upright, her hands shaking as she pulled her dress down over her thighs. Shame crashed over her in a hot wave, mixing with the lingering arousal that still pulsed between her legs.

      She stood on unsteady legs, her knees weak, her pussy still throbbing with need. Her panties were ruined, lying in a wet heap on the floor. She stepped toward the window where they'd landed, hoping maybe she could salvage them, but one look told her it was hopeless. The lace was torn, the elastic snapped.

      "Fuck," she muttered, pressing her palms against the cool marble counter. She couldn't go back out there without panties. Not in this short dress. Not with her pussy still dripping wet.

      Behind her, Brutus shifted, and she heard the click of his claws on the tile. She turned to look at him, and her breath caught.

      He was still hard. Still staring at her with that intense, expectant gaze.

      And she realized, with a sinking feeling in her gut, that he wasn't done with her.

      Not even close.

      

      What Melanie didn't see—what she couldn't see—was the narrow crack between the bathroom door and the frame.

      And she didn't see Janet standing just outside, her eye pressed to that crack, watching everything.

      Janet's hand was buried in her white shorts, her fingers working her own pussy as she watched Brutus dominate her sister-in-law. She'd followed them both when Melanie had excused herself to the bathroom. She'd known what would happen. She'd planned it.

      Janet bit her lip to stifle a moan as she watched Melanie's thighs spread wider, watched her pull Brutus closer instead of pushing him away. Her fingers circled her clit, slick with her own arousal.

      "Good boy," she whispered, so quietly that no one could hear. "Such a good boy."

      She'd been training Brutus for years. Teaching him to recognize the scent of ovulation, to seek out women in heat, to dominate them. And Melanie—sweet, frustrated, desperate Melanie—was the perfect target.

      Janet had tracked her cycle. Had known exactly when she'd be most vulnerable. And now, watching her sister-in-law come undone under her dog's tongue, Janet felt a surge of satisfaction.

      Her fingers moved faster, rubbing tight circles over her clit. She was close, so close, her breath coming in quiet gasps.

      When Brutus pulled back, leaving Melanie whimpering and desperate, Janet almost came right there. The power of it, the control—it was intoxicating.

      But she held back. There was more to come. So much more.

      Janet pulled her hand from her shorts and stepped back from the door, careful to stay silent. She crossed the carpeted bedroom floor and slipped out into the hallway, closing the bedroom door softly behind her.

      She'd give them a few more minutes. Let Melanie stew in her shame and confusion.

      And then she'd make her entrance.

      

      Inside the bathroom, Melanie leaned against the counter, her reflection staring back at her from the mirror. Her cheeks were flushed, her pupils dilated, her lips parted. She looked like she'd just been fucked.

      But she hadn't. Not yet.

      She ran a shaking hand through her hair, trying to compose herself. She needed to get out of here. Needed to go back to the cookout, act normal, pretend none of this had happened.

      But her body had other ideas. Her pussy was still wet, still aching, still desperate for the release Brutus had denied her.

      She pressed her thighs together, trying to ease the throbbing, but it only made it worse.

      Behind her, Brutus stood, his claws clicking on the tile as he moved closer.

      Melanie's breath hitched. She turned to face him, her back pressed against the counter.

      "Stay," she said, holding up a hand. "Just... stay."

      But Brutus didn't stay.

      He took another step forward, and Melanie realized with a jolt of fear—and something darker—that he was bigger than her. Stronger. And if he wanted something, he was going to take it.

      Her heart pounded as he closed the distance between them, his dark eyes locked on hers.

      And deep down, in a place she didn't want to acknowledge, she knew she wasn't going to stop him.
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      Melanie's hands gripped the edge of the marble counter, her knuckles white. She stared at Brutus as he moved closer, his massive body filling the small space between them. Her mind screamed at her to move, to push past him, to get the hell out of this bathroom.

      But her body wouldn't cooperate.

      "Good boy," she tried again, her voice barely a whisper. "Just... let me go, okay?"

      Brutus's response was a low, rumbling growl that made her stomach clench.

      She took a shaky breath and made her decision. She had to get past him. Had to get to the door.

      Melanie pushed off the counter and tried to step around the dog, aiming for the door just a few feet away. But Brutus was faster.

      He moved with shocking speed, his powerful body slamming into the backs of her knees.

      The impact sent her crashing down. Her knees hit the cold tile hard, the pain sharp and immediate. Her palms slapped against the marble floor, catching herself just before her face smacked into it.

      "Ow! Fuck!" she gasped, her arms trembling as they held her weight. "Brutus, you asshole! You fucking dog!"

      The words had barely left her mouth when she felt her dress slide up her hips. The short sundress offered no resistance, flipping up and exposing her completely. Her bare ass, her wet pussy—everything was on display.

      She was on all fours now, vulnerable and exposed, and panic flooded through her.

      "No, no, no," she panted, trying to push herself up. But before she could move, she felt the weight.

      Brutus mounted her.

      His front legs wrapped around her waist, his paws locking together just below her ribcage. The weight of him pressed down on her back, his fur hot and thick against her skin through the thin fabric of her dress. He had to weigh at least a hundred pounds, and all of that weight was pinning her down.

      "Get off!" Melanie cried, her voice cracking. She tried to drop her hips, tried to flatten herself against the floor to escape him.

      But Brutus's grip was like iron. His forelegs tightened around her waist, holding her in place. And then she heard it—right next to her ear—a growl so loud, so menacing, that it made her bladder clench.

      If she hadn't just peed, she would have pissed herself right there.

      The growl vibrated through her entire body, rattling her bones, turning her blood to ice. It was primal, dominant, a sound that said submit or else.

      "Okay!" she gasped, her whole body going rigid. "Okay, I'm sorry! Good boy, Brutus. Just... just don't hurt me, please."

      Her voice was shaking, tears pricking at the corners of her eyes. She eased her hips back up, returning to the position he wanted her in—on her hands and knees, ass in the air, completely at his mercy.

      Brutus's growl faded to a satisfied rumble, and then she felt it.

      His hips started thrusting.

      The movements were wild, uncontrolled, instinctive. His cock—still fully hard, still dripping—jabbed blindly at her ass, her thighs, missing its target. She felt hot wetness splatter across her skin as his pre-cum painted her flesh. It landed on her ass cheeks, the backs of her thighs, warm and slick.

      Melanie's breath came in short, panicked gasps. She wiggled her hips from side to side, trying to evade him, trying to make it harder for him to find what he was looking for.

      But that only made him angrier.

      Brutus snarled, the sound sharp and vicious, and then she felt his teeth.

      He bit down on the back of her neck—not hard enough to break the skin, but hard enough to send a clear message. The pressure of his jaws was terrifying, his teeth pressing into her flesh like a warning.

      Melanie froze.

      Every muscle in her body locked up. She didn't move. Didn't breathe. She went completely still, like prey caught in a predator's jaws.

      "Okay," she whimpered, tears spilling down her cheeks now. "I won't move. I promise. I won't move."

      Brutus released her neck, and she felt him shift, his back paws shuffling closer. His thrusting became more focused, more deliberate.

      And then he found her.

      The tapered tip of his cock pressed against her entrance, and Melanie's breath hitched.

      "Oh God," she whispered.

      He thrust forward.

      The penetration was sudden, overwhelming. His cock slid inside her in one smooth motion, filling her completely. It felt different than anything she'd ever experienced—smooth, hot, impossibly hard. The tapered shape made it easy for him to enter, and he buried himself deep, his cock pushing against the walls of her pussy.

      "Ahh!" Melanie cried out, her back arching involuntarily.

      And then he started fucking her.

      Fast. Hard. Relentless.

      Brutus's hips pistoned against her ass with a speed no human man could match. The sound of his body slapping against hers filled the bathroom—wet, obscene, unmistakable. His cock drove into her again and again, each thrust deeper than the last.

      Melanie's arms shook, her palms slipping slightly on the slick tile. Her tits swayed beneath her with each brutal thrust, her nipples hard and aching. Her mouth fell open, a constant stream of gasps and moans spilling out.

      "Oh fuck, oh fuck, oh fuck," she panted.

      She'd never been fucked like this. Never. The men she'd been with—Derek, all the others—they'd been slow, clumsy, selfish. This was different. This was primal. Animalistic. Brutus fucked her like he owned her, like she was his to use.

      And her body responded.

      Her pussy clenched around his cock, slick and hot, welcoming every thrust. The friction was incredible, his smooth cock gliding in and out of her with ease. She could feel every inch of him, could feel the way he stretched her, filled her.

      But then she felt something else.

      At the base of his cock, something was growing.

      His knot.

      Melanie's eyes widened as she felt it pressing against her entrance with each thrust. It was swelling, getting bigger, harder. The first time it pushed against her labia, she gasped.

      "Wait," she breathed. "That's too⁠—"

      But Brutus didn't wait. He thrust harder, forcing the growing knot against her pussy. The stretch was intense, bordering on painful. Her labia resisted, her body trying to keep him out.

      But he was stronger.

      With each thrust, the knot pushed a little deeper. Melanie could feel her pussy stretching, the burn mixing with the pleasure in a way that made her head spin. It hurt, but it also felt incredible.

      "Oh God," she moaned, her fingers curling against the tile. "It's too big, it's too⁠—"

      Brutus thrust again, and this time the knot pushed past her entrance.

      The sensation was overwhelming. The stretch, the fullness, the way her pussy was forced to accommodate him. She could feel her labia spreading wider than they ever had before, the delicate skin pulled taut.

      "Fuck!" she cried, her whole body trembling.

      He pulled back slightly, and the knot slipped out with a wet pop. But then he thrust again, forcing it back inside. Out. In. Out. In.

      Each time, it got bigger. Each time, the stretch got more intense.

      Melanie was panting now, her breath coming in ragged gasps. The pain and pleasure were blending together, creating a cocktail that was making her dizzy, drunk on sensation.

      And then, with one final, brutal thrust, his knot popped inside and stayed.

      "Ahhhh!" Melanie screamed, her back arching sharply.

      The knot locked into place, swelling to its full size inside her. It was massive, stretching her pussy to its absolute limit. She could feel it pressing against her G-spot, the pressure intense and unrelenting. And at the same time, the tip of his cock pushed hard against her cervix, creating a fullness she'd never imagined possible.

      She was locked. Tied. Completely at his mercy.

      And then Brutus started to cum.

      The first spurt of his seed was searingly hot. Melanie felt it flood into her, the heat spreading through her pussy, her womb. It kept coming—spurt after spurt, more cum than she thought possible. The volume was incredible, and she could feel it filling her, the pressure building.

      "Oh my God," she gasped, her eyes rolling back. "So much, there's so much⁠—"

      The heat was exquisite. Taboo. Wicked. The knowledge of what was happening—that a dog was cumming inside her, breeding her—sent a dark thrill racing through her body.

      And then her own orgasm hit.

      It started deep in her core, a tightening that spread outward like wildfire. Her pussy clamped down on his knot, squeezing it rhythmically as wave after wave of pleasure crashed over her. It was more intense than anything she'd ever felt, more powerful than any orgasm she'd had with a man.

      "Fuck, fuck, FUCK!" she screamed, her whole body convulsing.

      And then she squirted.

      The liquid gushed out of her, spraying across the bathroom floor in a powerful stream. It mixed with the cum that was leaking around Brutus's knot, creating a puddle that spread toward the door.

      Melanie's arms gave out. She collapsed forward, her cheek pressing against the cool tile, her ass still in the air, held up by Brutus's grip around her waist. Her whole body shook with the aftershocks of her orgasm, her pussy still clenching weakly around his knot.

      She could barely think. Could barely breathe. She'd been fucked senseless, reduced to nothing but sensation and need.

      Brutus was still cumming, still pumping his seed into her. The heat continued to spread, filling every inch of her.

      Melanie rested her head on her forearms, her eyes half-closed, her mouth open as she panted.

      "Brutus," she whispered, her voice hoarse and broken. "Why can't I find a man who can fuck like you?"

      The words hung in the air, a confession she'd never meant to make.
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      Melanie lay collapsed on the bathroom floor, her cheek pressed against the cool marble tile, her ass still raised in the air. Brutus's weight pressed down on her back, his forelegs locked around her waist, his knot buried deep inside her pussy. She could feel his cum still spurting into her in hot pulses, filling her completely.

      Her mind was blank, wiped clean by the intensity of what had just happened. She'd never cum like that in her life. Never felt so completely used, so thoroughly fucked.

      The sound of the door opening barely registered.

      Footsteps crossed the tile, careful and deliberate. Melanie's eyes flew open, her head jerking up.

      Janet stood in the doorway, stepping carefully over the puddle of Melanie's squirt that had spread across the floor. Her sister-in-law's expression was calm, almost serene, as she took in the scene—Melanie on all fours, Brutus mounted on her back, the obvious evidence of what had just transpired.

      "Oh my God!" Melanie's voice cracked, panic flooding through her. "Janet, I—he⁠—"

      She tried to push herself up, but Brutus's weight held her down. His knot was still locked inside her, keeping her pinned in place.

      "He raped me," Melanie blurted out, tears streaming down her face. "I didn't want this. He forced me. I was afraid he'd attack me if I didn't⁠—"

      "Hush," Janet said, her voice gentle but firm. She stepped closer, carefully avoiding the mess on the floor. "You can't lie to me, Melanie."

      "I'm not lying!" Melanie insisted, her voice desperate. "He⁠—"

      "I saw you squirt around my dog's cock and knot," Janet interrupted, her tone matter-of-fact. She gestured toward the puddle on the floor. "Orgasms don't lie. You wanted it."

      Melanie's face burned with shame. She opened her mouth to protest, but no words came out.

      Janet knelt down beside her, reaching out to stroke Brutus's head. The dog's tail wagged slowly, and he let out a satisfied rumble.

      "Your brother told me all about your preference for bad boys," Janet continued, her fingers scratching behind Brutus's ears. "The ones who take what they want, who don't ask permission. Well, Brutus here is the baddest boy around, aren't you, baby? Yes you are. Yes you are."

      Melanie stared at her sister-in-law, her mind reeling. "You... you knew this would happen?"

      Janet smiled. "I knew when you told me you were on your period a couple weeks ago that you'd probably be ovulating during the cookout. Brutus finds the scent of women in heat irresistible. Don't you, my naughty boy? Yes you do. Yes you do."

      The pieces clicked into place. The phone call two weeks ago. Janet asking how she was feeling. The cookout scheduled for today, right when Melanie would be most fertile.

      "You planned this," Melanie whispered, horror and something darker mixing in her gut.

      "I had a hunch that you and Brutus would hook up sooner or later," Janet admitted, patting the dog's back. "He's very good at what he does. And you needed someone who could actually satisfy you."

      Before Melanie could respond, Brutus shifted his weight. His right foreleg lifted from around her waist, swinging over her back. Then his right hind leg followed, throwing itself over her ass and giving her a scratch in the process.

      Melanie gasped as his knot rotated inside her.

      The movement sent a jolt of sensation through her oversensitive pussy. The knot ground against her G-spot, and despite everything—the shame, the humiliation, the presence of her sister-in-law—a moan escaped her lips.

      "Oh my, what a lovely turned tie," Janet said, her voice full of admiration.

      Brutus was now standing with his back to Melanie, their bodies still locked together. His tail brushed against her thigh. The position put even more pressure on her G-spot, and she could feel his cock still pulsing inside her, still releasing spurts of cum.

      "Please," Melanie whimpered, though she wasn't sure what she was begging for anymore.

      Janet stood and walked to the edge of the bathtub, sitting down on the rim with the casual ease of someone settling in to watch a movie. She pulled her phone from her pocket and started scrolling through it, completely unbothered by the scene in front of her.

      "It'll be a few more minutes," Janet said without looking up. "He needs to finish."

      Melanie's arms trembled, barely holding her weight. The position was starting to hurt—her knees ached from the hard tile, her back strained from being held in this arch. But she couldn't move. Brutus's knot kept her locked in place.

      Time seemed to stretch. Every second felt like an hour. Melanie could feel every pulse of Brutus's cock, every spurt of cum filling her already-full pussy. The heat was overwhelming, spreading through her belly, making her feel swollen and claimed.

      Her clit throbbed, still sensitive from her orgasm. The pressure of his knot against her G-spot was constant, unrelenting. She could feel another orgasm building despite herself, despite the humiliation of having Janet watch.

      "How long?" Melanie gasped.

      Janet glanced at her phone. "About ten minutes total. He's been inside you for... oh, about seven now."

      Seven minutes. It felt like a lifetime.

      Brutus shifted slightly, and his knot ground against her inner walls. Melanie moaned, her pussy clenching involuntarily.

      "That's it," Janet murmured, still scrolling through her phone. "Just relax and let him finish."

      Melanie's head dropped forward, her hair falling around her face. She could feel cum starting to leak around the seal of Brutus's knot, trickling down her inner thighs. There was so much of it. Too much.

      Her pussy ached, stretched beyond anything she'd experienced. But underneath the discomfort was something else—a deep, primal satisfaction. Her body recognized what had happened. She'd been bred. Claimed. Marked as his.

      The thought should have disgusted her. Instead, it sent a dark thrill through her core.

      Finally, after what felt like an eternity, Brutus started to pull.

      The tug on her pussy made Melanie gasp. His knot was still swollen, still huge, and the pressure as he tried to withdraw was intense.

      "Wait!" she cried out, panic flooding through her. "It's too big, he'll tear me⁠—"

      Her hands flew back instinctively, grabbing his hind legs and holding him in place.

      "That's right," Janet said, finally looking up from her phone. "Hold him. His knot is probably still too swollen."

      Melanie's fingers dug into the thick fur of Brutus's legs, keeping him locked inside her. The dog stopped pulling, content to wait.

      "How long do I hold him?" Melanie asked, her voice shaking.

      "Until it feels right," Janet said. "You'll know."

      They stayed like that for another minute, maybe two. Melanie could feel the knot slowly starting to shrink, the pressure easing slightly. Her pussy was sore, aching, but the worst of the stretch was fading.

      "I think... I think he's small enough now," Melanie said quietly.

      "Then let him go," Janet instructed.

      Melanie released Brutus's hind legs, her hands falling to the floor. The dog immediately pulled back.

      The sensation of his knot sliding free was indescribable. Her pussy stretched wide, resisting, and then suddenly gave way with a wet, obscene pop. His cock followed, slipping out of her in a rush.

      And then the cum came.

      It gushed out of her in a thick, watery flood, spilling onto the tile between her spread knees. The volume was shocking—cup after cup of dog cum pouring from her used pussy, pooling on the floor beneath her.

      Melanie collapsed forward completely, her hips finally dropping to the tile. She lay there in a puddle of mixed fluids—her squirt, his cum, everything—her whole body trembling.

      Behind her, she heard Brutus licking himself, cleaning his cock. The wet sounds made her stomach flip. A moment later, she heard his claws clicking on the tile as he left the bathroom, presumably heading to his bed.

      Janet stood, stepping carefully around the mess. She grabbed a wad of toilet paper and a washcloth from the cabinet, wetting it under the sink.

      "Here," she said, kneeling beside Melanie. "Let's get you cleaned up."

      Melanie accepted the washcloth numbly, wiping at her thighs, her pussy, trying to clean away the evidence. But there was so much. The cum kept leaking out of her, a steady trickle that wouldn't stop.

      Janet handed her a thick absorbent pad. "You'll need this. It's going to leak for a while."

      Melanie's ruined panties were still on the floor, torn and soaked with saliva. She picked them up with shaking hands and managed to pull them on, though they were barely functional. She positioned the pad as best she could, feeling the immediate wetness as more cum soaked into it.

      Janet cleaned the floor efficiently, wiping up the puddle with a towel. She worked quickly, methodically, like this was something she'd done before.

      The realization hit Melanie like a punch to the gut.

      "You've done this before," she said quietly. "Watched him fuck someone."

      Janet paused, then smiled. "A few times. Brutus has... particular tastes."

      "And Kyle knows?"

      "Of course he knows," Janet said, standing and tossing the towel in the hamper. "We don't keep secrets from each other."

      Melanie's mind raced. Her brother—quiet, mild-mannered Kyle—knew that his wife let their dog fuck other women. Knew and accepted it.

      "He watches?" Melanie asked, her voice barely a whisper.

      "Sometimes," Janet admitted. "He likes it. Likes seeing Brutus dominate women the way he could never dominate me."

      The pieces fell into place. Janet was the one in charge. She ran the household, the marriage, everything. Kyle submitted to her completely. And Brutus... Brutus was an extension of her power.

      "Please don't tell anyone," Melanie begged, fresh tears spilling down her cheeks. "I'd die if anyone found out."

      "I promise I won't tell anyone," Janet said, reaching out to take Melanie's hand. Her grip was warm, firm. "Except for Runt."

      "Please don't tell him," Melanie cried, desperation flooding through her. "Please, Janet, I'm begging you⁠—"

      "Honey, I have to," Janet said gently. "He and I don't have secrets from each other. Even though I'm the boss around here, we swore to each other that there wouldn't be any secrets between us."

      Melanie's shoulders sagged. There was no point in arguing. Janet had made up her mind.

      "Come," Janet said, pulling Melanie to her feet. "Let's go find my husband and tell him Brutus has a new bitch."

      Melanie followed numbly, her legs shaky, the pad between her thighs already soaked. Janet's hand was warm in hers, leading her out of the bathroom, through the bedroom, into the hallway.

      As they walked, something shifted inside Melanie. The numbness began to fade, replaced by something darker. Something hungry.

      She could still feel Brutus's cum leaking out of her. Could still feel the ache in her pussy, the soreness that would last for days. Could still remember the way he'd dominated her, fucked her, made her cum harder than any man ever had.

      And she wanted it again.

      The thought should have horrified her. Instead, it made her smile.

      By the time they reached the back door leading to the yard, Melanie was no longer being led. She was walking beside Janet willingly, her chin lifted, her eyes bright.
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      Melanie and Janet stepped out of the house and into the bright afternoon sunlight. The sounds of the cookout hit Melanie immediately—laughter, conversation, the sizzle of meat on the grill. Everything seemed so normal, so ordinary.

      But nothing felt normal to Melanie.

      With each step, she was acutely aware of the pad between her legs, already soaked through with Brutus's cum. She could feel it leaking out of her with every movement, warm and slick. Her thighs felt sticky, her pussy sore and swollen. She walked carefully, trying not to draw attention to the way she moved.

      Janet's hand was still wrapped around hers, leading her across the patio toward the grill where Kyle stood flipping burgers.

      Melanie's heart pounded. Every person they passed felt like a threat. Did they know? Could they tell? She was convinced the smell of sex was clinging to her skin, her hair, her dress. The scent of dog and cum and her own arousal.

      A couple sitting at the picnic table looked up as they passed, smiling and waving. Melanie forced a smile back, her cheeks burning. They couldn't possibly know. Could they?

      "Melanie! There you are!" Sarah called from the pool. "We thought you got lost!"

      "Just... needed a minute," Melanie managed, her voice sounding strange to her own ears.

      Janet squeezed her hand reassuringly, and they kept walking.

      Kyle stood at the grill, spatula in hand, focused on the burgers in front of him. He looked so normal, so innocent in his khaki shorts and polo shirt. Melanie's brother. Sweet, quiet Kyle who'd always been there for her.

      What would he think when he found out what she'd done?

      As they approached, Kyle looked up. His eyes moved from Janet to Melanie, and something flickered across his face—recognition, maybe. Understanding.

      "Hey," he said, setting down his spatula. "Everything okay?"

      "We need to talk," Janet said, her tone leaving no room for argument. "Somewhere private."

      Kyle's gaze lingered on Melanie for a moment—taking in her flushed cheeks, her disheveled hair, the way she was standing with her thighs pressed together. Then he nodded.

      "Garage," he said simply.

      Janet led the way, still holding Melanie's hand. Kyle followed behind them, and Melanie could feel his eyes on her back. They crossed the yard, entered through the side door, and stepped into the cool dimness of the three-car garage.

      Kyle closed the door behind them, shutting out the noise of the party. The sudden silence was deafening.

      Janet turned to face her husband, still holding Melanie's hand. There was no preamble, no gentle lead-in.

      "Brutus fucked Melanie," Janet said directly. "She's his now."

      Melanie's breath caught. Hearing it said out loud, so bluntly, made it real in a way it hadn't been before.

      She waited for Kyle's shock. His anger. His disgust.

      But none of that came.

      Instead, Kyle's expression softened. He looked at Melanie with something that might have been sympathy. Or maybe arousal. It was hard to tell.

      "Are you okay?" he asked quietly.

      Melanie opened her mouth, but no words came out. Was she okay? She didn't even know anymore.

      Finally, she nodded.

      Kyle let out a breath, and a small smile tugged at the corner of his mouth. "Good. That's... that's good."

      Janet stepped closer to her husband, releasing Melanie's hand to wrap her arm around Kyle's waist. "I told her she can come over whenever she wants. That Brutus will be available. And that this stays between us."

      Kyle nodded, his eyes still on Melanie. "I've seen what Brutus does to women," he said, his voice soft. "It's intense. Life-changing, even." He paused, then asked the question that mattered most. "Do you want this, Mel? Really want it?"

      Melanie's mind flashed back to the bathroom. To the feeling of Brutus mounting her, dominating her, fucking her harder than any man ever had. To the orgasm that had ripped through her body, leaving her shaking and squirting and completely undone.

      Her pussy clenched at the memory, sending a fresh trickle of cum leaking into the already-soaked pad.

      "Yes," she whispered. Then, louder, more certain: "Yes. I want it."

      Janet's smile was radiant. She turned to Kyle and kissed him deeply, her hand cupping his face. When she pulled back, her eyes were bright with satisfaction.

      "Good," Janet said. "Brutus needs more than just me."

      The words hung in the air, heavy with implication. Melanie stared at her sister-in-law, the pieces finally clicking into place completely.

      Janet fucked Brutus too. Regularly. And Kyle knew. Kyle watched. Kyle got off on it.

      "How many?" Melanie asked, her voice barely audible. "How many others?"

      "Does it matter?" Janet asked, her tone gentle. "You're one of us now. That's what counts."

      Kyle stepped forward, reaching out to squeeze Melanie's shoulder. "You can always say no," he said. "If you ever change your mind, if it ever becomes too much, you can walk away. No judgment. No hard feelings."

      But even as he said it, Melanie knew she wouldn't. She was already planning her next visit. Already imagining Brutus's weight on her back, his cock driving into her, his knot locking inside her.

      "I should go," Melanie said suddenly, the need to be alone overwhelming. "I need to... I need to go home."

      Janet nodded understandingly. "Of course. Do you need help getting to your car?"

      "No, I can manage."

      Melanie made her way back through the house, avoiding the backyard and the guests who might try to stop her. She grabbed her purse from the entryway table and slipped out the front door.

      The walk to her car felt endless. Every step sent a jolt through her sore pussy, a reminder of what had happened. By the time she slid into the driver's seat, the pad was completely saturated.

      She drove home on autopilot, her mind spinning. The roads blurred past, familiar but distant. When she finally pulled into her apartment complex, she couldn't remember the drive at all.

      Inside her small one-bedroom apartment, Melanie locked the door behind her and leaned against it, her whole body trembling.

      Then she moved to the bathroom.

      She stripped off her dress, letting it fall to the floor. Her ruined panties followed, the pad peeling away with a wet sound. She stood in front of the full-length mirror and looked at herself.

      Her pussy was swollen and red, the lips puffy and used. Cum still leaked from her opening, trickling down her inner thighs in slow, sticky trails. There were faint marks on her hips where Brutus's paws had gripped her. A slight bruise on the back of her neck where his teeth had pressed.

      She looked like she'd been fucked. Thoroughly. Completely.

      Melanie touched herself gently, her fingers sliding through the mess between her legs. Even the lightest pressure made her gasp—she was so sensitive, so tender.

      But underneath the soreness was something else. A deep, aching need that hadn't been satisfied. That couldn't be satisfied by her own hand.

      She stumbled to her bedroom and collapsed onto the bed, not bothering with sheets or covers. The cum continued to leak out of her, soaking into the mattress beneath her.

      Melanie closed her eyes and let her hand drift between her legs.

      She thought about Brutus. About the way he'd dominated her, taken what he wanted without asking. About the size of his cock, the heat of his cum, the feeling of his knot locking inside her.

      Her fingers circled her clit, careful and slow. The sensation was almost too much, but she couldn't stop.

      She thought about going back. About walking into Janet and Kyle's house, finding Brutus, getting down on her hands and knees for him. Offering herself. Begging him to fuck her again.

      The orgasm built slowly, creeping up on her like a wave. Her hips rocked against her hand, her breath coming faster.

      "Brutus," she whispered into the empty room.

      Her pussy clenched around nothing, desperately empty. She wanted his cock. Wanted his knot. Wanted to feel him cum inside her again.

      "Brutus," she moaned, louder this time.

      The orgasm crashed over her, less intense than before but still powerful enough to make her cry out. Her back arched off the bed, her thighs trembling, her fingers working frantically over her swollen clit.

      "Brutus!" she screamed as she came, his name torn from her throat.

      She collapsed back onto the mattress, panting and sweating. Her hand fell away from her pussy, sticky and wet.

      For a long moment, she just lay there, staring at the ceiling.

      Then she smiled.

      She knew she'd go back. Maybe tomorrow. Maybe the day after. But soon. Very soon.
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      he sound of the truck door slamming was too loud in the quiet afternoon. Lorraine Cox looked up from the sink where she was washing a coffee mug. She dried her hands on the thighs of her jeans, leaving damp streaks on the denim, and moved to the kitchen window.

      The county animal shelter’s white pickup, rust eating the wheel wells, sat crooked in her gravel driveway. She saw Mark, the head volunteer, a guy with kind eyes and always a stain on his shirt, walking around to the back of the truck. Her backyard, fenced and green with new spring grass, waited empty. She’d cleaned out the big dog house on the porch just yesterday.

      Special case. That’s what they’d said on the phone. Her specialty. The broken ones. The ones no one else could reach. She took a deep breath, pushed a strand of brown hair behind her ear, and went out the side door onto the porch.

      “Hey, Lorraine,” Mark called. He gave her a tired smile that didn’t reach his eyes. “Got him.”

      “I see that.” Her voice was calm, the one she used for scared animals. She walked down the three wooden steps, the gravel crunching under her sneakers. The air smelled like cut grass and damp earth.

      Mark was already lowering the tailgate. Inside the truck bed was a large metal travel crate. Through the wire door, she could see a dark shape. It wasn’t moving. Not even a twitch.

      “So what’s the story?” she asked, keeping her distance to give the creature inside some space.

      Mark rubbed the back of his neck. He kept his voice low. “Old man lived alone out past the highway. Passed away. Natural causes, they think. Took about a week for anyone to find him. Dog was locked in the bathroom with him. No food. Toilet water ran dry. He was just… lying there next to the body when they kicked the door in.”

      A cold, heavy feeling settled in Lorraine’s stomach. She’d heard bad stories in her three years of fostering, but that painted a picture she wished she could unsee. “Behavior?”

      “Zero. That’s the thing. No aggression. No growling. Nothing. He’s just… gone. Shut down completely. We had to lift him into the crate. He won’t walk on a leash. Just plants his feet and stares at nothing.” Mark unlocked the crate door, sliding the bolt slowly. The metallic scrape made the shape inside flinch. A single, small tremor. “He’s a mastiff mix. Maybe some kinda hound? Big frame. Should be pushing one-sixty, one-seventy. He’s maybe one-forty now. All skin and bones under that fur.”

      The crate door swung open. The dog didn’t come out. He lay on his side, facing the back of the crate. His coat was a brindle pattern, black stripes over a muddy brown base, but it was dull and clumped in places. He was enormous. Even curled up, he took up the whole crate.

      “Come on, big fella,” Mark coaxed softly. He clicked his tongue.

      Nothing.

      Lorraine moved closer, one slow step at a time. The smell hit her first. It wasn’t just dog smell. It was the sour tang of fear-sweat, the sharpness of sickness, the stale odor of confinement. It was the smell of despair.

      She crouched down, still a few feet from the crate opening. She could see the rise and fall of his rib cage. It was too fast. “What’s his name?”

      “Paperwork says ‘Dog’. Original, right?”

      She nodded. They always got new names here. A fresh start. A new life. She looked at the massive, motionless animal. Jupiter. The name popped into her head. Big as a planet, and just as distant. Jupiter.

      “Okay,” she said, standing up. “Let’s get him into the yard.”

      It wasn’t easy. Mark had to climb partway into the crate and put his hands on the dog’s hindquarters to encourage him to move. Lorraine stood at the opening, her voice a steady, soft murmur. “It’s okay. You’re okay now. Just come on out. Nice and easy.”

      Finally, with a shudder that seemed to go through his whole body, the dog unfolded. He was all long legs and sharp angles. His paws touched the gravel and his legs wobbled like a newborn calf’s. He didn’t lift his head. His ears were flat against his skull. His tail was invisible, tucked so far between his legs it might as well have been gone.

      Mark clipped a leash to a worn leather collar. He gave a gentle tug. The dog took a step. Then another. It wasn’t a walk. It was a slow, mechanical drag. His nails scraped the gravel.

      Lorraine led the way to the side gate, opened it, and held it wide. The backyard was her pride. Safe, secure, green. A place for healing.

      They guided him through. Mark unclipped the leash and stepped back. The dog stood in the middle of the lawn, head hanging so low his muzzle almost brushed the grass. He didn’t sniff the air. He didn’t look at the trees or the dog house. He just stood there, a statue of misery.

      “Good luck,” Mark said, his voice full of pity. “He’s not there yet. Call if you need anything. Vet says he’s physically okay. Just needs food and quiet. Mentally… well. You’re the miracle worker.”

      After the truck’s rumble faded down the road, Lorraine sat on the top step of her back porch. She watched him. He hadn’t moved. A cloud passed over the sun, throwing the yard into shadow, and he still didn’t move.

      Time passed. The sun began its slide down toward the treeline. She got up, her knees cracking. She went inside, filled a big stainless-steel bowl with cool water, and brought it out. She set it on the grass about five feet from him. She went back, got another bowl, and filled it with a mix of high-protein kibble and a generous spoonful of stinky, savory wet food. She placed it next to the water.

      She returned to her step and sat. And waited.

      For a long time, nothing changed. The world got quieter. Birds settled in the trees. The first fireflies of the season blinked hesitantly in the bushes.

      Then, as the last of the daylight turned the sky a deep purple, his head moved. Just an inch. One dark, liquid eye shifted toward the bowls. His nostrils flared. A long, shaky breath hissed out of him, making his loose lips flutter.

      Slowly, painfully slow, one front paw lifted. It hovered for a second, then touched the grass. The other followed. He took a step. Then another. His movement was stiff, like his joints were rusted shut.

      He reached the water first. He lowered his head and lapped once, twice. Then a desperate thirst seemed to take over. He drank in great gulps, his whole body trembling with the effort, water slopping over the sides of the bowl and soaking into the dirt. When he finally came up for air, his jowls dripped. He turned to the food. He sniffed it. He took a single piece of kibble in his mouth, crunched it thoughtfully. He took another. Then, with a speed that surprised her, he began to eat in earnest, not wolfing it down, but chewing steadily, purposefully, until the bowl was clean.

      Lorraine let out a long, slow breath. A start. It was a start.

      When he was done, he finally looked around. His gaze swept the fence line, the darkening trees, the house. Finally, it landed on her, sitting on the step in the twilight.

      He just stared. His eyes were a warm brown, but in the dim light they looked black and bottomless, holding a sadness so deep it felt like a physical weight.

      “Hi, Jupiter,” she said softly. The name felt right on her tongue. “You’re safe here.”

      He blinked. That was all. He turned and walked with that same stiff-legged gait to the farthest corner of the yard. He circled twice in the grass and lay down with a heavy sigh, his back to her, his head on his paws.
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        * * *

      

      The next few days were a silent dance. Lorraine moved through her routine. She worked her day job from home, typing data into a computer at her kitchen table. Every few hours, she’d get up, look out the window. Jupiter was always in his corner. Sometimes lying down. Sometimes just standing, staring at the fence.

      She fed him morning and evening. She refreshed his water. She didn’t try to approach him. She just let him be. She’d sit on the porch with her laptop or a book, a silent presence he could get used to.

      On the fourth day, she brought her lunch outside—a turkey sandwich. She sat on the grass, leaning against the trunk of the old maple tree. She ate slowly, not looking at him. She could feel his eyes on her.

      When she was done, she opened her paperback mystery novel. The sun was warm on her shoulders. She got lost in the story, the world of fictional murder fading away.

      A warm puff of air touched her bare elbow.

      She didn’t jump. She didn’t turn her head. She just kept reading, her heart suddenly thumping a hard rhythm against her ribs. In her peripheral vision, she saw a big, black nose. It nudged the soft skin of her inner arm. Once. Gently.

      She held her breath.

      He nudged again, a little firmer. Then he let out a sigh that seemed to come from the very center of him, a release of breath that carried all the tension in the world with it. He sank down onto the grass beside her, his entire length pressing against her leg from hip to ankle. The heat of him was shocking. She could feel the hard line of his spine, the sharp points of his hip bones. He was still so thin.

      She didn’t pet him. Not yet. She just let the solid, living weight of him rest against her. After a few minutes, his breathing evened out. A soft, rumbling snore started in his chest.

      A smile touched her lips.

      Touch came next. She started while he ate. She’d put his bowl down, and as he focused on the food, she would reach out and lay her hand lightly on the bony ridge of his back. The first time, he froze mid-chew, every muscle locking. She kept her hand still. After a few seconds, he resumed eating. The next day, he only flinched. The day after that, he didn’t react at all.

      Soon, she was stroking him while he ate, long passes from the scruff of his neck down to his tail. He began to lean into the pressure. One evening, as her hand slid over his ribs, his stub of a tail gave a single, hesitant thump against the patio concrete.

      Progress. Tiny, fragile progress.

      Then came the thunderstorm. It rolled in late on a Tuesday night, long after dark. Lorraine was curled on her couch under a blanket, watching some forgettable movie. The first boom was distant, a grumble of discontent. Then the rain started, a sudden hard patter on the roof.

      She heard the scratch at the back door. A single, tentative scrape of nails on wood.

      She paused the movie. Silence, except for the drumming rain. Another scratch. Then a sound that broke her heart—a low, trembling whine, so full of fear it was almost a sob.

      She threw off the blanket and padded to the door. She turned on the porch light and looked through the glass pane.

      Jupiter was there. He was soaked, his brindle coat plastered dark to his body. Water streamed from his ears, his chin. He was shivering violently. His eyes were wide, the whites showing all around. Another crack of thunder, closer this time. He flinched so hard his whole body skittered sideways on the wet porch.

      “Oh, honey,” she whispered. She unlocked the door and pulled it open. “Come in. Come on, it’s okay.”

      He hesitated, looking from her face to the warm, dry, thunder-muffled living room. The storm roared again, a deafening bang that shook the windows. That decided it. He ducked his head and bolted inside, nearly knocking her over in his rush.

      He stood in the middle of the living room rug, dripping a huge, dark puddle. He looked utterly lost, a wild thing in a tame space.

      “It’s alright,” she soothed, grabbing an old bath towel from the laundry basket. “Let’s get you dried off.”

      She knelt in front of him. He was trembling so hard his teeth chattered. She started with his head, rubbing the towel gently over his velvet ears, his broad muzzle. He stood rigid, accepting the touch. She talked to him, nonsense words in a soft, singsong voice. “You’re such a good boy. Just a little storm. It can’t get you in here. That’s it. Good boy.”

      She worked the towel down his powerful neck, over the swell of his chest. As she rubbed the thick fur on his sides, she felt the terrible trembling begin to ease. A deep, groaning sigh escaped him, a sound of profound relief. He leaned his whole body into the pressure of her hands.

      She dried his legs, his belly. He was pliant now, his eyes half-closed in something close to pleasure. When she was finished, she tossed the damp towel aside.

      “There. All better.”

      He shook himself then, one tremendous full-body shake that sent a final spray of droplets arcing through the lamplight. Then he did something new. He stepped forward, closing the small space between them, and pushed his big, heavy head directly into her chest. It was a nuzzle, but more than that. It was a burying, a seeking of comfort so direct it stole her breath. The force of it nearly knocked her onto her backside.

      Lorraine laughed, a breathless sound, and wrapped her arms around his thick, damp neck. She hugged him tight, her face buried in the fur behind his ear. He was solid muscle and warmth. He smelled like rain and wet dog and the faint, clean scent of the oatmeal shampoo she’d managed to use on him days before.

      “You’re a good boy, Jupiter,” she whispered, her voice thick. “You’re safe. I’ve got you.”

      He responded by licking her chin. A quick, rough swipe of his tongue that was over before she could react.

      That night, he slept on a pile of old blankets she arranged next to the couch. He didn’t ask to go back out. He belonged inside now.

      Everything changed after the storm. A switch had flipped. Jupiter was no longer a ghost in her yard; he was her shadow. His recovery accelerated. Good food filled him out, softening the harsh angles, putting a healthy sheen on his brindle coat. His eyes, once hollow, were now bright and alert, following her every move with unwavering focus.

      His personality emerged. He was goofy. He’d prance around the yard with a stuffed squirrel toy, shaking it fiercely, his rear end wagging so hard his whole body twisted. He learned “sit” and “stay” for treats almost instantly, his intelligence obvious. He was gentle, taking treats from her fingers with exaggerated care.

      And he was deeply, physically affectionate. He’d rest his head in her lap with a weight that was both demanding and comforting. He’d roll onto his back, all four legs in the air, inviting a belly rub. He loved being scratched at the base of his tail, his back leg thumping a happy, uncontrollable rhythm on the floor.

      Lorraine found herself talking to him constantly. About her boring work, about the neighbor’s loud music, about memories she hadn’t thought of in years. He listened, his head cocked, his eyes soft. He was better company than any person she’d known in a long time. The loneliness that had been a constant hum in the background of her life began to fade, replaced by the simple, solid pleasure of his presence.

      It was a Friday. She’d had a mind-numbingly dull day, entering endless strings of numbers that meant nothing to her. She came home, fed Jupiter, and collapsed on the couch with a groan. She kicked off her shoes and socks. Jupiter, sensing her mood, hopped up beside her without invitation, his bulk making the old couch springs complain. He lay down, his back pressed against her thigh, his head near her hip.

      She didn’t mind. She welcomed it. She let her hand fall to his side, her fingers idly tracing the stripes in his fur. The steady rise and fall of his breathing was a lullaby. The TV was on, some home renovation show, but the sounds blurred into noise. Her eyes grew heavy. The stress of the week melted away under the warmth of him. She drifted into a light, peaceful sleep.

      She didn’t know how long she was out. She woke because the quality of the light in the room had changed. The TV was still on, casting a blue glow. The show had changed to a late-night infomercial for a knife set.

      And Jupiter was awake.

      He had shifted. He was no longer lying with his back to her. He was on his side, facing her. His head was level with her hips. He wasn’t sleeping. He was perfectly still, watching her.

      In the dim light, his eyes were dark pools. But there was a new intensity in them. It wasn’t the look of a pet waiting for a treat or a walk. It was a deep, singular focus. A primal attention. His nose was inches from her body. She was wearing her oldest, softest gray sweatpants and a thin, worn t-shirt.

      “Hey,” she murmured, her voice sleep-rough. She started to lift her hand to pat his head, her usual gesture.

      He didn’t move to meet it. Instead, he moved forward. He pushed his nose against her thigh, right where the soft fabric of her sweatpants bunched at the seam. He inhaled deeply, a long, deliberate sniff that pulled the air in through his nostrils with a soft snuff sound.

      A jolt, sharp and electric, went straight through her. It was an intimate smell. The kind reserved for mates, for pack. It was a claiming sort of sniff.

      “Jupiter,” she said. His name came out as a question, a weak protest.

      He ignored the tone. He did it again. This time, he nudged his nose higher, pressing firmly into the soft, vulnerable junction of her thighs. Through the layers of cotton—her sweatpants, her plain cotton panties—she felt the startling wetness of his cold nose, the heat of his breath as it soaked through.

      Her whole body went still. Her mouth was dry. This was wrong. This was the line. The big, bright, never-cross-it line.

      But her hand, hovering in the air, didn’t push him away. A strange, heavy warmth was pooling low in her belly, spreading outwards. It had been so long. Over a year since a man had touched her. Since anyone had wanted her. Her life was work, and bills, and caring for broken creatures who left when they were healed. Who cared for her? Who wanted her, just for her?

      Jupiter made a sound. A soft, pleading whimper. It wasn’t fear. It was want. Pure, simple, animal want. He nudged again, more insistently, using the broad bridge of his nose to push her legs apart just a little.

      Lorraine’s heart was hammering, a frantic drum against her ribs. This was insane. This was forbidden. This could ruin her.

      But his warmth… his total, unquestioning devotion… the sheer, honest need in his movement…

      Her hovering hand came down. It didn’t push. It settled on the wide, flat plane of his head, her fingers sinking into the thick fur behind his ears.

      He took it as the permission it was.

      He surged forward.

      It wasn’t violent. It was decisive. He pressed his muzzle hard against the center of her, the pressure immediate and overwhelming. Through the fabric, she could feel the firm, unyielding shape of him. He began to move, rubbing up and down in a slow, deliberate rhythm, mimicking a motion as old as time itself.

      “Oh… God…” The words slipped out of her on a choked gasp. Her eyes slammed shut.

      Pleasure, sharp and shocking, speared through her. It was so direct, so devoid of complication. Her back arched off the couch cushions, a silent cry on her lips. Her fingers clenched in his fur, holding on.

      He kept going. His breathing grew heavier, hot puffs of air steaming through the cotton, making her skin damp. The friction was incredible. Rough, but perfect. He seemed to know exactly what to do. He found a sensitive spot and worked it with focused persistence, his movements growing more urgent, more demanding.

      Lorraine was panting now, short little breaths. Her hips began to move of their own accord, rising to meet each push. She was wet. She could feel the slick heat gathering, and she knew with absolute certainty that he could smell it, taste it through the fabric. It was driving him. A low, continuous rumble started deep in his chest, not a growl of warning, but a growl of pure, intense concentration.

      One of his big front paws came up. It landed on her lower belly, not hard, but with a definite, possessive weight. He was pinning her gently to the couch, holding her in place so he could work better. The weight of it was shocking. It was a claim.

      The sensation built fast, a tight, hot coil winding in the very core of her. This was wrong. So profoundly wrong. But her body, starved and lonely, screamed that it was right. This was raw, animal need, focused entirely on her, on her pleasure. No lies. No games. Just this.

      “Don’t stop,” she heard herself beg, her voice a ragged, unfamiliar thing. “Please… don’t stop…”

      As if he understood every word, he redoubled his efforts. The rubbing became faster, harder. The pressure was everywhere, blunt and undeniable. The seam of her sweatpants dug into her most sensitive flesh, a delicious, burning counterpoint to the relentless push of his muzzle.

      It was too much. It was everything.

      The coil snapped.

      Lorraine cried out, a sharp, guttural sound that was ripped from her throat. Her body bowed off the couch, seized by a climax so intense it felt like violence. Her legs clamped instinctively around his head, trapping him against her as wave after wave of blinding, shocking pleasure tore through her. She shook uncontrollably. Lights flashed behind her closed eyelids. A high, thin whine filled her ears—was it her? Was it him?

      He didn’t stop. He kept rubbing, gentler now, persistent, as she rode the crashing, ebbing pulses. Broken whimpers fell from her lips. She was liquid, molten, completely undone.

      Finally, spent, she collapsed back onto the cushions, gasping for air like she’d been drowning.

      Slowly, he pulled his head back. His muzzle glistened in the TV’s glow, damp with her arousal. He panted, his tongue lolling, watching her with dark, knowing eyes. He looked satisfied. He looked proud.

      He leaned in and licked her cheek, a slow, thorough swipe from jawline to temple. A clean-up. A marking.

      Then he settled back down beside her with a contented grunt, laying his heavy head across her stomach. He let out a deep sigh and closed his eyes, his body relaxed and warm against hers.

      Lorraine lay perfectly still. Her mind was a blank, white static. The infomercial man was enthusiastically slicing a tomato. The clock on the wall ticked. The weight on her stomach was real, solid, anchoring her to the earth.

      She had crossed a line. A line there was no coming back from. A line that separated her old life from… whatever this was now.

      She looked down at the massive, brindle dog sleeping peacefully on her, his trust in her absolute.

      And she knew. With a calm, terrifying certainty that settled deep in her bones, she knew she would never put his picture on the adoption website. She would never let anyone else take him home.

      He was hers.

      And in the dark, secret, sweating heart of her, she was already his.
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      The morning light was too bright. It cut through the gaps in the blinds and painted sharp lines across Lorraine’s face. She woke up with a gasp, her heart already pounding. For a confused second, she didn’t know why. Then she felt the weight.

      Jupiter’s head was still a solid, warm pressure on her stomach. He was asleep, his breathing deep and even. One of his ears twitched, chasing a dream rabbit.

      Memory flooded back. Not in thoughts, but in sensations. The hard press of his muzzle. The rough friction through the fabric. The shocking, convulsive release. The wetness between her legs had dried into a faint, uncomfortable stickiness.

      Shame hit her first. A hot, prickling wave that washed from her scalp down to her toes. Oh my God. What did I do? She lay perfectly still, staring at the water stain on her ceiling she’d been meaning to fix. This was it. This was how people lost their minds. They started fucking their pets. She was a crazy dog lady, the kind people whispered about.

      She should push him off. Get up. Take a shower so hot it would scald the feeling away. Call the shelter. Tell them there’d been an incident, he wasn’t working out. Make something up. Say he was aggressive.

      His ear twitched again. He let out a soft whuff in his sleep, his jowls fluttering. His body was a long, relaxed line of heat against her side.

      The shame began to curdle, mixing with something else. The ghost of the sensation. A deep, throbbing echo low in her belly. Her body, traitorously, remembered the pleasure. The sheer, mind-blowing intensity of it. It had been more real, more powerful, than anything she’d experienced with another person. There had been no performance. No worrying if she looked okay, if she was taking too long, if he was getting bored. It had just been… need. His for her. Hers for… for that.

      Carefully, as if moving around a bomb, she slid out from under his head. He stirred, lifting his head and blinking sleepy eyes at her. His tail gave two slow thumps against the couch cushions.

      “Good morning,” she said. Her voice sounded strange in her own ears. Hoarse.

      He stretched, his front legs extending, his back arching, a groan of contentment rumbling out of him. He hopped off the couch and shook, his collar jingling. He looked at her, then trotted to the back door and looked pointedly at the handle.

      Right. Normal things. Business as usual.

      She let him out into the cool morning air. She watched from the doorway as he sniffed around his favorite bush, lifted his leg, then started a leisurely patrol of the fence line. He looked… normal. Happy. Not like an animal that had crossed a profound taboo hours before. To him, maybe it hadn’t been taboo. Maybe it had just been connection. Comfort.

      That thought scared her more than anything.

      She took a shower. Not scalding, but lukewarm. She scrubbed her skin until it was pink. She avoided touching herself between her legs, as if the area was now marked, different. When she got out and looked in the foggy mirror, her face looked the same. Brown eyes, a few freckles, hair dark and wet. She didn’t look like a pervert.

      The day felt fragile, like thin ice. She made coffee. Jupiter came back in and sat by his food bowl, waiting politely. She fed him. The routine was a lifeline. She measured his kibble. She added the spoonful of wet food. He ate, crunching steadily. She didn’t pet him while he ate this time. She stood at the counter, sipping her coffee, watching him.

      He finished, licked the bowl clean, and came over to her. He sat at her feet and looked up, his tail swishing across the floor. He nudged her hand with his nose.

      It was a simple request. A request for affection he’d made a hundred times before.

      Her hand trembled slightly as she reached down. She scratched behind his ears, the spot he loved. He leaned into it, his eyes closing halfway in bliss. He was just her dog. Her big, goofy, recovering foster dog.

      But when her fingers trailed down the side of his neck, she felt the powerful cord of muscle there. She remembered the strength in his neck as he’d pushed against her. A shiver ran through her that had nothing to do with being cold.

      She pulled her hand away. “Okay,” she said, too brightly. “Work time.”

      She retreated to her laptop at the kitchen table. Jupiter followed and lay down at her feet with a sigh. She tried to lose herself in the spreadsheets, the endless columns of numbers. But her mind kept drifting. The memory would replay, not in a blur, but in sharp, vivid details. The sound of his breathing. The feel of his paw on her belly. The look in his eyes afterwards.

      She found herself looking at him. Really looking. Not as a pet, but as a male animal. He was lying on his side. His brindle fur was thick over a chest that was growing broader every day. His hind legs were long and strong. Between his legs, she could see the sheath, a neat, furry package. She quickly looked back at her screen, her face burning. This was insane. She was objectifying her dog.

      But the thought was there, planted. A seed of forbidden curiosity.

      The morning dragged on. The silence in the house felt heavy, charged. Every normal sound—the click of her keys, the hum of the fridge—seemed too loud. Her body was hyper-aware of his. The sound of him licking his paw. The rustle as he shifted position. The warmth radiating from him just a few feet away.

      Around noon, she got up to make a sandwich. As she stood at the counter spreading mayonnaise, she felt him get up. He didn’t go to the door. He came and stood beside her. He pressed his side against her leg.

      It was his normal, affectionate lean. But today, it felt different. It felt deliberate. Claiming. She froze, the knife in her hand.

      He looked up at her. His tongue lolled out in a doggy smile. He nudged her thigh with his nose. Not the frantic, seeking nudge from last night. This was softer. A reminder.

      A bolt of pure, undiluted lust shot straight to her core. It was so sudden and intense it made her knees weak. Her breath caught. The knife clattered onto the counter.

      This wasn’t going away. The line wasn’t just crossed; it was erased. Blown to dust.

      She looked down at him. His brown eyes held hers. There was intelligence there. And want. Simple, honest want.

      “No,” she whispered. But it wasn’t a command to him. It was a feeble protest to herself.

      She turned away from the counter, her lunch forgotten. She walked, unsteadily, into the living room. She sank onto the couch, the same couch. She was wearing jeans today and a loose sweatshirt.

      Jupiter followed. He didn’t jump up right away. He stood in front of her, watching her, his head tilted.

      Her heart was hammering so hard she could feel it in her throat. This was the moment. She could tell him to lie down. Go to your bed. She could re-establish the boundary.

      She didn’t.

      She patted the couch cushion beside her. A silent invitation.

      He accepted. In one smooth motion, he was up, his weight making the old furniture dip. He didn’t lie beside her. He stood over her, his front paws on either side of her hips on the cushions, his head higher than hers. He was huge from this angle. Powerful. She was pinned beneath his shadow.

      He lowered his head. He sniffed her hair, her neck. His breath was warm on her skin. He snuffled along the collar of her sweatshirt, then down her chest. The fear was back, a sharp spike, but it was tangled up with the pulsing, aching need. She was trembling again.

      He nudged the soft swell of her breast through the fabric. Then, with a purpose that left no room for doubt, he pushed his nose into the gap between her thighs where she sat.

      Even through the denim, the pressure was immediate. A low moan escaped her lips before she could stop it. Her hands came up and gripped his shoulders, not to push him away, but to hold on.

      He began to move. A slow, rocking push with his whole head, rubbing his muzzle up and down the seam of her jeans. The rough material was a torment. It was good, but it wasn’t enough. It was frustrating. She needed more.

      As if reading her mind, he changed tactics. He used his teeth. Not to bite, but to grip. He caught the thick fabric of her jeans near the zipper and tugged, a gentle, insistent pull.

      “Okay… okay…” she breathed, the words barely audible.

      She fumbled with her button, her fingers clumsy. She got it undone. She dragged the zipper down. He let go of the denim and watched, panting, as she shoved the jeans and her panties down her hips, just enough. Just to the tops of her thighs. The cool air hit her exposed skin, making her gasp.

      He didn’t wait. The moment she was bared to him, he pushed forward.

      The feeling of his nose, his muzzle, on her bare flesh was a shock so complete it stole the air from her lungs. It was wet, and hot, and infinitely softer than she’d imagined. He sniffed deeply, a long, groaning inhale that vibrated against her most sensitive skin. Then he licked.

      A broad, flat swipe of his tongue from bottom to top.

      Lorraine cried out, her head falling back against the couch. It was like a live wire had been touched to her nerves. His tongue was rough, like coarse velvet, and the sensation was utterly foreign, utterly perfect. He licked again, more focused, circling the swollen, aching center of her.

      “Oh, God… Jupiter…” His name was a prayer on her lips.

      He settled into a rhythm, lapping at her with a dedicated, hungry intensity. The wet, slick sounds filled the quiet room. Pleasure, raw and electric, built with each pass of his tongue. It was different from last night. More intimate. More consuming. She was completely open to him, completely vulnerable, and he was feasting.

      Her hips bucked off the couch, seeking more pressure. He responded by pressing harder, his movements becoming faster, less polished, more frantic. The rumble in his chest was constant now, a motor of pure desire.

      One of his big paws came up and rested on her bare hip, his pads rough against her skin. The touch anchored her, claimed her. She was unraveling fast. The coil was winding tighter, hotter, than before. Her fingers dug into the fur of his neck. Her legs fell open wider, an open invitation.

      He took it. His licking became desperate, messy. He was panting, drooling, his entire focus on the taste and feel of her. The pressure was everywhere, overwhelming. She was babbling, nonsense words, pleas, curses.

      When the climax hit, it wasn’t a single wave. It was a series of them, crashing over her one after the other, so intense it bordered on pain. She screamed, a raw, ragged sound she didn’t recognize as her own. Her body bowed, every muscle locked tight, as the pleasure tore through her like lightning. She saw white behind her eyelids.

      He didn’t stop. He kept licking, gentler now, through the violent tremors, cleaning up the evidence of her release. The sensitivity was almost too much, a sweet agony that made her twitch and whimper.

      Finally, spent and boneless, she could only lie there, gasping. He finally lifted his head. His muzzle and the fur around his mouth were glistening wet. He panted heavily, looking down at her with dark, possessive eyes. He licked his chops, savoring it.

      Then, slowly, he climbed off the couch. He stood on the floor, looking at her sprawled there, jeans around her thighs, completely exposed. He turned in a circle, then lay down on the rug at her feet, resting his head on his paws. He closed his eyes, content. The deed was done. The connection made.

      Lorraine lay there for a long time, trying to remember how to breathe. The smell of him, of her, of sex, hung in the air. The reality of what had just happened was a stone in her gut.

      She pulled her jeans and panties back up with shaky hands. She felt raw. Used. And more satisfied than she could ever remember being.

      She got up, her legs unsteady. She went to the kitchen and poured a glass of water with trembling hands. She drank it all in one go. Jupiter opened one eye to watch her, then closed it again.

      This was her life now. This secret. This sin.

      She walked to the back door and looked out at the yard. The sun was high. It was a beautiful, normal day. Kids were probably playing in a yard down the street. Someone was mowing their lawn.

      She was standing in her kitchen, her body still humming from her dog’s tongue, her soul split in two.

      And the worst part, the part that truly terrified her, was that she knew with absolute certainty she would do it again. The curiosity wasn’t just a seed anymore. It was a root, digging deep, twisting around her insides.

      She wanted more. She wanted to see where this went. She wanted to know what that thick, muscular body felt like pressed against hers without barriers. She wanted to know what he would do next.

      She turned from the door and looked at him, sleeping peacefully on her rug.

      He was hers. And this hunger, this new, terrifying appetite, was hers now too.
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      The guilt didn’t disappear, but it changed. It became a low, constant hum in the background of Lorraine’s mind, like the sound of a distant appliance. It was always there, but she learned to tune it out. What filled the foreground now was a buzzing, obsessive curiosity. It was all she could think about.

      For two days, she tried to be normal. She worked. She cooked meals. She took Jupiter for slow walks around the block, his massive head drawing smiles and cautious glances from neighbors. “He’s a big one!” they’d say. “What a handsome fella.” She’d smile tightly and nod, her skin crawling with the secret. If they only knew what that handsome fella had been doing to her on her living room couch.

      At home, the air was thick with unsaid things. Jupiter was different too. Not aggressive, but more… attentive. He watched her constantly. His eyes followed her from room to room with a focus that felt less like a pet’s devotion and more like a hunter’s patience. He was always close. If she sat, he laid his head in her lap, not asking for affection, just taking it. His weight was a demand she no longer resisted.

      The physical memory wouldn’t leave her body. She’d be washing dishes and a flash of sensation would hit her—the rough wetness of his tongue, the firm pressure of his muzzle. She’d freeze, her hands in the soapy water, heat flooding her face and pooling between her legs. She was in a constant state of low-grade arousal, a simmering need that made her restless and short-tempered with the stupid, pointless numbers on her computer screen.

      On the third morning, she broke.

      It was raining again, a soft, gray drizzle that trapped them inside. She was folding laundry on her bed, a boring chore. Jupiter lay across the doorway, blocking the exit, just watching her fold towels. Every time she bent over to pick up a shirt, she felt his gaze like a physical touch on the back of her thighs.

      She finished and stood by the bed, holding a stack of t-shirts. The room was quiet except for the patter of rain on the roof. Her heart started that familiar, frantic pounding.

      She didn’t plan it. She just did it.

      Slowly, she pulled her own t-shirt over her head. She dropped it on the floor. She unsnapped her jeans, pushed them and her panties down her legs, and stepped out of them. She stood naked beside her bed, the cool air raising goosebumps on her skin.

      Jupiter’s head came up. His ears pricked forward. A low whine sounded in his throat.

      “Come here,” she said. Her voice was barely a whisper.

      He was across the room in two strides. He didn’t jump on the bed. He stopped in front of her, his nose level with her stomach. He sniffed the air, his nostrils flaring. He looked up at her face, then back down at her body. There was a question in his eyes.

      This was different. Before, it had been in the heat of a moment, half-clothed, on the couch. This was deliberate. Premeditated. She was offering herself, completely.

      She reached out and touched his head, guiding him. She pressed his muzzle against her lower belly. “Go on,” she breathed.

      That was all the encouragement he needed. He buried his face against her, his cold nose a shock against her warm skin. He inhaled deeply, groaning with the scent of her. Then his tongue came out.

      The first lick made her knees buckle. She grabbed his shoulders to steady herself. He lapped at her, long, slow strokes that explored every fold and curve. The roughness of his tongue was a perfect, exquisite friction. She moaned, her head falling forward, her forehead resting on the top of his head.

      He grew more eager, his licks becoming faster, harder. He found her clit and focused there, circling it with a relentless precision that made her cry out. Pleasure, sharp and bright, shot through her. She was already so close. The days of pent-up wanting had her balanced on a knife’s edge.

      But she didn’t want to come like this. Not yet. A new, darker curiosity pushed its way forward. She wanted to feel all of him.

      Gently, she pushed his head back. He looked up at her, confused, his tongue lolling, his muzzle slick with her wetness.

      “Up,” she said, patting the bed.

      He understood. In one powerful motion, he planted his front paws on the mattress and launched himself up. The bed groaned under his weight. He stood on the comforter, looking down at her, huge and panting.

      “Lie down,” she whispered.

      He circled once, then lay down on his side in the middle of the bed, taking up most of it. He was still panting, his sides heaving. His brown eyes watched her, dark and intent.

      Lorraine’s mouth was dry. Her whole body was trembling. This was the point of no return. She climbed onto the bed beside him. She lay on her side, facing him, their bodies almost touching. She could feel the heat radiating from him.

      Slowly, she reached out a hand. She trailed her fingers over the thick fur of his chest, feeling the hard muscle beneath. She moved her hand down, over the taut plane of his belly. His skin twitched under her touch. She kept going, her heart hammering against her ribs so hard it hurt.

      Her fingers brushed the soft fur of his sheath.

      He jerked, a full-body flinch, and a deep, warning growl rumbled in his chest. It wasn’t an angry sound. It was a sound of intense, overwhelming sensation. His hind leg kicked out in a reflexive scratch.

      She froze, pulling her hand back. “Shhh,” she soothed. “It’s okay. It’s just me.”

      She waited until his breathing slowed, until the growl faded to a low hum. She tried again, her touch feather-light. She cupped the soft, furry package. It was warm. He was tense, but he didn’t growl again. He watched her, his breath coming in short puffs.

      She explored gently. She could feel the shape within the sheath, a firm, cylindrical length. Curiosity overcame fear. She applied a slight pressure, stroking downward with her fingers.

      And he emerged.

      It was slow at first, a pinkish tip pushing out from the opening. Then, as she continued to stroke the sheath, more of him slid out. It was longer and thicker than she had imagined, a tapered, fleshy pink shaft with a distinct, bulbous knot at the base. It was fully erect now, jutting out from his belly, utterly foreign and completely fascinating.

      A choked sound escaped her. Part awe, part terror. This was real. This was happening.

      Jupiter whined, a high, needy sound. He lifted his head and licked her arm, a quick, desperate gesture.

      He wanted this. He needed it.

      Her own need answered, a throbbing ache that drowned out the last whispers of doubt. She moved. She swung one leg over his back, straddling his hips. She was kneeling over him, looking down at his exposed length. Her hair fell around her face like a curtain.

      She reached down between her own legs. She was soaked, her own wetness proof of how much she wanted this. She used her fingers to slick herself, then guided the head of him to her entrance.

      The feeling of him there, blunt and hot against her, made her gasp. She looked into his eyes. He was staring up at her, his gaze locked on hers, waiting.

      She lowered herself.

      The initial stretch was intense. A burning, full feeling that made her eyes water. She had to go slow, an inch at a time, letting her body adjust to his girth. He was bigger than any man she’d been with. A lot bigger. She whimpered, pausing, her inner muscles clenching around the invading pressure.

      Beneath her, Jupiter was perfectly still, trembling with the effort of holding back. A string of drool dripped from his mouth onto the comforter.

      She took a deep, ragged breath and sank down further.

      And then he was inside her, fully. The feeling was overwhelming. She was stretched to her limit, filled in a way that was almost too much. She could feel every inch of him, the heat, the pulsing life of him. She sat still for a moment, impaled on him, getting used to the incredible, shocking fullness.

      Then she began to move.

      It was awkward at first. The angle was strange. But she found a rhythm, rocking her hips back and forth, riding him. The friction was unbelievable. Each movement dragged his rough, textured length against her most sensitive spots. Pleasure, deep and coiling, began to build from her core.

      Jupiter couldn’t stay still anymore. As she rode him, he started to thrust upward to meet her, his powerful hips driving into her from below. The force of it knocked a cry from her lips. He was strong. So strong. He took over the rhythm, pistoning into her with deep, animalistic drives that shook the bed frame.

      The sounds were obscene. The wet, slapping noise of their joining. Her ragged cries. His heavy, grunting pants. The rain beat a steady drum on the roof, a soundtrack to their sin.

      Lorraine braced her hands on his furry chest. She threw her head back, losing herself in the sensation. This was nothing like before. This was possession. He was claiming her, body and soul, with every deep, penetrating thrust. The knot at the base of him rubbed against her with each drive, a tantalizing promise of something more.

      The pleasure built to a fever pitch. It was a tidal wave gathering force, pulling everything in its path. She was babbling, chanting his name. “Jupiter… yes… like that… don’t stop…”

      His thrusts became frantic, losing their rhythm. He was close. She could feel him swelling even more inside her, the knot growing larger, pressing insistently against her opening.

      With a final, brutal thrust, he slammed into her as deep as he could go. At the same moment, his knot popped past her tight ring of muscle, locking them together with a sudden, shocking fullness that made her scream.

      He was stuck inside her. Tied.

      A hot, pulsing flood erupted from him, jetting deep into her core. The feeling of him releasing, of being filled with his seed, triggered her own climax. It detonated through her, a cataclysm of pleasure so violent she saw stars. Her body convulsed around him, milking him through wave after wave of blinding ecstasy. She collapsed forward onto his chest, sobbing, her fingers clutching his fur.

      He was still pumping into her, his release seeming to go on forever. He licked her neck, her shoulder, whining softly through his own pleasure.

      Finally, the pulses slowed. He lay still beneath her, spent. They were locked together, a tangled, sweaty, joined mess on the ruined bed. She could feel every throb of his fading erection inside her, the knot a firm, unyielding anchor.

      The reality of their position crashed down on her. She was tied to a dog. Literally knotted to him. She couldn’t get up if she wanted to. She was trapped here, on top of him, filled with him.

      And instead of panic, a profound, terrifying sense of peace washed over her. This was it. The ultimate surrender. There was no going back from this. No pretending it was a mistake or a moment of weakness. This was a choice. Her choice.

      She rested her cheek against his fur, listening to the slowing beat of his heart. His warmth surrounded her. The smell of sex and dog and rain was everywhere.

      After what felt like a long time, but was probably only ten or fifteen minutes, she felt him soften. The knot gradually shrank. With a soft, wet sound, he slipped out of her.

      A rush of fluid followed, soaking the comforter beneath them. She didn’t care.

      She rolled off him, onto her back, staring at the ceiling. Her body felt wrecked, used, and utterly, completely satisfied in a way she had never known was possible. Every muscle was loose. A deep, heavy lethargy pulled at her.

      Jupiter shifted. He got up, turned in a circle on the messy bed, and lay back down right beside her, pressing his full length against her side. He put his head on her stomach and let out a long, contented sigh. He licked her hip once, a lazy, affectionate swipe, then closed his eyes.

      Lorraine lay there, the rain still falling. The hum of guilt was gone. In its place was a quiet, settled certainty. This was her life now. This secret. This man, this animal, lying beside her.

      She turned her head on the pillow and looked at him. His brindle fur was ruffled. He was already asleep.

      She reached out a hand and rested it on his head. He didn’t stir.

      She had thought the line was erased. She was wrong. Today, she hadn’t crossed a line. She had built a home on the other side of it. And she was never leaving.
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      A week passed. A week of new routines.

      Lorraine stopped trying to work at the kitchen table. Her concentration was shot. The numbers blurred together, meaningless. She called in sick for two days, then used vacation time for the rest. Her boss’s voice on the phone was tight with disapproval. She didn’t care.

      Her world shrank to the walls of her house and the boundaries of her backyard. The outside—the grocery store, the gas station, the neighbors waving from their yards—felt like a distant planet. A planet where people lived normal lives and didn’t have secrets that could destroy them.

      Inside, a different life hummed along. A life ruled by touch and need.

      The knotting changed everything. It wasn’t just sex anymore. It was a biological fact, a physical binding that felt more significant than any vow. After that first time on the bed, it happened every time. Jupiter would mount her from behind on the living room rug, or she would ride him on the couch, and it always ended the same way: with that deep, locking thrust, the shocking pop of the knot, and the hot, pulsing flood that left her feeling branded from the inside out.

      She stopped wearing clothes around the house. What was the point? They were just in the way. She moved through the rooms naked, her skin growing accustomed to the brush of air, the feel of his fur against her legs as he shadowed her. She ate breakfast standing at the counter, bare. She read books on the couch, bare. It felt natural. Primitive. Right.

      Her body changed too. Not just the subtle bruises on her hips from his paws, or the faint scratches from his nails on her thighs. It was deeper. She was sore in a constant, low-level way, a pleasant ache that reminded her of him with every step. She was always wet, it seemed. Arousal was no longer an event; it was her resting state. A slow, simmering heat between her legs that would flare into an inferno with a single look from him.

      He was different too. More confident. Possessive. He didn’t just follow her; he herded her. If she went into the bathroom and closed the door, he would scratch at it until she let him in. He slept pressed against her all night, a heavy, living blanket. He brought her his toys less often. His playfulness was being replaced by a calm, watchful intensity. He was a mate now, not a pet.

      The guilt was a ghost, seen only from the corner of her eye. It would flicker sometimes when she caught her reflection in a window—a naked woman with messy hair, a wild look in her eyes, a massive dog glued to her side. But then he would nudge her hand, or press his nose against the small of her back, and the ghost would vanish, chased away by the solid, warm reality of him.

      On the eighth day, a new hunger woke up in her.

      It was afternoon. Sunlight streamed through the blinds, painting tiger stripes across the living room floor. She was lying on her stomach on the rug, reading a magazine she’d already read three times. Jupiter was beside her, chewing contentedly on a thick rope bone.

      Her eyes kept drifting from the page to his body. To the powerful curve of his back, the shift of muscle under his brindle coat as he gnawed. To his sheath, resting soft and furry between his hind legs.

      A thought, dark and sweet as molasses, dripped into her mind. She had touched him there. She had taken him inside her. But she had never… tasted him.

      The idea sent a jolt through her so sharp it made her toes curl. Her mouth actually watered. It was wrong. It was depraved. It was the next logical step.

      She closed the magazine. She rolled onto her side, propping her head on her hand. She watched him chew, her heart beginning its familiar, heavy thump.

      “Jupiter,” she said softly.

      He stopped chewing and looked at her, the rope bone hanging from his mouth.

      “Come here.”

      He dropped the bone and crawled the short distance to her. He licked her face, a sloppy, affectionate kiss. She laughed, a real laugh that felt strange in her throat. She pushed him gently onto his side. “Lie down.”

      He obeyed, stretching out on the rug beside her. He looked up at her, trusting.

      Her breath hitched. She sat up and swung one leg over his hips, straddling his chest this time, facing his rear. She looked down the length of his body. From here, she could see everything. The strong line of his belly, the rise and fall of his ribs. And there, nestled in the coarse fur, his sheath.

      She leaned forward, bracing her hands on the floor on either side of his shoulders. She lowered her head.

      The smell was musky, animal, uniquely him. It wasn’t unpleasant. It was just… him. Her nose was inches from it. She could see the fine details, the wrinkles of skin, the small opening.

      Hesitantly, she extended her tongue. She gave one quick, tentative lick to the fur around the base.

      Beneath her, Jupiter flinched. A surprised grunt escaped him. He tried to twist his head to see what she was doing, but her body blocked his view.

      “Shhh,” she murmured, her voice thick. “It’s okay.”

      She did it again. Slower this time. A long, flat stroke of her tongue along the length of his sheath. The taste was salty, earthy, clean. It was just skin. It was just him.

      A low rumble started in his chest. Not a growl. A groan of pure, confused pleasure. His back leg kicked in a reflexive jerk.

      Encouraged, she became bolder. She used her lips as well as her tongue, kissing and licking the soft package. She nuzzled it with her nose. She could feel him stirring within, a firmness beginning to grow under her ministrations.

      The power of it went to her head like strong wine. She was doing this. She was making him hard with her mouth. The last shred of hesitation burned away in a flash of pure lust.

      She took the tip of his emerging length into her mouth.

      He jerked violently, a full-body spasm that almost knocked her off him. A sharp, high whine tore from his throat. She held on, gripping his fur with her hands. She kept her mouth soft, sucking gently on the slick, smooth head.

      He tasted different here. A clean, slightly bitter fluid beaded at the tip. She licked it away, savoring the unfamiliar flavor. He was fully hard now, jutting up from his belly, long and thick and veined. She’d had him inside her, but seeing him like this, so close, so vulnerable, was something else entirely.

      She took more of him into her mouth. She couldn’t take it all—he was too long, and the angle was awkward—but she took as much as she could. She bobbed her head, using her tongue to swirl around the shaft. She cupped his heavy sac in her hand, rolling the twin orbs gently.

      Jupiter was losing his mind. He was panting in ragged, desperate gasps. Whimpers and groans spilled from him constantly. He was trying to thrust upward into the warm, wet heaven of her mouth, but her weight on his chest held him mostly still. He was at her mercy, and the realization made her own core clench with empty, aching need.

      She worked him with her mouth and hand, lost in the rhythm, in the taste, in the sounds he was making. She was so turned on she was dripping onto his chest fur. This was control. This was worship. This was the most intimate thing she had ever done.

      She felt him tense, the muscles in his belly going rock-hard. His breathing hitched. He was close.

      She pulled her mouth off him with a wet pop. She wanted to see.

      She scrambled off his chest, turning around to kneel between his hind legs. He was frantic now, his hips pumping at the air, his cock slick and glistening from her saliva. He looked at her, his eyes begging.

      “It’s okay,” she panted. “Come on. Let me see.”

      She wrapped her hand around the base of his shaft, stroking him firmly. That was all it took.

      With a choked, guttural sound, he came. Thick, white ropes of semen shot from him, arcing through the air to land on his own belly and chest with soft, wet splats. Jet after jet pulsed out, each one accompanied by a full-body shudder from him. He threw his head back, his mouth open in a silent cry of release.

      Lorraine watched, mesmerized. She kept stroking him, milking out the last few drops. The smell, sharp and pungent, filled the air.

      When he was finished, he collapsed onto the rug, completely spent, his tongue lolling. His release was smeared across his brindle fur.

      Without thinking, driven by an instinct she didn’t know she had, Lorraine leaned down. She didn’t use her hands. She lowered her face and licked a stripe through the warm, sticky mess on his chest.

      The taste was strong, salty, profoundly animal. It should have been revolting. It wasn’t. It was his. It was part of him. She swallowed, cleaning him with her tongue, marking herself with his scent from the inside out.

      He lifted his head weakly and licked her cheek, a tired, grateful swipe.

      She cleaned him until his fur was damp but mostly clean. Then she crawled up and lay beside him, pressing her naked body against his side. She was throbbing with unmet need, but that was okay. This hadn’t been about her release. It had been about exploration. About claiming another part of him.

      They lay there in the patch of sunlight as it slowly moved across the floor. The house was quiet. The only sounds were their breathing, slowing to a sync.

      Lorraine traced circles on his chest. “No one will ever know you,” she whispered to him. “They’ll see a big, scary dog. Or a sweet, goofy dog. They’ll never know what you are to me. They’ll never know you can make me feel like this.”

      He sighed, a deep, contented sound, and nuzzled her hair.

      A practical thought, cold and unwelcome, intruded. The supplies. She was almost out of dog food. And milk. And bread. The real world was knocking, and it wouldn’t be ignored forever.

      She’d have to go to the store. The thought filled her with dread. Putting on clothes. Smiling at the cashier. Making small talk. Being a normal person for twenty minutes while her body still hummed with the memory of his taste, while the smell of him and sex still clung to her skin.

      But she would go. Because she had to. Because this secret life, this perfect, filthy world inside her house, needed fuel to keep burning. She would go out into the fake world, and she would come back to the real one. To him.

      She kissed the top of his head. “I have to go out for a little bit,” she said. “You hold down the fort.”

      He whined softly, not liking the idea.

      “I’ll come back,” she promised. “I’ll always come back.”

      Getting dressed felt like putting on a costume. The bra was constricting. The jeans were rough and alien against her sensitized skin. She looked in the hallway mirror. A normal woman looked back. A little tired, maybe. Her hair needed brushing. But normal.

      Jupiter followed her to the door, his nails clicking on the hardwood. He sat and watched her put on her shoes, his ears drooping.

      “I’ll be quick,” she told him. She opened the door.

      He didn’t try to bolt out. He just sat there, in the doorway, watching her step out onto the porch. As she turned to close the door, their eyes met. In his brown gaze, she saw a flicker of something that looked like fear. Fear she wouldn’t return. Fear of the world outside that had hurt him once.

      “I promise,” she said again, softly.

      She closed the door. She heard him let out a single, mournful bark from the other side.

      The outside air felt thin and cold. The sun was too bright. She got into her car, the seat feeling strange. She started the engine and backed out of the driveway.

      As she drove the familiar streets, she felt a surreal disconnect. Everything looked the same, but it was like watching a movie of her old life. There was the park where she used to walk other fosters. There was the diner where she’d had bad dates. Normal people were doing normal things.

      She pulled into the grocery store parking lot. She sat for a minute, gripping the steering wheel. She could still smell him on her fingers. She lifted her hand to her nose and inhaled deeply. The musky, animal scent was faint under the smell of soap, but it was there. Her secret.

      She got out of the car and walked into the bright, fluorescent-lit store. The chill of the air conditioning raised goosebumps on her arms. She grabbed a cart, the metal handle cold in her hand.

      She moved through the aisles on autopilot. Dog food. Milk. Bread. Eggs. She avoided looking at people. She kept her head down. She felt exposed, as if everyone could see the marks on her skin, the hickey of his teeth on her shoulder, the phantom ache between her legs.

      In the cereal aisle, she almost bumped carts with Mrs. Henderson from two streets over. A nice older lady who grew roses.

      “Lorraine! Hello, dear! I haven’t seen you in ages!” Mrs. Henderson’s voice was loud and cheerful.

      Lorraine forced a smile. It felt like cracking plaster on her face. “Hi, Mrs. Henderson. Yeah, just… been busy.”

      “How’s that new foster dog? The big one? Mark from the shelter told me you took on a tough case.”

      The question was a punch to the gut. “He’s… good. Really good. Coming along.”

      “That’s wonderful, dear. You have such a gift with the broken ones.” Mrs. Henderson patted her arm. “Well, don’t be a stranger!”

      Lorraine nodded, her smile frozen until the woman turned the corner. She leaned heavily on her cart, her knees weak. You have such a gift with the broken ones. The words echoed in her head. If she only knew how he was fixed. If she only knew how he had broken her open and put her back together in a new, twisted shape.

      She finished her shopping in a rush, throwing items into the cart without looking. At the checkout, the teenage cashier asked her how her day was. “Fine,” Lorraine mumbled, not meeting his eyes. She swiped her card, bagged her own groceries quickly, and almost ran for the exit.

      The moment she was back in her car, she let out a shuddering breath. She felt like she’d been holding it the whole time. She looked at the bags of groceries on the passenger seat. Normal supplies for a normal home.

      She started the car and drove home faster than she should have. Her heart didn’t start to slow until she turned onto her street. Her house looked the same. Quiet. Waiting.

      She pulled into the driveway, killed the engine, and grabbed the bags. She practically ran to the front door, fumbling with her keys.

      She unlocked it and pushed inside.

      Jupiter was right there, in the foyer, waiting. He must have heard the car. He didn’t jump. He just stood there, his whole body tense with anticipation.

      She dropped the grocery bags on the floor with a thud. She slammed the door shut behind her and locked it, shutting out the world.

      For a long moment, they just looked at each other. The normal woman from the store and the animal in the dim hallway.

      Then she tore at her clothes. The bra, the jeans, the socks. She flung them aside, standing naked before him, breathing hard.

      He crossed the space between them in an instant. He didn’t lick her or nuzzle her. He pushed his head hard into her stomach, forcing her back against the front door with a solid thump. He sniffed her all over—her hands, her neck, between her legs—as if checking for the scent of the outside world, making sure she was still his.

      Satisfied, he looked up at her. His eyes were dark, possessive, hungry.

      Lorraine sank to her knees on the hardwood floor, right there in the entryway. She wrapped her arms around his thick neck and buried her face in his fur. She inhaled his scent, the realest, truest thing in her world.

      “I’m back,” she whispered, her voice breaking. “I’m home.”
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      The seasons turned. The thick green heat of summer settled over the house like a damp blanket. Lorraine kept the blinds drawn against the punishing sun, leaving the rooms in a perpetual, warm twilight. The air conditioner hummed an old song, fighting a losing battle.

      Time lost its meaning. Days bled into nights, marked only by the rising and falling of their needs. Lorraine’s vacation time ran out. She quit her job over a terse phone call, offering no explanation. The shocked silence on the other end of the line was a door closing shut on her old life. She had some savings. It would last a while. For now, nothing mattered but the rhythm they created together.

      Their world had rules now, unspoken but understood.

      The bed was for sleeping tangled together, his heat making her sweat, his slow breaths her lullaby. The living room rug was for quick, urgent couplings where he would mount her from behind while she braced herself on her hands and knees, the slap of his hips against her flesh echoing in the quiet house. The couch was for when she wanted to ride him, to watch his face as she took him inside, to control the depth until the moment she chose to surrender to the knot.

      The shower was new.

      It started because of the heat. She was sticky with sweat and him, and the thought of cool water was a craving. She walked into the bathroom, Jupiter padding behind her. She turned on the spray, adjusted it to lukewarm, and stepped in behind the clear curtain.

      He stood outside, watching, his head cocked. Water beaded on the plastic between them.

      “Come on,” she said, pushing the curtain aside.

      He hesitated for only a second. He hated baths, but this was different. He stepped over the lip of the tub, his big paws slipping slightly on the porcelain. The shower spray hit his back and he flinched, then relaxed as she began to wet his fur with her hands.

      She washed him with her simple oatmeal shampoo, working the lather into his thick coat. He stood patiently, his eyes closed, enjoying her touch. She rinsed him, the water running brown then clear down the drain. He shook, spraying water all over the bathroom, and she laughed, a genuine sound that surprised her.

      Then she washed herself. And he watched.

      His gaze was a physical weight on her skin as she soaped her breasts, her stomach, between her legs. Her movements slowed. The practical task became a performance. A show for her audience of one. She saw his interest stir, his sheath beginning to swell even as water cascaded over them both.

      She turned her back to him, bending over slightly to rinse her hair. It was an invitation as clear as words.

      He didn’t need words. He was on her in an instant. His front paws landed on the slippery edge of the tub beside her hips, not for balance, but to claim. His muzzle pushed between her thighs from behind. The hot, rough swipe of his tongue against her sensitive flesh, made even more intense by the slickness of soap and water, made her cry out and grab the shower wall.

      He ate her out right there, under the pouring water, his tongue working with a frantic hunger as steam rose around them. Her cries bounced off the tiles. She came quickly, violently, her knees buckling, held up only by his solid presence behind her and her white-knuckled grip on the wall.

      Before the last tremor had faded, he was positioning himself. She felt the blunt, wet head of him nudge against her entrance. She was ready, open, wanting. She braced her forearms against the cool tile and pushed back against him.

      He entered her in one smooth, powerful thrust that drove the air from her lungs. The water beat down on their joined bodies. The sensation was surreal—the cool spray on her back, the scalding heat of him filling her from within. The wet, sucking sounds were louder in the small, echoing space.

      He fucked her hard and fast, his thrusts driven by the unstable footing, each one a desperate, driving push. She met him move for move, taking everything he gave. The knot came sooner, swollen by the water and their frantic pace. When it popped inside her, locking them together, she screamed, her voice raw against the roar of the shower. His release flooded her, a hot rush that seemed to mix with the stream of water washing over them.

      They stayed like that, tied under the spray, until the water began to run cold. Only then did he soften enough to slip out. They climbed from the tub, dripping and spent, and collapsed on the bath mat together, a soggy, panting heap.

      The shower became part of the routine.

      The hunger changed again. It wasn’t just about pleasure anymore. It was about consumption. About marking. About erasing any last boundary between them.

      She stopped cleaning up after sex. The stains on the couch, the rug, the bed—they were maps of their joining. Proof. She would run her fingers over a dried, crusty patch on the comforter and feel a surge of possession. Mine. Ours.

      She started eating her meals off the floor. Not like an animal, but sitting cross-legged on the kitchen linoleum, her plate in front of her. Jupiter would lie beside her, his head on his paws, and she would feed him bites from her own fork—scrambled eggs, pieces of chicken, toast. They shared everything.

      One afternoon, she was lying on the couch, her head in his lap as he sat like a person beside her. She was reading aloud from a novel, her voice a soft murmur. His head was bent, listening, his tongue occasionally swiping out to lick her forehead or her ear. It was peaceful. Domestic in its own twisted way.

      Her hand drifted idly to her own breast. She pinched her nipple through the thin fabric of the tank top she’d thrown on. A little bolt of pleasure sparked. She did it again, harder.

      Jupiter’s head came up. He watched her hand. His breathing changed.

      She looked up at him, a challenge in her eyes. Slowly, she pulled down the strap of her top, baring her breast to the warm air. She pinched her nipple again, rolling it between her thumb and forefinger, arching her back slightly.

      A low growl vibrated through him. Not a warning. A sound of deep, focused interest.

      She guided his head down. “Go on.”

      He needed no further encouragement. He nuzzled the soft mound, then his tongue came out. He licked her nipple, once, twice, the roughness sending shivers through her whole body. Then he took it into his mouth.

      Not hard. Not like a bite. But his mouth was big, and the sensation of his warm, wet mouth enveloping her, his tongue flicking over the peak, was incredibly erotic. He suckled gently, his eyes closed in concentration.

      Lorraine moaned, her fingers tangling in the fur behind his ears. “Yes… like that…”

      He switched to the other breast, giving it the same devoted attention. It was tender. It was intimate. It was nursing and sex all mixed together, a blurring of lines that left her dizzy with want.

      When he finally lifted his head, her nipples were red and pebbled tight. She was panting. She pulled her top off completely. “More,” she demanded, her voice husky.

      He understood. He nudged her onto her back on the couch. He loomed over her, his muzzle trailing down her body—over her breasts, her stomach—until he reached the waistband of her shorts. He hooked his teeth in the fabric and pulled them down, along with her panties, in one rough, efficient motion.

      Then he feasted.

      It became a game. How many times could he make her come in one afternoon? He would work her with his tongue and mouth until she shattered, sobbing his name. Before she’d even finished trembling, he’d be pushing inside her, filling the aching emptiness, driving her to another, deeper climax with his thrusts and his knot. He’d withdraw, and as she lay gasping, he’d go back to licking her oversensitive flesh, building the fire all over again.

      She lost count. The world narrowed to the four walls of the living room, the feeling of his tongue, his cock, his weight. She was raw, used, gloriously broken open. She came until she was crying from the sheer overload of sensation, until her voice was gone, until her body was nothing but a vessel for his attention.

      Finally, as the evening light turned gold, he stopped. He lay beside her on the couch, licking her face clean of tears and sweat. She could only lie there, boneless, a puddle of satisfied flesh. She smelled like sex and dog and her own sweat. She had never felt more alive.

      The outside world, however, did not disappear. It pressed in at the edges.

      The mail piled up in the box. Junk flyers, bills. She ignored it. The lawn grew long and shaggy. She didn’t care. But one thing couldn’t be ignored: the food. For both of them.

      Her supplies ran low again. The dread of going out was a cold stone in her stomach, heavier than before. The last trip had been an ordeal. Now, after weeks of deepening their secret life, the idea of pretending to be normal felt impossible. She felt feral. She felt like his scent was baked into her pores, a perfume only the truly depraved could wear.

      But they needed to eat.

      She put it off for two days, surviving on crackers and the last can of soup. Finally, hunger forced her hand.

      She waited until dusk. The fading light felt like a cloak. She dressed in the same jeans and sweatshirt, now smelling faintly of mildew. She didn’t look in the mirror.

      Jupiter knew what was coming. He followed her to the door, his body tense, a continuous, worried whine in his throat. He pressed against her legs, trying to block the door.

      “I have to,” she told him, her voice firm despite the fear tightening her own chest. “I’ll be fast. You guard the house.”

      She slipped out, closing the door on his pleading eyes. The evening air was still hot and thick. Crickets were starting to sing. She hurried to her car, her head down.

      The store was quieter at night. Fewer people. She grabbed a cart and moved like a ghost through the brightly lit aisles. She kept her head down, her greasy hair a curtain. She grabbed the essentials: huge bags of kibble, cans of wet food, cheap pasta, bread, lunch meat. Efficiency was key.

      She was in the frozen aisle, reaching for a pizza, when she heard a voice behind her.

      “Lorraine?”

      She froze. Her blood turned to ice. It was a man’s voice. Familiar.

      Slowly, she turned.

      Ryan. Her ex-boyfriend. He stood there holding a basket with a frozen dinner and a six-pack of beer. He looked the same. Sandy hair, a nice smile that had once charmed her. Now it just looked fake. He was staring at her, his eyes wide with surprise and something else… concern?

      “Hey,” he said. “Wow. Long time.”

      “Hi, Ryan.” Her voice sounded flat, dead.

      “You okay?” He took a step closer, his nose wrinkling almost imperceptibly. Could he smell it? Could he smell him on her? “You look… tired.”

      “I’m fine.” She shoved the pizza into her cart. “Just shopping.”

      “Yeah, me too.” He shifted his weight, awkward. “So, how have you been? I heard you quit your job? That’s… bold.”

      News traveled. “Needed a change,” she mumbled, starting to push her cart past him.

      He put a hand on her cart, stopping it. “Lorraine, wait.” His voice dropped. “Look, I know we didn’t end great. But if you need anything… you look like you’re having a rough time. Are you sick?”

      The pity in his voice was worse than disgust. It was a needle straight to her pride. This man, who had gotten bored with her, who had said she was “too quiet,” was now looking at her like she was a stray cat.

      She looked up at him, meeting his eyes for the first time. She let him see it. Not the exhaustion, but the wildness. The feral glint that had taken up residence in her soul. “I’m not sick, Ryan. I’ve never been better.”

      He blinked, taken aback by her tone. His gaze flickered over her—the unwashed hair, the old clothes, the dark circles under eyes that burned with an unsettling intensity. His hand fell away from the cart.

      “Okay… well… take care of yourself.”

      “I am,” she said, and she meant it. She pushed her cart away, leaving him standing by the frozen peas.

      The encounter left her shaking. Not with fear, but with a fierce, protective rage. How dare he? How dare anyone from that pale, boring world pity her? They had no idea what real feeling was. They had no idea what it was to be truly known, truly wanted, truly filled.

      She paid for her groceries, her hands trembling with adrenaline. She loaded the bags into her car and drove home like a woman possessed.

      When she burst through the front door, dropping the bags just inside, Jupiter was there. He took one look at her face—flushed, angry, alive—and sensed the change in her energy. He didn’t whine. He didn’t nuzzle. He stalked towards her, his head low, his body a line of coiled tension.

      She kicked the door shut behind her. She tore at her clothes, ripping the sweatshirt over her head, fighting the jeans. She stood naked before him, breathing hard, her eyes blazing.

      “He looked at me like I was broken,” she spat, the words hot and bitter. “Like I was less.”

      Jupiter let out a low, dangerous growl. He understood the emotion, if not the words. Someone had upset his mate.

      She stepped forward until she was inches from him. She grabbed two fistfuls of the fur on his cheeks, forcing him to look at her. “Show me,” she demanded, her voice a guttural command. “Show me what I am to you.”

      He needed no further invitation. With a snarl that was all possession, he lunged.

      This wasn’t lovemaking. This wasn’t even fucking. This was a claiming. He pushed her back against the wall in the hallway, the impact knocking the breath from her. He didn’t bother with foreplay. He mounted her right there, standing. She felt his rigid length prodding, seeking, and she guided him inside with a desperate hand.

      He drove into her with a force that bruised her spine against the drywall. Each thrust was a punishment, a reaffirmation. She wrapped her legs around his hips, clinging to him, taking every brutal, beautiful inch. She screamed into his shoulder, not in pain, but in triumph. This was her answer to Ryan, to the world, to everything. This was what she was.

      His knot swelled and locked, tying her to him against the wall. His release was a hot, furious flood, and hers was a violent, screaming climax that felt like an exorcism. When it was over, they slid down the wall together in a sweaty, panting heap onto the pile of discarded groceries.

      Lorraine lay amidst the spilled kibble and smashed bread, Jupiter still tied to her, his weight heavy on top of her. She laughed, a wild, unhinged sound that echoed in the dark hallway. She was covered in him, in their mess, in the evidence of their life.

      Ryan thought she looked broken.

      He had no idea. She wasn’t broken.

      She was owned. And for the first time, she understood that being owned by something this real, this hungry, this absolute, was the most powerful thing in the world.
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      The money ran out at the end of August.

      Lorraine found the last twenty-dollar bill crumpled at the bottom of her purse. She smoothed it out on the kitchen counter and stared at it. The face on the bill looked stern, disapproving. Outside, the cicadas screamed in the heat, a sound like tearing metal.

      It wasn’t a surprise. She’d known this day would come. But the reality of it was a cold splash of water on the fever-dream of the summer. They needed food. They needed more than that—the electric bill was buried somewhere in the pile of unopened mail, a silent threat. The mortgage payment was another ghost haunting the hallway.

      For a week, she tried to ignore it. She fed Jupiter less kibble, padding it out with cheap rice she boiled on the stove. She ate dry cereal straight from the box. The hunger was a different kind now, sharp and practical, cutting through the constant haze of sexual satiation.

      Jupiter sensed the shift. He became more vigilant, more protective. He stopped bringing her toys. He spent hours sitting by the front window, watching the street, a low growl building in his chest if a delivery truck drove by too slowly. He was guarding their territory, their dwindling resources.

      One afternoon, she was digging through the couch cushions, hoping for lost change. Her fingers closed around a crumpled flyer. She pulled it out. It was an ad for “Pete’s Pit Stop,” a combination gas station and convenience store on the old highway south of town. “HELP WANTED” was scrawled in red marker across the top, along with a phone number.

      Night shift. 10 PM to 6 AM.

      The idea lodged in her brain. Night. Few people. Dark. She could be a ghost. She could work while the world slept, then come home to him in the gray dawn. No one would see her. No one would talk to her. It was perfect.

      She called the number from the landline phone in the kitchen, her voice rusty from disuse. A man with a smoker’s cough answered. “Pete’s.”

      “I’m calling about the night shift job,” she said.

      “Can you start tomorrow?”

      “Yes.”

      “Be here at 9:45. Wear dark pants. You’ll be alone. Don’t be late.” He hung up.

      It was that easy. The last thread tethering her to a normal life had just been cut. There were no questions. No resume. Just a body to fill a slot in the lonely, empty hours.

      She told Jupiter that night. They were on the floor in the living room, sharing a can of cold beans she’d eaten straight from the can. She spooned some into his mouth.

      “I have to go to work,” she said, her voice quiet in the dark room. “At night. While you sleep.”

      He licked the bean juice from his lips and looked at her, his head tilted. He didn’t understand the words, but he understood the tone. Change. Separation.

      “I’ll come back every morning. I promise.” She scratched behind his ears. “You have to be good. You have to guard the house.”

      The next evening, as the sun dipped below the trees, a strange ritual began. She took a shower—a real, practical one, alone. She put on the cleanest dark jeans she could find and a plain black t-shirt. She felt like she was putting on armor. Or a uniform for a prison guard.

      Jupiter followed her every move, his whines growing more persistent. As she tied her shoes by the front door, he began to pace, a tight, anxious path in the hallway.

      “It’s okay,” she said, but her own heart was thudding painfully. The thought of leaving him, of being in a brightly lit box with strangers for eight hours, made her nauseous.

      She kissed the top of his head. “I’ll be back before you know it.”

      She slipped out the door. His frantic barking started before it even clicked shut, a sound of pure panic that followed her to the car. She drove away with the sound echoing in her skull.

      Pete’s Pit Stop was a island of harsh fluorescent light in a sea of darkness. The old highway was mostly deserted at night, just the occasional groan of a semi-truck blowing past. The store smelled of stale coffee, fried food from the ancient hot dog roller, and despair.

      Pete was a grizzled man in his sixties with a permanent squint. He showed her the cash register, the lottery tickets, the walk-in cooler where the beer was kept. “Rule number one,” he wheezed, lighting a cigarette right there behind the counter. “Don’t get robbed. The safe’s open, there’s a hundred bucks in the drawer for change. Give ‘em whatever they want. It’s insured. Rule number two: don’t fall asleep. I’ll fire your ass.”

      He left at 10:15. The silence after his pickup truck rattled away was immense. Lorraine stood behind the counter, her palms sweating. The security cameras were little red eyes in the corners. She felt exposed under the blinding lights.

      The first few hours dragged. A tired-looking trucker came in for coffee and a pack of cigarettes. He barely glanced at her. A couple of teenagers bought energy drinks and giggled by the chip rack. They didn’t look at her either. She was invisible. A fixture. It was exactly what she wanted, but the loneliness was a physical ache. She missed Jupiter’s weight against her leg, the sound of his breathing.

      Around 2 AM, a man came in. He was maybe forty, with a paunch and a stained baseball cap. He wandered the aisles for a long time before bringing a six-pack of cheap beer to the counter.

      As she rang it up, he leaned on the counter. “Quiet night,” he said, his eyes roaming over her.

      “Yeah.”

      “You new? Ain’t seen you before.”

      “Just started.”

      “Pretty girl like you working the graveyard shift. That’s a shame.” His smile showed yellow teeth. “Got a boyfriend to keep you safe?”

      Her skin crawled. “I’m fine.”

      He didn’t take the hint. He lingered, making small talk she didn’t answer. His gaze kept dropping to her chest. She felt a surge of something hot and defensive. This man, with his greasy smile and his cheap beer, thought he had a right to look at her. To talk to her. He had no idea who she belonged to. What she was capable of.

      Finally, he paid in crumpled bills and left, giving her a slow once-over as he pushed through the glass door. The bell jingled behind him.

      She stood shaking behind the counter, not with fear, but with a cold, clean rage. In her world, in the dark of her house, she was a queen. A goddess. Here, she was prey for men like that. The injustice of it burned.

      The rest of the shift passed in a blur of resentment and longing. At 5:45 AM, Pete returned, smelling of bacon and cigarettes. He grunted at her, counted the drawer, and handed her forty dollars in cash. “Same time tomorrow.”

      She drove home as the sky lightened to a pale, sickly gray. Exhaustion pulled at her, but underneath it was a desperate need.

      She let herself in. The house was silent. For one heart-stopping second, she thought he wasn’t there.

      Then he came around the corner from the living room. He didn’t run to her. He walked slowly, his head low, his tail stiff. He sniffed the air around her intently, his nose wrinkling at the foreign smells of gasoline, stale smoke, cheap cleaner. He sniffed her hands, her clothes. He was checking for the scent of others.

      Satisfied, or perhaps just resigned, he nudged her towards the bedroom. She was too tired to undress. She fell onto the bed in her work clothes. He jumped up and lay beside her, pressing his full length against her, his nose buried in her hair. He licked her neck, her ear, cleaning away the night. Within minutes, his breathing evened out into sleep.

      She lay awake, staring at the ceiling, feeling the grit of the store on her skin, the phantom leer of the beer man in her mind. Jupiter’s warmth seeped into her bones. This was her reward. This was her truth. The outside world was a filthy, demanding place. This, here, with him, was clean. It was honest.

      She slept until mid-afternoon.

      The night shifts became their new rhythm. Her days were for sleeping and for him. Their couplings took on a new edge, a frantic quality. It was as if he needed to reassert his claim after every absence, and she needed to be reminded of who she really was. Their sex was less about pleasure and more about erasure. He would fuck her hard, almost angrily, as if trying to push the memory of the fluorescent lights and the strange men out of her pores. She would cling to him, begging for it, wanting to be overwritten.

      She started stealing things from the Pit Stop. Little things at first. A bag of beef jerky for him. A candy bar for herself. Then bigger things. Cans of premium dog food. Packages of expensive lunch meat. It was easy. Pete never checked the inventory. The cameras were dummies, she realized after a week; the little red lights were just LEDs.

      The stealing gave her a thrill. It was another secret. Another way of spitting on the world that thought it could own her time for forty dollars a night. She was taking back what was hers. She’d stuff her pockets, her purse, even slide cans into the waistband of her jeans under her shirt.

      One night, a new customer came in. A regular, Pete had warned her about. “Crazy Ray.” Ray was a skinny, twitchy man in his fifties who lived in a trailer down the road. He came in every night around 3 AM for the same thing: a pint of vodka and a lottery ticket.

      Tonight, he was drunker than usual. He slammed the bottle on the counter. “Gimme a Lucky Seven,” he slurred.

      She rang him up silently, avoiding his bloodshot eyes.

      He didn’t leave. He stared at her, his gaze unfocused but intense. “You’re new,” he stated.

      She nodded, handing him his change.

      “You shouldn’t work here,” he said, his voice dropping to a conspiratorial whisper. “Bad things happen on this road at night. Bad people. You got a man? Someone to protect you?”

      The question, so similar to the other man’s, ignited the same fury. “I can protect myself,” she said, her voice flat.

      Ray laughed, a wet, hacking sound. “Yeah? Pretty little thing like you?” He reached across the counter, not to grab her, but to tap a dirty fingernail on the back of her hand. “You be careful.”

      The touch was like a live wire. She snatched her hand back as if burned. Revulsion, pure and hot, flooded her. This filthy, broken man had put his hands on what belonged to Jupiter.

      Ray just chuckled, picked up his bottle, and shuffled out into the night.

      Lorraine stood trembling. She looked down at her hand. She could still feel the ghost of his touch. It was a violation. A stain. Without thinking, she grabbed the bottle of industrial-strength cleaner from under the counter and squirted it on her skin, scrubbing furiously with a paper towel until the skin was red and raw.

      But it wasn’t enough. The feeling wouldn’t go away.

      When her shift ended and she drove home in the predawn dark, the rage was a cold knot in her stomach. She let herself into the silent house. Jupiter greeted her with his usual sniffing inspection. He caught a new scent on her—the cleaner, the lingering ghost of vodka and sweat from Ray.

      He growled, deep in his chest.

      “He touched me,” she whispered, her voice shaking with fury and tears. “A man. He put his hands on me.”

      Jupiter’s growl intensified. He pressed against her, his body rigid. He licked the hand she had scrubbed, over and over, as if trying to heal it, to cover the offending scent with his own.

      It wasn’t enough for her either. She needed more. She needed to be reclaimed so thoroughly there was no doubt.

      She led him to the middle of the living room. She stripped off her stolen goods first—the cans of food clattering to the floor. Then she tore off her work clothes. She stood naked before him, her skin prickle in the cool air.

      “Make me forget,” she commanded, her voice raw. “Make me yours again.”

      He understood the tone, the tension in her body. This wasn’t an invitation to pleasure. It was a demand for absolution.

      He didn’t mount her. He pushed her down onto her hands and knees on the rug. He stood over her for a moment, a dark, powerful shadow. Then he lowered his head.

      He didn’t start with her sex. He started at the nape of her neck. He licked a long, wet stripe down her spine. Then he used his teeth. Not biting, but grazing, scraping lightly over her shoulder blades, her ribs, the swell of her hips. It was a marking. A re-mapping of her territory. Each scrape sent a shiver through her, a mix of pain and intense possession.

      He worked his way down, his rough tongue following the path of his teeth. By the time he reached the curve of her ass, she was panting, dripping with need and submission. He shoved his muzzle between her thighs from behind, lapping at her with a brutal, focused intensity that had her crying out within seconds.

      But he didn’t let her come. Just as she was teetering on the edge, he pulled back.

      She felt the broad, blunt head of him press against her. He entered her in one relentless, deep thrust that punched the air from her lungs. He didn’t build a rhythm. He set a punishing, driving pace from the first moment, each slam of his hips a physical echo of her own fury. Mine. Mine. Mine.

      She pushed back against him, meeting his force with her own, taking everything he gave. The sounds were animalistic—his grunts, her choked cries, the wet, savage slap of flesh. She wanted to be bruised. She wanted to be broken. She wanted to feel him in her bones tomorrow, a reminder that this, this, was her reality.

      His knot swelled faster than ever, locking inside her with a final, possessive pop. His release was a hot, furious flood, and hers was a scream torn from a place deeper than pleasure, a primal roar of defiance and belonging. She collapsed onto the rug, him still tied to her, his weight pressing her into the fibers.

      They lay there as the sun rose, painting the room in shades of gold. The anger had been fucked out of her, replaced by a deep, weary peace. The memory of Ray’s touch was gone, scrubbed away by teeth and tongue and seed.

      Jupiter finally slipped out of her. He curled his big body around her, licking her face gently, whining softly as if asking if she was alright.

      She turned and buried her face in his fur. She was more than alright. She was his. And no greasy man in a gas station, no judgment from a faded world, could ever touch what they had. They had their own laws. Their own justice. And it was administered in the dark, on the living room floor, with teeth and knots and absolute, unwavering devotion.
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      Fall arrived not with a colorful bang, but with a slow sigh. The heat broke, replaced by a damp chill that seeped into the old house. The trees in the backyard turned brittle and brown. Lorraine saw it all from the window over the kitchen sink, a spectator to a world she no longer belonged to.

      The night shifts at Pete’s Pit Stop ground on, a monotonous gray smear across her life. But it was no longer just a job. It was a hunting ground. Her thefts grew bolder, more calculated. She wasn’t just taking food anymore. She took a small space heater when Pete’s back was turned, smuggling it out under her oversized coat. She took batteries, a heavy-duty flashlight, thick wool socks. She was preparing for something, though she didn’t know what. A siege, maybe. A long winter where the outside world would finally be locked out for good.

      Jupiter’s vigilance became absolute. He no longer slept when she was gone. Pete mentioned it once, his voice crackling over the phone when she called in sick with a fake cough. “Your dog barkin’ all damn night. Neighbor complained.” She made soothing promises she didn’t intend to keep. Jupiter was standing guard. He knew the danger now. The world was full of men who looked at her, who touched her hand. It was his job to hold the line until she returned.

      Their reunions each morning were rituals of purification. He would inspect her, sniffing for hours sometimes, lingering over her hands, her clothes. Then he would clean her, his tongue rough and thorough, as if licking away the contamination of fluorescent light and human interaction. Only then would he allow the frantic, possessive mating that sealed her back into their world. She welcomed it. She needed it. It was the only thing that made the empty hours at the cash register bearable.

      One Thursday night in late October, everything changed.

      It was raining—a cold, needle-like drizzle that made the highway shine black under the parking lot lights. Business had been dead for hours. Lorraine was reading a tattered magazine left behind by a trucker, barely seeing the words. The clock above the cooler read 3:17 AM.

      The bell on the door jingled.

      She looked up. It was Ray. Crazy Ray. But he wasn’t alone. A taller, heavier man followed him in, a stranger with a shaved head and a leather jacket slick with rain. Both of them were already drunk, their movements loose and uncoordinated, but there was a mean glint in the stranger’s eyes that Ray’s usual twitchiness lacked.

      Ray stumbled to the cooler and grabbed two pints of the cheapest vodka. The big man, however, didn’t move. He leaned against the magazine rack and stared at Lorraine. His gaze was a physical crawl over her skin.

      She felt a cold knot form in her stomach. This was different.

      Ray brought the bottles to the counter, slapping down a wet twenty-dollar bill. “How you doin’, sweetheart?” he slurred, his breath a fog of rotgut.

      “Fine,” she said shortly, ringing up the sale. Her fingers felt clumsy. She could feel the big man’s eyes on the back of her neck.

      “This is my cousin, Mike,” Ray said, gesturing vaguely. “Mike, this is the night girl. Pretty, ain’t she?”

      Mike didn’t answer. He just kept staring. A slow smile spread across his face. It wasn’t friendly.

      Lorraine handed Ray his change, hoping they would just leave. “Have a good night.”

      Ray picked up the bottles, but he didn’t go. He looked at Mike, then back at her. “Y’know, Mike here was sayin’… it’s a shame a girl has to work all alone out here. Ain’t safe.”

      “I’m fine,” she repeated, her voice hardening. The fear was turning into something else, something sharp and metallic. Anger.

      Mike pushed off from the rack and took two slow steps toward the counter. He was big. He blocked the light. “You sure about that?” His voice was low, gravelly. “Looks pretty lonely to me.”

      “The store’s closing,” she lied, her hand creeping under the counter towards the phone, an old corded model.

      Mike laughed. “Bullshit. Place is open 24/7. Pete’s rule.” He knew the place. He’d been here before, maybe when Pete was working.

      Ray giggled, a nervous, stupid sound. “Come on, Mike, let’s go…”

      “In a minute.” Mike’s eyes never left hers. He rested his elbows on the counter, leaning into her space. She could smell the beer on him, the wet leather. “Why don’t you be nice? Come out from behind there. Have a drink with us.”

      “No.” The word came out flat, final.

      His smile vanished. “What’s your problem? Think you’re too good?”

      This was it. This was the violation she’d always feared, condensed into one hulking, drunk form. The rage that had been simmering all summer, fed by every leer and condescending remark, boiled over. It wasn’t fear she felt. It was a white-hot fury.

      “Get out,” she said, her voice surprisingly steady.

      Mike’s face darkened. “Or what? You gonna call Pete?” He reached across the counter, fast for a drunk man, and grabbed her wrist. His grip was like a vise. “I said, be nice.”

      Time seemed to slow. Lorraine looked down at his hand, wrapped around her wrist. The same wrist Ray had tapped. This was worse. This was a claim. An attempt to drag her back into their world, the world of men who thought they owned everything they saw.

      A strange calm settled over her. She stopped pulling against his grip. She looked him dead in the eye.

      “Let go,” she said, very quietly. “Or you’ll regret it.”

      He laughed, a harsh bark. “Yeah? You and what army?”

      She didn’t answer. With her free hand, she reached under the counter again, not for the phone, but for the small, sharp box cutter Pete used to open cartons. She’d palmed it weeks ago, for exactly this kind of moment. She flicked the blade open.

      Mike saw it. His eyes widened. “You bitch⁠—”

      She didn’t stab him. She slashed sideways, a quick, vicious motion across the back of the hand that held her.

      He roared, snatching his hand back. A line of bright red welled up across his knuckles. He stared at it, stunned.

      “You cut me!” he bellowed, more in disbelief than pain.

      Ray was backing toward the door, his eyes wide. “Mike, man, let’s just go…”

      Mike wasn’t listening. Fury contorted his features. He started to come around the end of the counter.

      Lorraine didn’t wait. She dropped the box cutter, turned, and ran. Not for the front door—he was between her and it. She bolted for the stockroom door behind the counter, the one that led to the tiny, cluttered back room and the rear exit.

      She heard him crash after her, knocking over a display of motor oil. She slammed the stockroom door and fumbled for the deadbolt. It was old, stiff. It clicked home just as his weight hit the other side of the door.

      BAM! The door shuddered in its frame. “Open the fucking door!” he screamed.

      She didn’t look back. She scrambled through the dark stockroom, past shelves of paper towels and anti-freeze, toward the faint red glow of the EXIT sign over the rear door. Her heart was a wild drum in her ears. Her wrist throbbed where he’d grabbed her.

      She hit the bar on the exit door and burst out into the cold, rainy night. The alley behind the store was pitch black, littered with dumpsters. Her car was parked around front. No time.

      She ran. She cut through the alley, her sneakers slipping on wet asphalt, and sprinted across the empty, rain-slicked highway. There were no streetlights here, just the oppressive darkness of fields and scrub pine. She knew these back roads from driving them every night. A quarter mile down was an old tractor path that led into the woods.

      She could hear him behind her, crashing through the underbrush at the edge of the highway, swearing violently. He was slower, clumsier, but he was coming.

      She found the break in the tree line and plunged into the woods. The darkness under the pines was absolute. Branches clawed at her face and clothes. She fell once, scraping her palms on rocks, but she was up and running again, driven by pure adrenaline. She had one advantage: she was sober, and she was desperate.

      She ran until her lungs burned and her legs shook. She couldn’t hear him anymore. She crouched behind a thick fallen log, trying to quiet her ragged breathing. The rain pattered on the leaves above her. She was soaked, freezing, and utterly alone.

      But she wasn’t afraid. The fear had been burned away by the action, by the slash of the blade, by the running. In its place was a crystalline certainty. She had to get home. To Jupiter.

      She waited in the dripping silence for ten minutes, maybe twenty. No sounds of pursuit. Mike had either given up or gotten lost in the dark.

      She began to move, not back toward the highway, but in what she hoped was the direction of home. It was miles. Through woods, across back fields. She didn’t care. Every step took her closer to him.

      It took her over two hours. She emerged from a copse of trees at the back of her own property, stumbling with exhaustion. The house was a dark shape against the slightly lighter sky. Dawn was still an hour away.

      She was covered in mud, her clothes torn, her hands bleeding. She didn’t go to the front door. She went to the gate in the backyard fence, her fingers numb with cold as she worked the latch.

      The moment the gate swung open, a shape detached itself from the shadows of the porch.

      Jupiter.

      He didn’t bark. He made a sound she’d never heard before—a deep, rumbling chuff of alarm. He was at her side in an instant, sniffing her frantically. He smelled the blood, the mud, the adrenaline, the foreign male scent of Mike and Ray and fear-sweat that clung to her.

      A growl started in his chest, so low and vicious it vibrated the air around them. It was the sound of a fault line splitting open.

      She fell to her knees in the wet grass and put her arms around his neck. “He tried to take me,” she whispered, her voice cracking. “A man. He tried.”

      Jupiter licked her face, her cuts, whining high in his throat. But the whine was edged with that terrible, continuous growl. He understood. His mate had been hunted. She had come home wounded, smelling of enemy.

      He nudged her towards the house. She staggered inside. He didn’t follow her to the bathroom to clean up. He stood in the open back doorway, a massive, black silhouette against the dark yard, his head swinging back and forth as he scanned the tree line. On guard. Waiting.

      She washed the mud and blood away in water so cold it made her teeth chatter. She didn’t look at her reflection. She pulled on an old flannel shirt of hers, one that smelled like sleep and him. She went back to the living room and built a nest of blankets on the floor in front of the cold fireplace. She was shivering uncontrollably, shock setting in.

      Jupiter finally came inside. He locked the back door with a nudge of his nose, pushing it shut. He came to her. He didn’t try to mate. He lay down behind her in the nest of blankets and curled his big body around her, enclosing her completely in a cage of warmth and muscle. He rested his heavy head on her hip, his eyes still fixed on the windows, his ears pricked. His growl had subsided to a silent, vibrating tension she could feel through his entire frame.

      She lay there, wrapped in him, slowly thawing. The images flashed behind her eyes—Mike’s grabbing hand, the box cutter, the dark woods. But they were distant, like a bad movie. This, the solid reality of him surrounding her, was real.

      She had cut a man. She had run. She had won.

      And she had come home to the only thing that mattered.

      As the first gray light of dawn filtered through the blinds, she spoke into the quiet. “I’m not going back.”

      He licked her ear softly.

      “Never again.” She turned in his embrace to face him. She cupped his big head in her hands, looking into his dark, understanding eyes. “This is it. Just us. No more world.”

      He nuzzled her palm.

      She knew what it meant. No more money. No more stolen food. They would have to live on what they had until it ran out. Then… she didn’t know. It didn’t matter. The outside world had shown its true face. It was a place of grabbing hands and cruel smiles. It wanted to break her, to own her, to drag her away from this.

      She would die first. She would let them both starve in this house before she went back out there.

      A profound peace settled over her, deeper than any she had known. The decision was made. The fight was over. They had retreated to their final, impregnable fortress: each other.

      She spent the day in a haze of exhausted contentment. She ate the last can of soup. She gave Jupiter the last can of premium food. She lit candles when the evening came, not because the power was off, but because she liked the way the shadows danced on his fur.

      That night, as a hard frost glittered on the grass outside, they made love for what felt like the last time. It was slow. Tender. A sealing of their pact. He was gentle, licking every scrape on her body before moving inside her with a reverence that brought tears to her eyes. When his knot locked and he filled her, she didn’t scream. She wept quietly, holding him, feeling the perfect, irrevocable join.

      After, as they lay tangled together, she knew this was the final chapter. Not a happy ending in any story the world would recognize. But a complete one. They had gone as far as two souls could go together. They had burned every bridge, crossed every line, and found a kind of heaven in the ashes.

      She fell asleep with her face buried in the fur of his chest, listening to the strong, steady beat of his heart. The candle guttered and went out, plunging the room into a soft, warm darkness.

      Outside, the world kept turning. Cars drove down distant roads. People lived their normal lives. Bills piled up in the mailbox. At Pete’s Pit Stop, Pete would find the empty register and the unlocked back door and curse the crazy night girl who’d robbed him and disappeared.

      But inside the little house on the edge of town, there was only silence, and warmth, and the sound of two creatures breathing as one. They had everything they needed. They had each other. And in the end, for Lorraine Cox and the dog named Jupiter, that was all there ever really was.
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      Hope squinted at her phone screen, double-checking the lighting one more time. The morning sun streamed through the tall windows of her loft, catching the dust particles floating in the air. Perfect. Natural light always performed better than the ring light, but she'd learned her audience loved the soft glow it gave her skin.

      She was twenty-eight and had been doing this influencer thing for three years now. Two hundred and fifty thousand followers on her main Instagram. Not huge, but respectable. Enough to pay most of her bills. Barely.

      She adjusted her sports bra, tugging it down slightly. Not too much. Her brand was girl-next-door, not thirst trap. Authentic living. Real talk. Morning routines that actual humans could follow.

      Her yoga pants were the expensive kind, the ones that lifted and shaped but looked casual enough to seem like she just threw them on. She hadn't, of course. Everything was calculated, even when it looked effortless.

      "Okay, let's do this," she said to the empty kitchen.

      Tundra lifted his massive head from his bed in the corner. The Bernese Mountain Dog was a hundred and twenty pounds of fluffy black, white, and brown fur. He'd been in dozens of her posts and videos. Her followers loved him. Called him her gentle giant. Asked about him constantly.

      She propped her phone against the coffee maker, angling it just right. The kitchen counter would be her stage. She'd talk for fifteen, maybe twenty minutes. Answer some comments. Give them the usual Monday motivation speech about listening to your body and not forcing yourself into routines that didn't serve you.

      Hope took a breath and tapped the screen.

      Wait.

      She'd meant to hit the button for her main account. The one with all her followers. But her thumb slipped and she felt the familiar buzz of going live before she could double-check.

      Whatever. She was live now. No point stopping and starting over. That looked sloppy.

      "Good morning, beautiful souls!" She smiled at the camera, her voice warm and friendly. "Happy Monday. I know, I know, Mondays get a bad reputation, but I really think it's all about mindset, you know?"

      Comments started rolling in immediately. Hearts. Fire emojis. A few good morning messages.

      She relaxed into it, falling into the familiar rhythm. This was easy. She'd done it a thousand times.

      "I've been thinking a lot about authenticity lately," she continued, leaning against the counter. "Like, what does it really mean to be authentic? Is it about showing every single part of your life? Or is it about being honest about the parts you do share?"

      More comments. She glanced at them, responding to a few out loud.

      "Hey, Jennifer! Thanks for being here. And yes, I did try that new protein powder. It's actually pretty good, not too chalky."

      Tundra padded into the kitchen. She heard his nails clicking on the hardwood before she saw him. He was always around when she filmed. Sometimes he'd wander through the background and her followers would lose their minds with excitement.

      "There's my boy," she said, glancing down at him. "Say hi to everyone, Tundra."

      He didn't look at the camera. Instead, he pressed his nose against her thigh, sniffing.

      She laughed and gently pushed his head away. "Not now, buddy. Mommy's working."

      The comments exploded with heart emojis and "awww" messages.

      Tundra didn't move away. He pressed closer, his nose working its way between her legs.

      "Tundra, come on." She tried to sound playful for the camera, but there was a slight edge to her voice. He was being weird. Pushy.

      He'd never acted like this during a stream before.

      She pushed at his head again, but he was persistent. His snout shoved right up against her pussy through the thin fabric of her yoga pants.

      Hope's breath caught. Her face went hot.

      "Sorry, guys, he's being a little needy this morning." She forced a laugh, but it came out strained.

      The viewer count was climbing. Fast. She noticed it in the corner of her eye. That was strange. She usually hovered around two or three hundred live viewers on a good day.

      She was at eight hundred now. Nine hundred.

      Tundra's tongue came out. She felt the hot, wet pressure of it even through her pants. He licked right along the seam between her legs, his nose pressing hard against her.

      "Tundra!" Her voice came out sharper than she meant it to.

      She was mid-sentence, about to say something about boundaries and listening to your body's needs, when he shoved his snout harder against her pussy. The pressure was firm, insistent, and the friction of the fabric combined with the heat of his breath made her gasp.

      Not a little gasp. A full, shaky inhale that she couldn't hide.

      The comments went crazy. Scrolling so fast she couldn't read individual messages anymore.

      Her hand shot out toward her phone. She needed to end this. Right now. This was bad. This was so bad.

      But then Tundra's tongue found the right spot. Even through the yoga pants, even through her underwear, the pressure was perfect. Hot and wet and firm, dragging right over her clit.

      Her hand froze halfway to the phone.

      Her eyes fluttered closed for just a second. Just one second.

      Oh fuck.

      The viewer count hit a thousand. Fifteen hundred. Two thousand.

      She couldn't move. Tundra kept licking, kept pressing, and her body responded before her brain could catch up. Her thighs trembled. Her breath came faster.

      This was live. People were watching. Thousands of people.

      The thought crashed into her like cold water and she jerked away from Tundra, stumbling back against the counter. Her hands shook as she grabbed her phone.

      "Sorry, sorry, technical difficulties!" Her voice was too high, too breathless.

      She fumbled with the screen, her fingers slipping. It took three tries to end the stream.

      The kitchen went silent except for her ragged breathing and Tundra's panting.

      "Oh my god. Oh my god." She stared at the phone in her hand.

      The screen showed her account. But not her main account.

      Her stomach dropped.

      It was the other one. The private account she'd made six months ago when she'd been drunk and curious. She'd called it something stupid. MountainMommy47. She'd posted nothing on it. Never used it. It had forty-seven followers, all bots probably.

      She'd gone live on that account.

      Her main followers hadn't seen this. But whoever had been watching...

      She opened the account with shaking hands.

      Two thousand, eight hundred and forty-seven followers.

      "No. No, no, no."

      She refreshed.

      Three thousand, one hundred and two.

      Her DMs were exploding. Notifications were pouring in so fast the app lagged.

      She opened the messages, her heart pounding so hard she thought she might throw up.

      But they weren't angry. They weren't disgusted.

      They were begging.

      "Please do more."

      "That was so hot."

      "I'll pay you."

      "When's the next stream?"

      "I need to see more of you and that dog."

      Hope sank down onto the kitchen floor, her back against the cabinet. Tundra came over and nuzzled her neck, his breath warm against her skin.

      She scrolled through the messages. Most were short, desperate. But some were detailed. Specific. They told her exactly what they wanted to see.

      And they were offering money.

      She checked her bank account on autopilot. Negative sixty-three dollars. Her credit card was maxed. Rent was due in a week and she was four hundred short.

      Her main account made money, but not enough. Not lately. Engagement was down. Sponsors were pulling back. She'd been stressed about it for months.

      She looked at Tundra. He looked back at her with those big, sweet brown eyes.

      "What did we just do?" she whispered.

      Her phone buzzed. Another DM.

      This one was different. No begging. No desperation. Just a simple message.

      "I'll pay $500 for a private show. Tonight. You don't even have to show your face."

      Hope stared at it. Her hands were still shaking.

      Five hundred dollars. That would cover rent. That would get her groceries. That would give her breathing room.

      She looked at Tundra again. He wagged his tail.

      She thought about the way his tongue had felt. The way her body had responded without permission.

      She thought about the viewer count climbing. The comments pouring in. The followers multiplying.

      The video was already out there. Already downloaded. Already spreading. She couldn't take it back.

      Her fingers moved before she could second-guess herself.

      "Make it $1,000."

      She hit send and dropped the phone on the floor beside her.

      For a long moment, she just sat there. Tundra laid down next to her, resting his head on her thigh.

      Her phone buzzed.

      "Deal. 9pm. Send me the link."

      Hope closed her eyes and took a shaky breath.

      Then she stood up. Her legs felt weak, but she made herself move. She walked through the loft to her bedroom, Tundra following behind her.

      She had a camera. A good one. She'd bought it months ago for better content but barely used it. It was still in the box in her closet.

      She pulled it out and set it up on the dresser, angling it toward the bed. Her hands were still trembling as she adjusted the tripod.

      Tundra jumped up onto the bed without being asked. He circled once, twice, then settled in the middle of the mattress. Waiting.

      Hope stared at him. At the camera. At the phone in her hand showing the message promising a thousand dollars.

      She had eight hours to figure out what the hell she was going to do.

      But deep down, she already knew.
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      The day passed in a blur. Hope sat at her laptop, fingers flying across the keyboard, setting up payment processors and private streaming links. She'd never done anything like this before, but desperation made her a quick learner.

      By noon, she'd figured out how to create a secure payment system. By two, she'd sent out the private link to the guy who'd offered a thousand dollars.

      By four, eleven more people had messaged her. All offering the same amount.

      Twelve thousand dollars. Total.

      She stared at the number on her screen. That was more than she made in three months from her regular content. From all the sponsored posts, the affiliate links, the brand deals that barely covered her expenses.

      Twelve thousand dollars for one hour.

      Her hands shook as she confirmed each payment. The money hit her account in real time. She watched the balance climb, her stomach twisting into knots.

      This was actually happening.

      She spent the rest of the afternoon preparing. She moved the camera three times, adjusting the angle until it showed everything from her shoulders down. No face. That was the rule she'd set for herself. Plausible deniability.

      If anyone ever found out, she could claim it wasn't her. Deepfake. AI. Whatever excuse worked.

      She tested the lighting. Too bright made her skin look washed out. Too dim and they wouldn't see enough detail. She settled on something in between, soft but clear.

      Tundra watched her from the bed the whole time. He'd been up there since she'd set up the camera that morning, like he knew. Like he was waiting.

      "You're being so patient," she said, her voice shaky.

      He thumped his tail against the comforter.

      Hope looked at the clock. Eight thirty. Half an hour until showtime.

      She stripped off her clothes and pulled on a silk robe. It was short, barely covering her ass. She'd bought it two years ago for a boyfriend who'd dumped her a week later. Never worn it since.

      Nothing underneath. The fabric felt cool against her bare skin.

      She checked the camera one more time. Adjusted the angle. Her face was completely out of frame. Good.

      Her phone buzzed. A message in the private chat she'd created for tonight's viewers.

      "Can't wait."

      "This is going to be incredible."

      "I've been hard all day thinking about this."

      Hope's pussy clenched. She was wet already. Had been since she'd confirmed the last payment. Her body knew what was coming even if her mind was still catching up.

      She glanced at Tundra. He was watching her with those patient brown eyes.

      Did he remember this morning? Did he know what she was about to ask him to do?

      Eight fifty-five.

      She took a breath and started the stream.

      The chat exploded immediately.

      "Holy shit, she's really doing this."

      "You're so fucking hot."

      "Take off the robe."

      "Show us that body."

      Hope's heart pounded. There were twelve people watching. Twelve strangers who'd paid a thousand dollars each to see her fuck her dog.

      Her fingers went to the tie of her robe. She pulled it loose slowly, letting the anticipation build.

      The silk fell open.

      She let it slide off her shoulders and drop to the floor.

      The chat went insane.

      "Fuck yes."

      "Look at those tits."

      "I want to see that pussy."

      "Get on the bed."

      Her whole body was trembling. Not just from fear. She was turned on. So turned on she could feel wetness on her inner thighs.

      She climbed onto the bed on all fours, facing away from the camera. Her ass was in the air, her back arched. The position put everything on display.

      "Tundra," she said softly. "Come here, baby."

      He moved immediately. She felt the bed shift as he stood, felt his weight as he came closer.

      His nose pressed against her ass first. Cold and wet. She gasped.

      Then he moved lower, sniffing at her pussy. She was so wet she could hear it, the slick sound as his nose nudged between her lips.

      "Oh god," she breathed.

      His tongue came out.

      The first lick was slow. Long. It dragged from her clit all the way up to her asshole, hot and rough and so much wetter than she'd expected.

      Hope's arms buckled. She caught herself on her elbows, her face pressing into the mattress.

      Tundra licked again. And again. His tongue was huge, covering her entire pussy with each stroke. He lapped at her like he was drinking, his nose pressing hard against her as he worked.

      "Fuck," she moaned into the sheets.

      The chat was scrolling so fast she couldn't read it anymore.

      Tundra's tongue pushed inside her. Not deep, but enough. Enough to make her hips jerk back, grinding against his snout.

      He kept licking. Kept drinking her down. His tongue found her clit and stayed there, flicking over it again and again until she was whimpering.

      Her thighs were shaking. Her whole body was shaking.

      "Don't stop," she gasped. "Please don't stop."

      He didn't.

      His tongue worked her clit faster, harder, and the pressure built so quickly she didn't have time to prepare. The orgasm slammed into her, making her cry out loud. Her pussy clenched around nothing, her whole body going tight as pleasure rolled through her in waves.

      Tundra kept licking through it. Kept going even as she tried to squirm away from the too much sensation.

      "Oh fuck, oh fuck, oh fuck." Her voice was high and breathless.

      She came again. Harder this time. Her vision went white at the edges and she screamed into the mattress, her hands fisting in the sheets.

      The chat was losing their minds. She could see it out of the corner of her eye, the messages pouring in, but she couldn't focus on them. Couldn't focus on anything except Tundra's tongue and the way her body was coming apart.

      When he finally pulled back, she was gasping for air. Her pussy was throbbing, swollen and sensitive.

      She reached back with one shaky hand.

      "Up," she whispered. "Come on, baby. Up."

      Tundra knew what that meant. He'd mounted her before, back when she'd first gotten him and didn't know how to stop it. Back before she'd realized how good it felt.

      He climbed onto her back. His weight was massive, crushing her down into the mattress. His front legs wrapped around her waist, holding her in place.

      She felt his cock emerge from its sheath. Hot and slick, jabbing against her ass, her thigh, searching.

      Hope reached back and guided him. Her fingers wrapped around his cock and she nearly moaned at the feel of it. Smooth and wet and so fucking hot.

      She positioned him at her entrance and let go.

      Tundra thrust forward.

      The stretch was immediate and intense. His cock was tapered, starting narrow but getting thicker as he pushed deeper. Hope cried out, her back arching as he filled her.

      He didn't wait. Didn't give her time to adjust.

      He started fucking her.

      Hard. Fast. His hips pistoned against her ass, driving his cock deeper with every thrust. The wet slap of skin on skin filled the room, mixing with her gasping moans.

      "Oh god, oh god, you're so big." Her voice was wrecked, broken.

      Tundra's cock was like nothing she'd ever felt. Hotter than any human. Harder. And the way he fucked was pure instinct, no rhythm, no control. Just need.

      She could feel him getting thicker. The base of his cock was swelling, stretching her wider with every thrust.

      The knot.

      She'd felt it before, but never like this. Never when she was this turned on, this wet, this desperate.

      "Please," she gasped. She didn't even know what she was begging for.

      Tundra's thrusts got harder. More frantic. He was trying to push the knot inside, trying to lock them together.

      The pressure was impossible. Too much. She couldn't take it.

      He thrust again and the knot popped inside.

      Hope screamed.

      The stretch was so intense it bordered on pain. Her pussy was stuffed so full she couldn't breathe, couldn't think. The knot was huge, locking them together, and she could feel Tundra's cock throbbing inside her.

      Then he started to cum.

      The first pulse of it made her gasp. Hot and wet, flooding her insides. He kept cumming, kept filling her, and there was nowhere for it to go. The knot kept everything trapped inside.

      "Fuck, fuck, I can feel it." Her voice was barely a whisper.

      Tundra's hips kept moving, little jerking thrusts that made the knot tug at her entrance. Each movement sent sparks of pleasure and pain through her body.

      She was locked to him. Stuck. She couldn't pull away even if she wanted to.

      And she didn't want to.

      Her pussy clenched around him and she came again, this orgasm different from the others. Deeper. Fuller. It rolled through her in slow, pulsing waves that seemed to last forever.

      The chat was going insane. She could see tips pouring in, the numbers climbing on the screen. But she couldn't focus on it. Couldn't focus on anything except the feeling of Tundra's knot stretching her, his cum filling her, his weight pinning her down.

      Minutes passed. Five. Ten. Fifteen.

      Tundra stayed locked inside her the whole time, his cock pulsing occasionally, adding more cum to the mess already inside her.

      Hope's arms gave out. She collapsed onto the mattress, her cheek pressed against the sheets, panting. Tundra came down with her, his chest against her back, his breath hot on her neck.

      She'd never felt so full in her life.

      Twenty minutes after he'd knotted her, she felt him start to soften. The knot was shrinking, slowly, and she knew what was coming.

      "Oh god," she breathed.

      Tundra pulled back. The knot tugged at her entrance, stretching her again, and then it popped free.

      The gush of cum that followed was obscene. She felt it pour out of her, hot and thick, running down her thighs and soaking into the sheets. Her pussy gaped open, too stretched to close, and more cum leaked out with every breath she took.

      The camera caught all of it.

      Hope reached back with a shaky hand and ended the stream.

      The room went quiet except for her ragged breathing and Tundra's panting.

      She rolled onto her side, her whole body trembling. Tundra curled up next to her, resting his head on her hip.

      Her phone was on the nightstand. She grabbed it and opened the payment app.

      Eighteen thousand, three hundred and forty-seven dollars.

      The tips had more than doubled what she'd made from the entry fees.

      Hope stared at the number. Then she started laughing.

      It came out broken and a little hysterical. She laughed until tears ran down her face, until her stomach hurt, until she couldn't breathe.

      Tundra licked her cheek.

      She wrapped her arms around him and buried her face in his fur.

      "We just made eighteen thousand dollars," she whispered.

      He wagged his tail.

      Hope lay there in the wet spot, cum still leaking out of her, and let herself feel it. The relief. The shame. The excitement.

      This changed everything.

      She grabbed her laptop from the floor and opened a new document.

      Content schedule, she typed at the top.

      Then she started planning her week.
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      Three weeks changed everything.

      Hope woke up to the sound of her phone buzzing with notifications. Subscriber payments processing. Tips coming in on old videos. Custom requests flooding her DMs.

      Fifteen thousand subscribers at fifty dollars a month.

      She did the math in her head for the hundredth time. Seven hundred and fifty thousand dollars a month. Before tips. Before custom content. Before anything extra.

      She was making more in a week than she used to make in a year.

      The loft looked different now. The second bedroom wasn't a guest room anymore. She'd converted it into a studio, complete with professional lighting rigs, three different cameras, and a custom bed frame that could be adjusted to any angle. The mattress had a waterproof cover. Easy to clean.

      She'd learned that lesson the hard way.

      Her filming schedule was tight. Three sessions a week with Tundra, each one planned and scripted. Well, as scripted as you could get when you were fucking a dog.

      Monday, Wednesday, Friday. Always in the morning when the light was best.

      Today was Monday.

      Hope rolled over in bed and reached for the camera on her nightstand. It was small, handheld, perfect for POV shots. She'd bought it specifically for this kind of content.

      Her subscribers loved the intimate stuff. The "waking up" videos where it looked spontaneous and real.

      It wasn't spontaneous. She'd trained Tundra for this.

      She turned the camera on and angled it toward her face. Just her eyes and the top of her head in frame. Sleepy. Natural.

      "Good morning," she whispered to the camera. Her voice was soft, husky from sleep. "Tundra's been so needy lately. He wakes me up almost every day now."

      On cue, she felt the bed shift. Tundra climbed up from where he'd been sleeping at the foot of the mattress. His weight made the whole frame creak.

      She turned the camera down, showing her body under the thin sheet. She was naked. Always slept naked now.

      Tundra nosed at the sheet, pulling it down with his teeth. Hope let him, her breath catching as the cool air hit her bare skin.

      The camera caught everything. Her tits, her stomach, the dark hair between her legs.

      Tundra moved between her thighs, spreading them with his broad head. His nose pressed against her pussy, sniffing.

      "He can smell when I'm ready," Hope whispered to the camera. "He always knows."

      She was wet. She'd made sure of it before she started recording, touching herself just enough to get slick.

      Tundra's tongue came out, licking her once, twice. Hope gasped, her hips lifting off the bed.

      The camera shook in her hand but she kept it steady, angling it down so her subscribers could see Tundra's tongue working between her legs.

      "Fuck," she breathed. "Good boy. Such a good boy."

      He licked her until she was panting, her free hand fisting in the sheets. Then he climbed up, his front legs on either side of her hips.

      Hope reached down and guided him. His cock was already out, red and slick. She positioned him at her entrance and he thrust forward, burying himself inside her in one hard stroke.

      She cried out, her back arching. The camera captured her face this time, her eyes rolling back, her mouth falling open.

      Tundra fucked her hard and fast. No buildup. No gentleness. Just pure need.

      Hope kept the camera trained on where they were joined, showing his cock pistoning in and out of her pussy, stretching her wide.

      "Oh god, oh god, he's so deep." Her voice was wrecked.

      She felt the knot starting to swell. Tundra's thrusts got more frantic, more desperate. He was trying to push it inside.

      "Yes, yes, give it to me." Hope's hips rocked up to meet him, helping him get deeper.

      The knot popped inside and she screamed. The camera caught it all. The way her body went tight, the way her pussy stretched around the thick base of his cock.

      Tundra started cumming immediately. Hope could feel it, hot pulses of cum flooding her insides.

      "I can feel you filling me up," she gasped. "So much. There's so much."

      She kept the camera rolling as Tundra stayed locked inside her, his cock throbbing, pumping more and more cum into her body.

      When he finally pulled out, the gush of cum was obscene. It poured out of her, soaking the sheets, and Hope angled the camera down to capture her gaping pussy, the way it stayed open, too stretched to close.

      "Good morning," she whispered to the camera, her voice shaky. Then she ended the recording.

      She uploaded it an hour later with the caption: "He doesn't even let me have coffee first."

      The video made eight thousand dollars in tips within the first two hours.

      

      Wednesday's shoot was different. Hope had set up one of the cameras in the bathroom, mounted on the wall across from the glass shower.

      She turned on the water, letting it heat up while she adjusted the angle. The camera could see everything through the clear glass. Perfect.

      She stepped into the shower, letting the hot water run over her body. Steam filled the room, fogging up the glass just slightly. Artistic.

      Tundra was already waiting outside the shower door. She'd left it open.

      "Come here, baby," she called.

      He stepped in, his fur immediately getting soaked. He shook once, spraying water everywhere, and Hope laughed.

      "Silly boy." She ran her hands over his head, scratching behind his ears.

      Then she turned around and got on her knees. The tile was hard and cold but she didn't care. She braced her hands against the glass, her ass in the air.

      Tundra knew what to do.

      He mounted her immediately, his wet fur pressing against her back. His cock jabbed at her, searching, and Hope reached back to guide him.

      He thrust inside and she gasped, her palms squeaking against the wet glass.

      The angle was brutal. He was so deep like this, hitting spots that made her see stars. And the glass in front of her showed everything. Her tits pressed against it, her face twisted in pleasure, the way her whole body rocked forward with every thrust.

      "Fuck, fuck, fuck." Each word came out as a gasp.

      Water streamed down her back, down Tundra's fur, pooling on the tile beneath them. The wet slap of his body against hers echoed in the small space.

      His knot started to swell and Hope's eyes went wide.

      "Not yet, not yet." She tried to pull forward but Tundra's legs were locked around her waist, holding her in place.

      The knot pushed inside anyway, stretching her so wide she thought she might split in half.

      She screamed, her forehead pressing against the glass. Her breath fogged it up, hiding her face, and she was grateful for that small mercy.

      Tundra came inside her, his cum mixing with the shower water, running down her thighs in thick streams.

      They stayed locked together for fifteen minutes. Hope's knees ached. Her thighs trembled. But she didn't move.

      When Tundra finally pulled out, Hope collapsed onto the tile, panting. Cum and water swirled down the drain beneath her.

      She looked up at the camera and gave a weak thumbs up.

      The video was titled: "Cleaning up gets dirty."

      It made twelve thousand in the first day.

      

      Friday was her favorite shoot of the week. The workout video.

      Hope set up the camera in the studio, angling it low to catch her whole body. She was wearing a sports bra and yoga pants. The same outfit she used to wear for her regular content.

      The irony wasn't lost on her.

      She started with some basic stretches, warming up. Tundra watched from his bed in the corner.

      "Downward dog," she said to the camera, smiling. "Let's see if I can hold it for a full minute."

      She got into position, her hands and feet on the mat, her ass in the air. The yoga pants stretched tight across her hips.

      She counted slowly. "One, two, three..."

      At fifteen seconds, Tundra got up from his bed.

      "Four, five, six..."

      He walked over to her, sniffing at her ass.

      "Seven, eight..."

      His teeth caught the waistband of her yoga pants and pulled.

      Hope gasped, breaking position. "Tundra, no, I'm trying to..."

      He pulled harder. The fabric ripped.

      "Oh my god." Hope looked back at him, her eyes wide. "These were expensive."

      He didn't care. He kept pulling until the yoga pants tore completely, exposing her bare ass and pussy.

      She wasn't wearing anything underneath.

      "You're so bad," she said, but her voice was breathless. Excited.

      She got back into downward dog. Tundra mounted her immediately.

      His cock pushed inside her and Hope's arms almost gave out. She locked her elbows, keeping herself in position as he started fucking her.

      "This isn't... oh fuck... this isn't proper form." She was trying to keep up the playful commentary but it was getting harder. Literally.

      Tundra's knot was swelling already. He'd gotten faster at it over the past few weeks. Like he knew what she needed.

      The knot pushed inside and Hope's whole body shook. Her arms were burning from holding the position but she didn't break it. Didn't move.

      "Still holding," she gasped. "Still in downward dog."

      Tundra came inside her, his cum flooding her pussy, and Hope finally collapsed. Her face pressed into the mat, her ass still in the air, locked to him.

      "Okay, maybe not perfect form," she admitted.

      The video was titled: "Yoga with benefits."

      It made fifteen thousand.

      

      The custom request came in on a Saturday.

      Hope was reviewing her earnings for the week when the DM popped up. The message was short and to the point.

      "I'll pay $5,000 for anal. Full video. Knot and everything."

      Hope stared at the message. Five thousand dollars for one video.

      She'd never done anal with Tundra before. Had never even considered it.

      She looked over at him. He was sleeping on the couch, his legs twitching in a dream.

      Five thousand dollars.

      She typed back: "Deal."

      

      Filming it took preparation. A lot of preparation.

      Hope spent an hour in the bathroom, cleaning herself out, making sure everything was ready. She used more lube than she thought was possible, coating her asshole, her thighs, everything.

      The camera was set up in the studio. She'd put down extra waterproof padding. Just in case.

      Tundra was waiting on the bed.

      Hope climbed up beside him, her hands shaking. She was on her knees, her chest pressed to the mattress, her ass in the air.

      "Okay, baby," she whispered. "We're trying something new."

      She reached back and spread her ass cheeks, exposing her hole. It was slick with lube, glistening in the light.

      Tundra sniffed at it, curious. Then his tongue came out.

      The first lick made Hope gasp. His tongue was so hot, so rough, dragging over her asshole in long strokes.

      He licked her until she was trembling, until she was pressing back against his snout, desperate for more.

      Then he mounted her.

      His cock jabbed at her ass, searching. Hope reached back and guided him, positioning him at her hole.

      "Slow," she begged. "Please go slow."

      Tundra didn't understand slow.

      He thrust forward and the head of his cock pushed inside.

      Hope screamed into the pillow. The stretch was impossible. So much worse than her pussy. Her asshole burned, protesting the intrusion.

      But Tundra kept pushing. Kept thrusting. His cock was tapered, getting thicker the deeper he went.

      "Oh god, oh god, I can't." Tears were streaming down her face.

      He was halfway inside now. The thick part of his cock stretching her asshole so wide she thought she might tear.

      And then she felt the knot.

      "No, no, no." She tried to pull away but Tundra's legs were locked around her, holding her in place.

      The knot pressed against her asshole. Too big. Way too big.

      Tundra thrust harder.

      The knot popped inside.

      Hope's scream was muffled by the pillow she'd shoved her face into. The stretch was so intense it crossed the line from pain into something else entirely. Something that made her whole body shake.

      Tundra started cumming immediately. Hope could feel it, hot and thick, filling her ass in a way that felt so wrong and so right at the same time.

      Her hand slipped between her legs, finding her clit. She rubbed it frantically, desperately, needing something to ground her.

      The orgasm hit her out of nowhere. It ripped through her body, making her clench around Tundra's knot, making the stretch even more intense.

      She came so hard she nearly blacked out. Her vision went dark at the edges, her whole body going limp.

      Tundra stayed locked inside her ass for twenty-five minutes. The longest knot yet.

      When he finally pulled out, Hope collapsed onto the bed. Cum poured out of her asshole, thick and obscene. Her hole gaped open, too stretched to close.

      She reached back with a shaky hand and ended the recording.

      Then she just laid there, trembling, trying to remember how to breathe.

      The video uploaded that night.

      By morning, it had made twenty-three thousand dollars.

      

      Hope was reviewing the earnings, still in shock at the number, when the email came through.

      The subject line made her stomach drop: "We need to talk."

      She opened it.

      "Ms. Archer,

      My name is Norman Finley. I'm an attorney, and I've become aware of certain content you've been producing. I have screenshots, recordings, and your real name. I know where you live.

      I'm sure you understand that what you're doing is illegal in most jurisdictions. I'm also sure you don't want your family, your former sponsors, or the police to find out about your activities.

      I'm willing to keep this information private. For a fee.

      $50,000. Wire transfer. I'll send details.

      You have 48 hours.

      Regards,

      Norman Finley, Esq."

      Hope read the email three times. Her hands were shaking so badly she almost dropped her phone.

      Fifty thousand dollars.

      She had it. Barely. But she had it.

      But if she paid him, he'd just come back for more. Blackmailers always did.

      Tundra padded over and rested his head in her lap. She ran her fingers through his fur, her mind racing.

      She needed to figure out her next move.

      And she needed to do it fast.
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      ope couldn't sleep.

      She lay in bed, staring at the ceiling, her laptop open beside her. The email from Norman Finley glowed on the screen, the words burning into her brain.

      Fifty thousand dollars. Forty-eight hours.

      She had the money. That wasn't the problem. The problem was that paying him wouldn't make him go away. Blackmailers never stopped at one payment. They always came back for more.

      Tundra was curled up at the foot of the bed, snoring softly. She envied him. Nothing bothered him. No worries. No threats.

      She sat up and pulled her laptop closer. If she was going to deal with this, she needed information.

      Norman Finley, attorney at law.

      She typed his name into Google and started digging.

      It didn't take long to find him. He had a website, cheap and outdated, advertising his services. Debt collection. Personal injury. Small claims. The kind of lawyer who ran ads on daytime TV.

      His office was in a strip mall two states away. Reviews online called him aggressive, pushy, barely ethical.

      Perfect.

      She dug deeper. Found his social media. Facebook photos of him at chain restaurants, posing with a beer. LinkedIn showing a career of bouncing between small firms. No wife. No kids mentioned anywhere.

      He was a bottom feeder. A scavenger looking for easy money.

      Hope closed her laptop and stared at the wall.

      She could pay him. Make this go away for now. But he'd be back in a month, or two months, asking for more. And more. Until she had nothing left.

      Or she could call his bluff.

      Her hands were shaking as she opened her email and hit reply.

      She typed fast, before she could second-guess herself.

      "Mr. Finley,

      Do it. Release whatever you have. I'll claim deepfake. AI generation. I have lawyers too, and they'll bury you in lawsuits for revenge porn distribution. You'll lose your license. Your livelihood. Everything.

      Or you can walk away now and we both forget this happened.

      Your choice.

      Hope Archer"

      She read it over three times. Her heart was pounding so hard she could hear it in her ears.

      This was insane. She was bluffing. She didn't have lawyers. She didn't have a plan.

      But she hit send anyway.

      Then she closed her laptop and tried not to throw up.

      

      Two days passed.

      Hope barely ate. She forced down some toast on the first day, a protein shake on the second. Her stomach was in knots.

      She couldn't focus on anything. Her regular Instagram sat untouched. She hadn't posted in weeks. Her followers were probably wondering where she'd gone.

      She tried to film a video with Tundra on the second day. Something simple. Just a quick session to keep her subscribers happy.

      But she couldn't get into it. Her mind was somewhere else. She kept glancing at her phone, waiting for Norman's reply.

      Tundra could tell something was wrong. He kept nuzzling her, licking her face, trying to comfort her.

      "I'm okay, baby," she lied, scratching behind his ears.

      She scrapped the footage. It was terrible. Lifeless. Her subscribers would see right through it.

      On the third day, her email pinged.

      Hope grabbed her phone so fast she almost dropped it.

      Norman Finley.

      Subject line: "Let's talk."

      Her hands shook as she opened it.

      "Ms. Archer,

      You make a compelling point. Perhaps we got off on the wrong foot.

      I think we should meet. Discuss terms. Video call work for you?

      Tomorrow, 7pm.

      NF"

      Hope read it twice. He was backing down. Or at least pretending to.

      She typed back: "Fine. Send the link."

      

      She spent the next day preparing.

      First, she researched how to record a video call without the other person knowing. Found a program that would capture everything. Audio, video, the whole conversation.

      She tested it three times to make sure it worked.

      Then she rehearsed. Stood in front of the mirror and practiced what she was going to say. Tried to sound confident. In control.

      She didn't feel confident. She felt like she was going to puke.

      At six forty-five, she set up her laptop on the kitchen counter. Made sure the recording software was running. Checked the angle so Norman would see her face clearly.

      At seven exactly, the call connected.

      Norman Finley appeared on screen.

      He looked exactly like his photos. Mid-forties, thinning brown hair combed over to hide a bald spot. Cheap suit, wrinkled at the shoulders. He was sitting in what looked like a home office, bare walls behind him.

      "Ms. Archer," he said. His voice was nasal, irritating. "Thanks for taking the time."

      Hope didn't smile. "Let's skip the pleasantries. What do you want?"

      Norman leaned back in his chair, trying to look relaxed. But Hope could see the tension in his shoulders. The way his eyes darted around the screen.

      He was nervous.

      "I want us to come to an understanding," he said. "You're making good money with your... content. I have information that could ruin you. Seems like we could help each other."

      "You mean you want a cut," Hope said flatly.

      "I prefer to think of it as a partnership."

      "You're blackmailing me."

      Norman's smile faltered. "That's a strong word."

      "It's the right word." Hope leaned forward. "Here's the problem, Norman. You don't have as much leverage as you think you do."

      His eyebrows went up. "I have screenshots. Videos. Your real name. Your address."

      "And if you release any of it, I'll sue you for revenge porn distribution. You'll lose your law license. Probably face criminal charges." Hope kept her voice steady, even though her heart was racing. "You're a lawyer. You know I'm right."

      Norman's jaw tightened. "You're bluffing."

      "Try me."

      They stared at each other through the screen. Hope didn't blink.

      Finally, Norman sighed. "Okay. What do you propose?"

      Hope took a breath. This was it.

      "Here's my counter-offer," she said. "You become my business manager. Twenty percent of profits. You handle the legal protection, payment processing, subscriber management. All the boring stuff I don't want to deal with. You keep your mouth shut and get rich with me."

      Norman blinked. "You want to hire me?"

      "I want to make you complicit. If you're part of the business, you can't expose me without exposing yourself." Hope smiled. "It's called mutually assured destruction. You should know the term."

      Norman stared at her. She could see him calculating, weighing his options.

      "Thirty percent," he said finally.

      "Twenty-five. And you sign an NDA with a poison pill clause. If you ever try to blackmail me again, you owe me everything you've made plus damages."

      Norman was quiet for a long moment.

      Then he smiled. "You're smarter than I thought."

      "Is that a yes?"

      "Twenty-five percent. I'll draw up the contracts."

      Hope let out a breath she didn't know she'd been holding. "Good. Get started."

      

      Norman worked fast.

      Within three days, he'd set up an LLC for her. Some generic name that didn't tie back to her real identity. He created offshore accounts for payments, set up bulletproof terms of service that protected her from legal trouble.

      He also took over her marketing.

      Hope didn't know the first thing about SEO or targeted advertising, but Norman did. He optimized her account, ran ads in the right places, brought in subscribers she never would have reached on her own.

      Her subscriber count jumped from fifteen thousand to twenty-five thousand in a week.

      The money poured in. Norman took his twenty-five percent and didn't complain. He was making more than he ever had as a debt collector.

      But then he started asking questions.

      "I need to understand the product," he said during one of their weekly calls. "Quality control. Make sure we're delivering what the subscribers want."

      Hope frowned. "You want to watch the videos?"

      "I want to watch you film one. Live. See the process."

      Hope's stomach twisted. "Why?"

      "Because I'm your business manager. I need to know what I'm managing." Norman's smile was slick. "Unless you have something to hide?"

      She didn't. Not from him. He already knew everything.

      "Fine," she said. "I'll send you a private link. Tomorrow. Ten AM."

      

      The next morning, Hope set up the camera in the studio. She was wearing a black lace bra and matching panties. Nothing else.

      Tundra was on the bed, waiting.

      She started the stream and sent Norman the private link. A separate feed, just for him. Not recorded. Not saved.

      A few seconds later, a message popped up in the chat.

      "I'm watching."

      Hope's skin prickled. She glanced at the camera. Norman was on the other side, watching her every move.

      Good. Let him watch.

      She climbed onto the bed and stripped off the bra, then the panties. Tossed them to the floor.

      Tundra moved immediately, nosing between her legs. His tongue came out, licking her pussy in long, slow strokes.

      Hope gasped, her hips lifting off the bed. She looked directly at the camera. At Norman.

      "Is this what you wanted to see?" she asked, her voice breathy.

      No response in the chat. But she knew he was there. Watching.

      Tundra licked her until she was soaking wet, until her thighs were trembling. Then she got on all fours, her ass in the air.

      "Come on, baby," she whispered.

      Tundra mounted her. His cock pushed inside, stretching her, filling her.

      Hope moaned, her back arching. She kept her eyes on the camera, on Norman's private feed.

      Tundra fucked her hard and fast, his hips slamming against her ass. The wet slap of skin echoed in the room.

      The knot started to swell.

      Hope's mouth fell open. "Oh god, he's knotting me. Can you see it?"

      She reached back, spreading herself wider so the camera could catch everything. The thick base of Tundra's cock stretching her pussy, pushing inside.

      The knot popped in and Hope cried out. Her whole body shook as Tundra started cumming, flooding her with hot pulses of cum.

      She stared at the camera. At Norman. Let him see her face as she came, as her pussy clenched around the knot, as she screamed Tundra's name.

      When it was over, when Tundra finally pulled out and cum gushed out of her, Hope grabbed her phone and checked the chat.

      One message from Norman.

      "You're incredible. This is going to make us both very rich."

      Hope smiled.

      She owned him now. Just like she owned everyone else.

      She ended the stream and collapsed onto the bed, Tundra curled up beside her.

      Norman Finley wasn't a threat anymore.

      He was an asset.

      And Hope was just getting started.
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      Norman's marketing strategy worked better than Hope ever imagined.

      Three weeks after he took over, her subscriber count hit twenty-five thousand. The money was almost stupid now. Over a million dollars a month, even after Norman took his cut.

      Hope had stopped checking her bank account. The numbers didn't feel real anymore.

      But the work was getting repetitive. Same positions. Same setup. Same dog.

      Her subscribers were starting to notice. The comments weren't complaints exactly, but she could read between the lines.

      "Would love to see you with a bigger dog."

      "Ever thought about trying a different breed?"

      "Two dogs at once?"

      Norman brought it up on their weekly call.

      "We need to diversify," he said, his face filling her laptop screen. "Your audience wants variety. Fresh content."

      Hope was sitting on her couch, Tundra's head in her lap. "What kind of variety?"

      "More dogs. Different breeds. Maybe multiple dogs in one session." Norman pulled up a spreadsheet. "I've been running surveys. Seventy-three percent of your subscribers want to see you with larger breeds. Sixty-eight percent want multiple dogs."

      Hope's stomach flipped. Multiple dogs. She'd thought about it, late at night when she couldn't sleep. Wondered what it would feel like.

      "Where would I even get other dogs?" she asked.

      "Leave that to me. I'll find a supplier."

      Norman was good at his job. Hope had to give him that.

      Two days later, he sent her an address. A breeding facility three hours outside the city.

      "Guy's name is Simon Randall. Runs a high-end operation. Great Danes, Mastiffs, Irish Wolfhounds. I told him you're looking for a companion for Tundra. He doesn't know about the content."

      Hope stared at the address. "And if he figures it out?"

      "Then we deal with it. But I doubt he will. Just play it cool."

      

      The breeding facility was bigger than Hope expected. Clean, professional, with large outdoor runs and a main building that looked more like a house than a kennel.

      She parked her car and took a breath before getting out.

      A man was waiting by the entrance. Tall, maybe mid-thirties, with dark hair and an easy smile. He wore jeans and a flannel shirt, work boots covered in mud.

      "You must be Hope," he said, extending a hand. "Simon Randall."

      His handshake was firm. Confident.

      "Thanks for meeting with me," Hope said, trying to sound casual. "I'm looking for a companion for my dog. He's a Bernese Mountain Dog, pretty big. I thought maybe another large breed."

      Simon nodded. "Let me show you around."

      He led her through the facility, pointing out different dogs in their runs. Great Danes that stood taller than her waist. Mastiffs with heads the size of basketballs. Irish Wolfhounds that looked like small horses.

      Hope tried to focus on what Simon was saying, but her mind was racing. These dogs were massive. Bigger than Tundra. Thicker.

      She wondered what they'd feel like.

      "You okay?" Simon asked, glancing at her.

      Hope realized she'd stopped walking. "Yeah, sorry. Just... they're beautiful."

      Simon smiled. "They are. These are working dogs, though. Bred for temperament and drive. They're not pets for everyone."

      "What do you mean?"

      "They need structure. Training. A firm hand." Simon's eyes lingered on her for a moment. "Some people can't handle that."

      Hope met his gaze. "I can handle it."

      Something shifted in Simon's expression. A flicker of recognition, maybe. Or suspicion.

      "You're not really here for a companion, are you?" he said quietly.

      Hope's heart stopped. "I don't know what you mean."

      Simon pulled out his phone and tapped the screen a few times. Then he turned it toward her.

      It was a screenshot from one of her videos. Her body, faceless, Tundra knotted inside her.

      "You're Hope Archer," Simon said. "Or should I say MountainMommy47?"

      Hope's mouth went dry. She should run. Get in her car and leave. But her feet wouldn't move.

      "How did you..." she started.

      "I have a subscription," Simon said simply. "Recognized Tundra. Bernese Mountain Dogs have pretty distinctive markings."

      Hope stared at him. "Are you going to tell anyone?"

      Simon laughed. "Tell them what? That I watch porn? No thanks." He slipped his phone back into his pocket. "But let's be honest about why you're here. You're not looking for a companion. You're looking for content."

      Hope's face burned. But she didn't deny it.

      "Are your dogs trained?" she asked quietly.

      Simon's smile widened. "Some of them. For the right price."

      

      They negotiated in Simon's office. It was surprisingly normal. Desk, filing cabinets, photos of dogs on the walls.

      "Ten thousand for a weekend rental," Simon said. "Two dogs. You pick the breeds."

      Hope didn't even blink. "Deal."

      "I'll need a deposit. Half up front."

      She transferred the money on her phone while Simon watched.

      "Apollo and Brutus," Simon said, pulling up photos on his computer. "Apollo's a Great Dane. Brutus is a Mastiff. Both are trained for breeding work. They know what to do."

      Hope looked at the photos. Apollo was sleek and tall, his coat a mottled gray. Brutus was stockier, with a massive head and a dark brindle coat.

      "When can I pick them up?" she asked.

      "Friday. I'll have them ready."

      Hope stood to leave, but Simon stopped her.

      "One more thing," he said. "If this works out, I can supply more dogs. Different breeds. Whatever you need. I take ten percent of whatever you make from videos featuring my dogs."

      Hope raised an eyebrow. "You want a cut?"

      "I'm providing a service. Seems fair."

      She thought about it. Norman took twenty-five percent. Simon wanted ten. That still left her with more money than she knew what to do with.

      "Fine," she said. "But you sign an NDA. Same terms as my business manager."

      Simon grinned. "Deal."

      

      Friday came fast.

      Hope drove back to the facility and loaded Apollo and Brutus into her SUV. They were huge, taking up the entire back seat. Apollo's head brushed the roof of the car.

      Simon handed her a bag of supplies. Food, bowls, leashes.

      "They're good boys," he said. "Just be firm with them. They respond to commands."

      Hope nodded, trying to ignore the way her hands were shaking.

      The drive home felt like it took forever. Apollo kept nosing at the back of her seat, his breath hot on her neck. Brutus just stared out the window, calm and patient.

      When she finally got them into her loft, she let them off their leashes. They immediately started exploring, sniffing every corner, marking their territory.

      Tundra watched from his bed, uncertain.

      "It's okay, baby," Hope said, scratching his ears. "They're just visiting."

      She spent the rest of the day getting the dogs comfortable. Fed them. Let them outside. Tried to calm her nerves.

      Norman had already scheduled the content. Three videos over the weekend. Subscribers were paying extra for early access.

      Hope set up the cameras in the studio. Triple-checked the lighting. Made sure everything was perfect.

      Then she took a shower and tried not to think too hard about what she was about to do.

      

      The first video was scheduled for Friday night.

      Hope stood in the studio, wearing nothing but a silk robe. Apollo and Brutus were on the bed, watching her.

      Tundra was in the other room. She'd decided to keep him separate for now. Ease into this.

      She started the camera and let the robe fall.

      Apollo's ears perked up immediately. He stood, his tail wagging.

      "Come here, boy," Hope said, her voice shaky.

      He jumped off the bed and came to her, his nose pressing between her legs. Sniffing.

      Hope gasped. His nose was colder than Tundra's. Wetter.

      His tongue came out, licking her pussy in one long stroke. Hope's knees buckled.

      Apollo was taller than Tundra. He didn't have to crouch to reach her. His tongue worked her clit easily, lapping at her until she was dripping.

      "Oh fuck," Hope breathed.

      She stumbled back to the bed and climbed on, getting on all fours. Apollo followed, mounting her before she even had to ask.

      His cock was different from Tundra's. Longer. Thinner. It slid inside her easily, reaching deeper than she'd ever felt.

      Hope cried out, her back arching. Apollo's hips moved fast, pistoning against her ass. His cock hit her cervix with every thrust, sending sharp jolts of pleasure-pain through her body.

      The knot started to swell.

      It was smaller than Tundra's but it still stretched her, still made her gasp when it popped inside.

      Apollo came almost immediately, flooding her with hot cum. His knot pulsed inside her, locking them together.

      Hope panted into the mattress, her whole body trembling.

      When Apollo finally pulled out, cum gushed out of her pussy. She barely had time to catch her breath before Brutus was there.

      He was heavier than Apollo. Thicker. His cock was massive, stretching her wider than Tundra ever had.

      Hope screamed when he pushed inside. It was too much. Too big.

      But Brutus didn't stop. He fucked her hard, his weight crushing her into the mattress. His cock felt like it was splitting her open.

      The knot was even worse. Thicker than Apollo's. Thicker than Tundra's.

      When it popped inside, Hope thought she might pass out. The stretch was so intense it crossed into pain, her pussy burning as it tried to accommodate him.

      Brutus came inside her, his cum adding to the mess Apollo had left. Hope could feel it sloshing inside her, so much that it leaked out around the knot.

      They stayed locked together for twenty minutes. Hope's thighs were shaking. Her arms had given out. She was flat on her stomach, Brutus's weight pinning her down.

      When he finally pulled out, the gush of cum was obscene. It poured out of her, soaking the bed, running down her thighs.

      Hope rolled onto her back, staring at the ceiling. Her pussy was wrecked. Gaping. Too stretched to close.

      She looked at the camera and gave a weak smile.

      "That's one down," she whispered.

      

      Saturday was worse.

      Or better. Hope couldn't tell anymore.

      She filmed herself taking both dogs again. This time in the shower. Apollo first, then Brutus. The water made everything slippery, made it harder to keep her balance.

      Brutus's knot in the shower was brutal. Hope's knees gave out and she collapsed onto the tile, locked to him, water streaming over them both.

      By the time he pulled out, she could barely stand.

      Sunday was the finale.

      Hope set up the cameras and called all three dogs into the studio. Tundra, Apollo, and Brutus.

      She was going to try to take all of them. One after the other.

      Tundra went first. Familiar. Comforting. His knot felt almost small compared to Brutus.

      Then Apollo. His long cock reaching deep, making her see stars.

      Then Brutus.

      By the time Brutus knotted her, Hope was sobbing. Not from pain. From overstimulation. From the sheer fullness of it.

      Her pussy was so swollen she could barely feel anything anymore. Just pressure. Heat. The constant throb of being stretched.

      When Brutus finally pulled out, Hope collapsed onto the bed. Cum poured out of her in thick streams, pooling beneath her.

      She couldn't move. Couldn't think.

      The camera was still rolling.

      She reached out with a shaky hand and turned it off.

      Then she just laid there, destroyed and satisfied, the three dogs curled up around her.

      

      The videos went live Sunday night.

      By Monday morning, they'd made sixty-seven thousand dollars.

      Norman called, ecstatic. "This is it. This is what we needed. The subscribers are going crazy."

      Hope barely heard him. She was lying in bed, her whole body aching. Her pussy was so sore she couldn't walk without limping.

      But she was smiling.

      Simon texted her that afternoon.

      "Looks like the weekend was a success. Need more dogs?"

      Hope stared at the message.

      Then she typed back: "Yes."

      

      Over the next two weeks, Simon became her regular supplier. He'd drop off dogs on request. Great Danes, Mastiffs, Irish Wolfhounds. Sometimes two at a time. Sometimes three.

      Hope's content exploded. Her subscriber count hit thirty-five thousand.

      Norman was handling everything. Payments, legal protection, marketing. He was making more money than he'd ever dreamed of.

      Simon was making a fortune too. Ten percent of her earnings from his dogs added up fast.

      But then Hope got a DM that changed everything.

      It was from a woman. Username: GeorgiaP_1991.

      "I want to do what you do. Will you teach me?"

      Hope stared at the message for a long time.

      Then she typed back: "Let's talk."
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      he coffee shop was busy, filled with the usual Monday morning crowd. Hope sat in a corner booth, her hands wrapped around a latte she hadn't touched.

      She was early. Ten minutes early. She always showed up early to things that made her nervous.

      A woman walked through the door, scanning the room. Mid-twenties, blonde hair pulled back in a ponytail, wearing jeans and a sweater. Pretty in a wholesome way.

      Their eyes met. The woman's face flushed and she walked over.

      "Hope?" she asked quietly.

      "Georgia?"

      Georgia slid into the booth across from her, setting her purse on the seat. Her hands were shaking.

      "Thanks for meeting me," Georgia said. "I wasn't sure you'd actually show up."

      Hope studied her. She looked normal. Like someone you'd see at the grocery store or the gym. Not like someone who wanted to fuck dogs.

      But Hope probably looked normal too.

      "Why do you want to do this?" Hope asked.

      Georgia glanced around, making sure no one was listening. Then she leaned forward.

      "I tried it once," she whispered. "With my dog. Duke. He's a Rottweiler. My husband was out of town and I was... I don't know. Curious. I'd seen your videos and I just..."

      "And?" Hope prompted.

      "And I came so hard I blacked out." Georgia's face was bright red. "I've never felt anything like it. Not with my husband. Not with anyone."

      Hope took a sip of her latte. It had gone cold. "Does your husband know?"

      "God, no. He'd divorce me. Probably have me committed." Georgia's voice cracked. "But I can't stop thinking about it. I've done it three more times since then. I feel like I'm going crazy."

      "You're not crazy," Hope said.

      Georgia looked up at her, eyes wide. "Really?"

      "Really. You just figured out what you like." Hope set down her cup. "But if you want to do this for real, make content, there are rules. Safety protocols. Ways to do it without getting caught."

      "Will you teach me?"

      Hope considered it. She'd been thinking about this since Georgia's first message. About expanding. Building something bigger than just her own content.

      "I'll teach you," Hope said. "But you create content. I take forty percent of what you make."

      Georgia didn't even hesitate. "Deal."

      "And you sign an NDA. If you ever expose me or yourself, there are legal consequences. Serious ones."

      "I understand."

      Hope pulled out her phone and texted Norman. "Need an NDA drafted. Standard terms. Send it to me by tonight."

      She looked back at Georgia. "Give me your address. I'll come by tomorrow. Bring equipment. We'll do this right."

      

      Georgia's house was in the suburbs. Nice neighborhood, two-story colonial with a manicured lawn. A white SUV in the driveway.

      Hope parked on the street and grabbed her bag from the trunk. Camera, tripod, lube, cleaning supplies. Everything Georgia would need.

      Georgia answered the door before Hope even knocked. She looked nervous, excited.

      "My husband's on a business trip," she said, leading Hope inside. "He won't be back until Friday."

      The house was exactly what Hope expected. Beige walls, family photos, furniture from a catalog. Boring. Safe.

      Duke was in the living room. A big Rottweiler, easily a hundred and thirty pounds. He looked up when Hope walked in, his tail wagging slowly.

      "He's beautiful," Hope said.

      "He's the best dog I've ever had." Georgia knelt down and scratched Duke's ears. "Aren't you, baby?"

      Hope set her bag on the couch and pulled out the camera. "First thing, we need to set up properly. Lighting, angles, everything. Your subscribers will pay more for quality content."

      Georgia nodded, watching as Hope positioned the camera in the bedroom. She adjusted the angle three times before she was satisfied.

      "This will show everything from your shoulders down," Hope explained. "No face. That's important. Plausible deniability."

      "Right. Okay."

      Hope pulled out a bottle of lube and set it on the nightstand. "You'll want to use this. Even if you think you're wet enough. Trust me."

      Georgia picked up the bottle, turning it over in her hands. "How do I... I mean, how do I get him to..."

      "Dogs respond to position and scent," Hope said. "When you're ready, get on all fours. He'll know what to do. But you need to be patient. Let him explore. Let him lick you first."

      "He already does that part," Georgia admitted, her face turning red again.

      Hope smiled. "Good. Then he's already trained. You just need to learn how to work with him."

      She started the camera. "Let's do a test run. No pressure. Just see how it goes."

      Georgia took a shaky breath and started undressing. She pulled off her sweater, then her jeans, then her underwear. Her body was soft, curvy. The body of someone who'd had kids, though Hope didn't see any signs of children in the house.

      "On the bed," Hope instructed. "All fours. Back arched."

      Georgia climbed onto the bed and got into position. Her hands were shaking.

      Duke stood up from where he'd been lying on the floor. His ears perked forward.

      "Duke, come here," Georgia said softly.

      The Rottweiler jumped onto the bed and immediately moved behind her. His nose pressed between her legs, sniffing.

      Georgia gasped.

      "Relax," Hope said from behind the camera. "Let him do his thing."

      Duke's tongue came out. He licked Georgia's pussy in long, slow strokes. Georgia's arms trembled, her head dropping forward.

      "Oh god," she breathed.

      "That's it," Hope encouraged. "Just feel it. Don't think."

      Duke kept licking, his tongue working over Georgia's clit. She was panting now, her hips rocking back slightly.

      "He's really good at this," Georgia moaned.

      "Rottweilers usually are. Big tongues."

      Duke licked her for another minute before he mounted. His front legs wrapped around Georgia's waist, pulling her back against him.

      Georgia's eyes went wide. "Oh fuck, he's⁠—"

      Duke's cock pushed inside her.

      Georgia cried out, her back arching sharply. Duke didn't ease into it. He just started fucking, his hips moving fast and hard.

      "Breathe," Hope said. "Just breathe through it."

      Georgia was gasping, her whole body shaking. "He's so fast. I forgot how fast he is."

      "They all are. It's instinct."

      Duke's knot started to swell. Hope could see it from behind the camera, the thick base of his cock getting bigger with every thrust.

      "The knot's coming," Hope warned. "It's going to stretch. A lot."

      "I know, I know, oh god⁠—"

      The knot pushed inside and Georgia screamed. Her arms gave out and she collapsed onto the mattress, her ass still in the air.

      Duke kept thrusting, short jerky movements that tugged at the knot. Then he started cumming.

      Georgia was sobbing into the sheets. "I can feel it. I can feel him filling me up."

      "That's normal. Just relax. You're locked to him now. It'll be a while."

      They stayed like that for fifteen minutes. Georgia's sobs eventually turned to whimpers, then to soft moans. Her hand slipped between her legs, rubbing her clit.

      "Can I..." she started.

      "Do whatever you want," Hope said. "This is your video."

      Georgia rubbed herself frantically, her hips grinding back against Duke. She came with a loud cry, her whole body going tight.

      When Duke finally pulled out, the gush of cum made Georgia gasp. It poured out of her pussy, soaking the sheets beneath her.

      Hope stopped the recording.

      Georgia rolled onto her back, staring at the ceiling. Her chest was heaving. Her thighs were covered in cum.

      "Holy shit," she breathed.

      "How do you feel?" Hope asked.

      "Like I just found religion." Georgia started laughing, the sound a little hysterical. "Is it always like that?"

      "Pretty much."

      Hope helped Georgia clean up, then showed her how to edit the footage. Where to cut, how to adjust the lighting in post. How to upload it to a private account.

      "Norman will handle the payment processing," Hope explained. "He's my business manager. He'll take twenty-five percent, I take forty, you keep the rest."

      Georgia nodded, still looking dazed. "When can I post it?"

      "Tonight. See how it does."

      

      The video went live at nine PM.

      By midnight, it had made twelve thousand dollars.

      Georgia called Hope, screaming. "Twelve thousand! In three hours!"

      Hope smiled. "Congrats. You're officially in the business."

      Over the next week, Hope got more messages. Women who'd seen Georgia's content. Women who wanted to learn.

      She vetted them carefully. Made sure they already had dogs. Made sure they understood the risks. Made sure they'd sign NDAs.

      By the end of the month, she had five women in her network.

      Georgia with Duke.

      Annette, a woman in her thirties with twin Huskies. She filmed both of them taking turns with her, their blue eyes bright on camera.

      Carol, a sweet-faced brunette with a Golden Retriever. Her content was softer, gentler. The "girlfriend experience" for people who didn't want it rough.

      Two others who insisted on staying anonymous. One had a German Shepherd. The other had a Doberman.

      Hope took forty percent from all of them. Norman handled the business side, taking his cut. Simon supplied additional dogs when they needed variety.

      The money was insane. Hope's personal account was still her biggest earner, but the network was bringing in close to half a million a month.

      Norman reported the numbers on their weekly call, grinning. "You're building an empire."

      Hope didn't disagree.

      

      Then Carol's husband found out.

      It was a Tuesday. Hope was editing footage from her latest video when her phone rang. Unknown number.

      She almost didn't answer.

      "Hello?"

      "Is this Hope Archer?" A man's voice. Angry.

      Hope's stomach dropped. "Who's asking?"

      "My name is Kent. I'm Carol's husband. And I know what you've been doing to my wife."

      Fuck.

      "I don't know what you're talking about," Hope said carefully.

      "Bullshit. I found her equipment. Her camera. I saw the videos." Kent's voice was shaking. "You corrupted her. Turned her into some kind of... of..."

      "Your wife made her own choices," Hope said.

      "She's sick! You made her sick!"

      "She's making twelve thousand dollars a month. How much do you make, Kent?"

      Silence.

      "That's what I thought," Hope said. "Carol is happy. She's financially independent. And you want to take that away from her because it makes you uncomfortable."

      "It's illegal! It's disgusting!"

      "Then call the police. See what happens." Hope kept her voice calm. "But if you do, Carol goes down too. Is that what you want?"

      More silence.

      "I'm coming to your place," Kent said finally. "We're going to talk about this face to face."

      He hung up before Hope could respond.

      Hope sat there, staring at her phone.

      Then she called Norman. "We have a problem."

      

      Kent showed up at her loft an hour later, pounding on the door.

      Hope took a breath and opened it.

      He was tall, mid-thirties, wearing a polo shirt and khakis. His face was red, his fists clenched.

      "You're Hope," he said.

      "Come in."

      Kent stormed into the loft, looking around like he expected to find something incriminating. Tundra lifted his head from his bed, watching the stranger.

      "I'm going to expose all of you," Kent said. "You, Carol, everyone involved. I'm going to the police. The media. I'm going to ruin you."

      Hope crossed her arms. "How much does Carol make per month?"

      "I don't give a shit about⁠—"

      "Twelve thousand dollars," Hope interrupted. "How much do you make, Kent?"

      His jaw tightened. "That's not the point."

      "It's exactly the point. Carol is happy. She's having the best sex of her life. She's making more money than you. And you want to take that from her because it makes you feel small."

      "She's fucking a dog!"

      "And she loves it." Hope stepped closer. "You can burn it all down if you want. But you'll lose Carol in the process. Is that really what you want?"

      Kent's hands were shaking. "This is wrong."

      "Says who? You?" Hope tilted her head. "I have an idea. Watch one session. Just one. If you still want to expose us after, I'll help you do it myself."

      Kent stared at her. "You're insane."

      "Maybe. But I'm also right." Hope pulled out her phone. "One session. That's all I'm asking."

      Kent looked at the phone. At Hope. At Tundra.

      "Fine," he said finally. "One session. Then I'm going to the police."

      

      Hope set up the camera in the studio. She was wearing a black bra and panties, nothing else.

      Kent sat in the corner, his arms crossed, his face hard.

      Tundra was on the bed, waiting.

      "Watch," Hope said.

      She stripped off the bra and panties, letting them fall to the floor. Kent's eyes followed the movement, then quickly looked away.

      Hope climbed onto the bed and called Tundra over. He moved immediately, his nose pressing between her legs.

      She gasped as his tongue found her pussy, licking her in long strokes.

      Kent shifted in his chair.

      Hope got on all fours, her back arched. Tundra mounted her, his cock pushing inside.

      She moaned loudly, making sure Kent could hear every sound. "Oh god, he's so big. Can you see how much I need this?"

      Tundra fucked her hard, his hips slamming against her ass. The wet slap of skin filled the room.

      Hope looked over her shoulder at Kent. His face was flushed. His eyes were locked on where Tundra's cock was disappearing inside her.

      And he was hard. She could see the bulge in his khakis.

      The knot started to swell. Hope's mouth fell open as it pushed inside, stretching her wide.

      "Fuck, fuck, the knot," she gasped. "It's so big. It's locking me to him."

      Tundra came inside her, his cum flooding her pussy. Hope's eyes rolled back and she came too, screaming.

      Kent was gripping the arms of the chair so hard his knuckles were white.

      When Tundra finally pulled out, cum gushed out of Hope's pussy. She collapsed onto the bed, panting.

      She looked at Kent. "Your wife feels this every time. Are you really going to take it away from her?"

      Kent stood up abruptly and left without a word.

      

      Two days later, Carol sent Hope a message.

      "Kent wants to be my cameraman. He says our marriage has never been better. Thank you."

      Hope smiled and set down her phone.

      Norman called that afternoon with an update. "The network is at fifteen women now. Revenue is three hundred and forty thousand a month."

      Hope looked around her loft. At the studio she'd built. At Tundra sleeping on his bed.

      She'd built something impossible.
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      Six months later, Hope barely recognized her life.

      The network had grown to fifteen women. Norman handled all the business operations from his office, which was no longer in a strip mall. He'd upgraded to a real building downtown, hired an assistant, bought a new car.

      Simon's breeding facility had expanded too. He'd bought the property next door, doubled his kennel space. Half his income now came from Hope's network.

      And Hope herself had more money than she'd ever imagined. She'd bought the loft outright. Paid cash. Set up investment accounts. She could retire tomorrow if she wanted to.

      But she didn't want to.

      She was sitting at her desk, reviewing content submissions from the network. Georgia's latest video with Duke. Annette's twin Huskies taking turns with her. Carol's gentle session with her Golden Retriever that had somehow become the most popular video of the week.

      Her phone buzzed. Norman.

      "We need to do something special," he said when she answered. "A milestone video. You're about to hit fifty thousand subscribers."

      Hope leaned back in her chair. "What did you have in mind?"

      "Something big. Multiple dogs. Different breeds. Show them what you're capable of."

      Hope thought about it. She'd done multiple dogs before. Three was her record. But Norman was right. Fifty thousand subscribers deserved something special.

      "Set it up," she said. "I'll do four dogs. Different breeds. One session."

      Norman was quiet for a moment. "Four? Are you sure?"

      "I'm sure. Talk to Simon. Get me the biggest dogs he has."

      

      Simon delivered the dogs on Friday afternoon.

      Hope opened the door to find him standing there with four leashes in his hands. Behind him were four massive dogs.

      A Great Dane. A Mastiff. An Irish Wolfhound. And a Saint Bernard she'd never seen before.

      "Jesus," Hope breathed.

      Simon grinned. "You said you wanted big. This is Atlas." He gestured to the Saint Bernard. "He's new. Two hundred pounds. Biggest dog I've ever bred."

      Hope stared at Atlas. He was enormous. His head came up to her chest.

      "Can I handle him?" she asked.

      "Only one way to find out."

      Simon brought the dogs inside. Tundra came over to sniff them, his tail wagging cautiously. The other dogs ignored him, too busy exploring the loft.

      "They're all trained?" Hope asked.

      "Trained and ready. Just give them the signal and they'll know what to do." Simon handed her the leashes. "You filming this tonight?"

      "Tomorrow. I need time to prepare."

      Simon nodded. "Good luck. You're going to need it."

      

      Hope spent Saturday morning getting ready.

      She set up three cameras in the studio. Different angles, different heights. She wanted to capture everything.

      She showered, shaved, made sure she was completely clean. Used an enema. Stretched herself with toys to make sure she could handle what was coming.

      By noon, she was as ready as she'd ever be.

      She sent a message to her subscribers. "Special live event. 2 PM. Fifty thousand subscriber celebration. You won't want to miss this."

      Then she put on a silk robe and waited.

      At one forty-five, she started the cameras. Checked the angles one more time. Made sure the lighting was perfect.

      At two PM exactly, she went live.

      The viewer count exploded immediately. A thousand people. Two thousand. Five thousand.

      Hope stood in the center of the studio, the four dogs sitting around her. Tundra, Apollo, Brutus, and Atlas.

      "Thank you all for being here," she said to the camera. Her voice was steady even though her heart was pounding. "Fifty thousand subscribers. I never thought we'd get here. So today, I'm doing something special. Four dogs. One session. Let's see if I can handle it."

      The chat went insane.

      Hope let the robe fall.

      She was completely naked underneath. Her body was on full display. Tits, stomach, pussy. Everything.

      She got on the bed and called Tundra first. Familiar. Comfortable.

      He came to her immediately, his nose pressing between her legs. His tongue licked her pussy in long strokes, getting her wet.

      Hope moaned, her hips lifting. "Good boy, Tundra. Get me ready."

      He licked her until she was dripping, until her thighs were shaking. Then she got on all fours.

      Tundra mounted her without hesitation. His cock pushed inside and Hope gasped.

      "Fuck, I missed this," she breathed.

      Tundra fucked her hard and fast, his familiar rhythm making her relax into it. The knot swelled and popped inside, locking them together.

      Hope came almost immediately, crying out as pleasure rolled through her. Tundra's cum flooded her pussy, hot and thick.

      When he pulled out, cum gushed onto the bed. Hope didn't even pause. She called Apollo next.

      The Great Dane's cock was longer than Tundra's. It pushed deep inside her, hitting her cervix with every thrust.

      Hope's mouth fell open. "Oh god, he's so deep."

      Apollo's knot was smaller but it still stretched her, still made her gasp when it locked inside. He came quickly, adding to the mess Tundra had left.

      When Apollo pulled out, Hope was already panting. Her pussy was swollen, sensitive. But she wasn't done.

      "Brutus," she called.

      The Mastiff was heavier than the other two. His weight crushed her into the mattress as he mounted. His cock was thick, stretching her wider than she'd been all day.

      Hope screamed into the sheets. "Fuck, fuck, you're so big."

      Brutus's knot was massive. When it pushed inside, Hope thought she might pass out. The stretch was so intense it bordered on pain.

      But then he started cumming and the heat of it, the fullness, pushed her over the edge. She came hard, her pussy clenching around his knot.

      When Brutus pulled out, Hope collapsed onto the bed. Cum was pouring out of her, soaking the sheets. Her pussy was gaping, too stretched to close.

      She looked at the camera. At the viewer count. Ten thousand people watching.

      "One more," she whispered.

      She called Atlas.

      The Saint Bernard was the biggest dog she'd ever taken. When he mounted her, his weight was so heavy she could barely breathe.

      His cock pushed inside and Hope's vision went white. He was huge. Thicker than Brutus. Longer than Apollo.

      "Oh my god, oh my god, I can't⁠—"

      But Atlas kept pushing. Kept filling her. His cock stretched her so wide she thought she might tear.

      And then the knot started to swell.

      Hope screamed. It was too much. Way too much. The knot was impossibly thick, pushing against her entrance, trying to force its way inside.

      "Please, please, I can't take it⁠—"

      Atlas thrust harder. The knot popped inside.

      Hope's scream was so loud it hurt her throat. The stretch was beyond anything she'd ever felt. Her pussy was stuffed so full she couldn't breathe, couldn't think.

      Atlas started cumming immediately. Hot pulses of cum flooding her already full pussy. There was nowhere for it to go. It leaked out around the knot, running down her thighs.

      Hope's hand slipped between her legs. She rubbed her clit frantically, desperately, needing something to ground her.

      The orgasm hit her like a freight train. It ripped through her body, making her clench around Atlas's knot, making the stretch even more intense.

      She came so hard she blacked out for a second. When she came to, she was sobbing into the mattress, her whole body shaking.

      Atlas stayed locked inside her for thirty minutes. The longest knot she'd ever taken.

      When he finally pulled out, the gush of cum was obscene. It poured out of her in thick streams, mixing with the mess from the other three dogs. Her pussy was destroyed, gaping open, too stretched to close.

      Hope rolled onto her back, staring at the ceiling. Her whole body was trembling. She couldn't feel her legs.

      She looked at the camera. At the viewer count. Fifteen thousand people had watched.

      "Thank you," she whispered. "Fifty thousand subscribers. We did it."

      Then she ended the stream.

      

      Hope lay in the wet spot for a long time, too exhausted to move.

      The dogs had all wandered off. Tundra was on his bed in the corner. Apollo and Brutus were drinking water. Atlas was sprawled on the floor, panting.

      Her phone was buzzing nonstop. Tips pouring in. Messages flooding her inbox.

      She finally forced herself to sit up and check.

      The video had made ninety-three thousand dollars. In two hours.

      Hope stared at the number. Then she started laughing.

      It came out broken and exhausted, but she couldn't stop. She laughed until tears ran down her face.

      Her phone rang. Norman.

      "Holy shit," he said when she answered. "Ninety-three thousand. That's a record."

      "I know."

      "The network is going crazy. Everyone wants to know if they can do something similar."

      Hope looked at the dogs. At the studio. At the mess on the bed.

      "Tell them to go for it," she said.

      

      Over the next week, the network exploded.

      Georgia filmed herself with three dogs. Annette did a session with four. Carol stuck with her Golden Retriever but added a German Shepherd for variety.

      The money kept pouring in. Hope's cut from the network alone was over two hundred thousand that week.

      Norman called with updates every day. New subscribers. New revenue streams. New opportunities.

      "We should expand internationally," he said during one call. "There's demand in Europe. Asia. We could triple our numbers."

      Hope thought about it. "Set up the infrastructure. Let's see what happens."

      Simon was breeding dogs specifically for the network now. Training them young. Making sure they knew exactly what to do.

      Hope's main Instagram, the one she'd abandoned months ago, finally got deleted for inactivity. She didn't care. That life felt like it belonged to someone else.

      She was MountainMommy47 now. Full time. And she was damn good at it.

      

      Three months after the fifty thousand subscriber video, Hope hit a hundred thousand.

      She didn't do another milestone video. Didn't need to. Her regular content was enough.

      She filmed three times a week. Sometimes with Tundra. Sometimes with the other dogs Simon provided. Sometimes with multiple dogs at once.

      Her subscribers couldn't get enough.

      Norman reported that the network was bringing in over a million dollars a month now. Hope's personal cut was close to half of that.

      She'd stopped checking her bank account. The numbers were too big to feel real.

      One night, she was lying in bed with Tundra curled up beside her. The loft was quiet. Peaceful.

      Her phone buzzed. A message from Georgia.

      "Thank you for changing my life. I mean it. I've never been happier."

      Hope smiled and typed back. "You changed your own life. I just showed you how."

      She set the phone down and scratched Tundra's ears. He made a happy sound and pressed closer.

      Hope thought about where she'd been a year ago. Broke. Struggling. Barely making ends meet.

      And now she had everything. Money. Freedom. A network of women who trusted her.

      She'd built an empire from nothing.

      And she'd done it her way.

      Hope closed her eyes and let herself feel it. The satisfaction. The pride. The absolute certainty that she'd made the right choice.

      She fell asleep smiling, Tundra's warmth against her side, dreaming of what came next.

      

      The next morning, Hope woke up to her phone ringing. She grabbed it without looking at the screen.

      "Hello?"

      "Hope Archer?" A woman's voice. Professional. Unfamiliar.

      "Who's asking?"

      "My name is Rebecca Chen. I'm a producer for a documentary series about alternative lifestyles. I'd love to talk to you about your work."

      Hope sat up, suddenly awake. "How did you get this number?"

      "I have my sources. Look, I know what you do. I'm not here to judge. I'm here to tell your story. On your terms. Anonymously if you want."

      Hope's mind raced. A documentary. Her story. Mainstream exposure.

      "I'll think about it," she said finally.

      "Take your time. But Hope? What you've built is incredible. People should know about it."

      The call ended.

      Hope sat there, staring at her phone. Tundra nuzzled her hand, looking for attention.

      She scratched his ears absently, thinking.

      A documentary. Going public. Even anonymously, it was a risk.

      But it was also an opportunity.

      She opened her laptop and started typing an email to Norman.

      "We need to talk about the future."

      Because Hope Archer wasn't done building yet.

      Not even close.
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