
        
            
                
            
        

    
Chapter 1: The Kennel Master's Domain

The morning light filtered through the custom-designed skylights of my establishment, casting warm patches across the polished concrete floors. I straightened my leather vest over my bare chest, feeling the cool air against my skin as I prepared for the weekend ahead. They called me "Master Rex" here—a name I'd cultivated alongside my unique business venture: The Weekend Retreat, a discreet "boarding kennel" where professional women shed their human responsibilities to become pets under my care.

Three years ago, I'd converted this former warehouse into a playground for a very specific clientele—successful women who craved the release of surrendering control, becoming creatures of pure instinct and pleasure. The irony wasn't lost on me; as a former corporate lawyer, I'd recognized the need because I'd felt it myself. The difference was, I preferred to be on the handling end of the leash.

I checked my watch—10:00 AM. The first guests would arrive soon. I surveyed my domain with pride: plush pet beds of various sizes scattered throughout, specialized equipment hanging on the walls, custom-built enclosures with comfortable padding, feeding stations, and several themed play areas. Everything designed for both comfort and the particular brand of dehumanization my clients paid handsomely to experience.

My phone buzzed—the security system alerting me to a car pulling into the private drive. Melissa was always punctual, typically the first to arrive. A high-powered investment banker Monday through Friday, but for the next forty-eight hours, she would simply be "Kitty."

I pressed the intercom button. "Good morning. Please come to the main entrance for check-in."

Moments later, I greeted her at the door. Melissa stood there in an expensive pantsuit, briefcase in hand, her auburn hair pulled back in a severe bun. The transformation that would occur never ceased to amaze me.

"Welcome back," I said, taking her briefcase. "Rough week?"

She exhaled deeply. "You have no idea. I need this more than ever."

I nodded, understanding completely. "Then let's begin. You know the procedure."

The check-in room was designed like an upscale spa reception, helping ease the transition. Melissa signed the detailed contract—though as a regular, she knew the rules by heart. No real names used during the weekend. Safe words established. Boundaries defined. Medical information confirmed. All sexual interactions consensual but within the established pet-play dynamic.

"Kitty is ready for her weekend," she said, handing me back the tablet.

I gestured to the changing room. "Then proceed with your transformation. I'll be waiting to welcome you properly."

While Melissa changed, I heard another car arrive. The security screen showed a new client—referred by one of my regulars. This would be interesting. First-timers always brought a unique energy to the weekend.

When the door to the changing room opened fifteen minutes later, Melissa had disappeared. In her place was Kitty—naked except for custom-designed knee and elbow pads that forced her to remain on all fours, a collar with a small bell around her neck, and an elegant butt plug with a matching auburn tail. Her hair was now loose, and she'd applied makeup that subtly enhanced her feline appearance—winged eyeliner and contouring that accentuated her cheekbones.

My cock stirred as she crawled toward me, her ass swaying, the tail swishing behind her. This never got old.

"Well, hello Kitty," I said, my voice dropping an octave. "You're looking particularly delicious today."

She responded with a perfect meow and rubbed her head against my leg. I reached down to scratch behind her ear, and she arched into my touch.

"That's a good kitty," I praised, running my hand down her spine, feeling her body respond to my touch. "Let's get you settled while I welcome our other guests."

I led her to the main space, where various pet enclosures were arranged. Kitty's favorite was a raised platform with plush bedding and toys, positioned to catch the morning sun. She immediately climbed up and stretched out languorously, her naked body extending in a way that displayed her curves perfectly.

"I'll come play with you properly soon," I promised, giving her ass a firm smack that made her yowl in delight.

The doorbell rang again. My new client had arrived. Emma stood nervously at the entrance, clutching her overnight bag like a lifeline.

"Welcome to The Weekend Retreat," I said, extending my hand. "You must be our new puppy."

Her cheeks flushed. "Yes... I... my friend Charlotte told me about this place. She comes as 'Bird,' I think?"

I smiled. "Ah, yes. Birdie is a regular. She'll be joining us later today." I guided Emma inside. "First time engaging in pet play?"

"Is it that obvious?" she laughed nervously. "I've done some bedroom roleplay, but nothing... nothing this immersive."

"Everyone starts somewhere," I assured her. "The contract covers everything—what you're comfortable with, what you're curious about, and hard limits. Take your time reviewing it."

As she read through the document, I observed her—mid-thirties, athletic build with generous curves, blonde hair cut in a practical bob. Her fingers trembled slightly as she initialed each section.

"So once I change, I'll be 'Daisy'?" she confirmed.

"That's right. And you'll remain Daisy until Sunday afternoon. No human concerns, no decisions more complex than when to eat, play, or sleep. And," I added, holding her gaze, "when to indulge in more primal pleasures."

Her pupils dilated slightly. "And you'll... train me? As Daisy?"

"I'll be your handler, your master, the provider of discipline and rewards. Everything happens within the boundaries you've set, but within those boundaries, I have complete control. That's the release you're seeking, isn't it?"

She nodded, signing the final page with newfound determination.

"The puppy starter kit is in changing room two," I instructed. "Take your time. Become Daisy completely."

While Emma transformed, I checked on Kitty, who had grown restless on her perch. Her hand—paw—was between her legs, idly stroking.

"Did I give you permission to play with yourself?" I asked, my voice stern.

She froze, eyes wide with feigned innocence, before slowly shaking her head.

"That's right," I said, approaching her platform. "Those pleasure buttons belong to me for the weekend." I reached out, replacing her fingers with mine, finding her already slick and swollen. "My, my. Eager little kitty today."

She mewled as I stroked her clit in slow circles, her hips rising to meet my touch. I kept my movements deliberate, watching her face as pleasure built. Just as her breathing quickened, I withdrew my hand.

"Not yet," I said. "Good pets wait for their rewards."

The whimper that escaped her throat was deliciously frustrated. I brought my fingers to her mouth, and she licked them clean without hesitation, eyes never leaving mine.

The sound of the changing room door interrupted us. Emma—now Daisy—emerged on hands and knees, wearing the puppy kit: knee and elbow pads similar to Kitty's but in a different style, a collar with a small tag that read "DAISY," fluffy blonde ears on a headband, and a matching tail plug.

Unlike Kitty's confident movements, Daisy crawled tentatively, still adjusting to her new posture and identity. Her full breasts swayed beneath her, nipples already hard from either excitement or nerves—probably both.

"Come," I commanded, patting my thigh.

She crawled toward me, growing more confident with each movement. When she reached me, I ran my fingers through her hair, scratching her scalp. She closed her eyes, leaning into the touch.

"Good girl," I praised. "You're a natural."

Kitty observed from her perch, tail twitching with what appeared to be jealousy. I smiled, knowing that the dynamics between the "pets" added another layer to the experience.

"Daisy needs a tour," I announced. "Kitty, you can come along."

I led them through the space, showing Daisy the various amenities—the feeding area with bowls on the floor, the specially designed bathroom facilities that maintained the pet experience, the outdoor enclosed patio for "walks," and the various play areas equipped with toys both innocent and decidedly not.

"And this," I said, stopping before a door, "is my private quarters. Pets are only invited here for special training and rewards."

Both women looked at the door with naked curiosity and desire.

"Now," I continued, "let's establish some house rules. Pets don't speak human words—you communicate through your animal sounds and body language. You eat from your bowls. You ask permission for everything. Disobedience means punishment; good behavior earns rewards."

I reached into my pocket and pulled out two treats—actually high-end chocolates shaped like pet biscuits.

"Open," I commanded.

Both women opened their mouths. I placed a treat on each tongue, watching as they closed their lips around my fingers, sucking slightly before I withdrew.

"Perfect," I said. "Now, I believe it's time for Kitty's grooming session, and Daisy's first obedience lesson."

I led them to the grooming station—a raised platform with restraints and various implements. Kitty immediately jumped up, knowing the routine.

"Daisy, sit and watch. Learn what pleases me."

Daisy obediently sat on her haunches, eyes wide as I secured Kitty's wrists and ankles to the platform, positioning her on all fours with her ass prominently displayed.

"Good pets need regular grooming," I explained, selecting a brush. I ran it through Kitty's hair, making her purr with contentment. Then I moved the brush down her back, over her ass, and along her thighs in long, sensual strokes. Her purring intensified.

"See how much Kitty enjoys being tended to?" I said to Daisy, whose breathing had quickened as she watched. "But grooming isn't just about keeping clean. It's about inspecting every inch of my pet."

I set the brush aside and ran my hands over Kitty's body, paying special attention to her breasts—weighing them, pinching the nipples until she mewled, then soothing them with gentle circles.

"A good owner knows every sensitive spot," I continued, sliding my hand between her legs from behind. She was dripping wet, her arousal coating my fingers. "And rewards good behavior appropriately."

I unfastened my leather pants, freeing my now fully erect cock. Daisy made a small, involuntary whimper at the sight. Kitty, hearing this, turned her head and hissed—a reminder that she was the experienced pet deserving of the first reward.

"Patience, Daisy," I said. "Your training will come soon enough."

I positioned myself behind Kitty, running my cock through her soaked folds. She pushed back against me, eager for penetration, but I held her hips firmly.

"Beg for it," I commanded.

Kitty meowed desperately, wiggling her ass, the tail plug shifting with her movements.

"Good kitty," I praised, then thrust into her in one smooth motion.

She yowled in pleasure as I filled her completely. I established a steady rhythm, each thrust making her body rock against the restraints. Daisy watched intently, unconsciously rocking her own hips in mimicry.

I reached around to find Kitty's clit, rubbing it in time with my thrusts. Her inner walls clenched around me as her pleasure built. I increased my pace, driving into her with mounting intensity. The sight of her tail bouncing above where we joined, the sounds of her animal cries, the knowledge that we had an audience—it all heightened the experience.

"You want to come, Kitty?" I asked, my voice rough with exertion.

She nodded frantically, beyond even her pet sounds now.

"Then come for your master," I commanded, pinching her clit firmly.

Her orgasm crashed through her immediately, her body convulsing against the restraints, her pussy pulsating around my cock in waves. I continued thrusting through her climax, prolonging her pleasure until she collapsed against the platform, trembling.

I pulled out, still hard. "Good pets make sure their master is satisfied too," I reminded her.

Without needing further instruction, Kitty turned within her restraints as much as possible, opening her mouth eagerly. I guided my cock, still slick with her juices, between her lips. She sucked greedily, tasting herself on me.

Daisy watched with rapt attention, her thighs pressed together, clearly aroused by the display.

"Pay attention, Daisy," I said. "This is how a well-trained pet pleasures her master."

Kitty worked my cock expertly, alternating between deep throat and focusing on the sensitive head, her tongue swirling around the tip. When I was close, I grasped her hair.

"Ready for your cream, Kitty?"

She nodded eagerly, mouth still full of my cock, eyes looking up at me with absolute devotion. I groaned as my climax hit, flooding her mouth. She swallowed every drop, continuing to suckle gently until I withdrew.

"Perfect," I praised, stroking her cheek. I released her from the restraints, and she immediately curled against me, purring contentedly. I allowed this moment of affection, scratching behind her ear. "Now go rest while I begin Daisy's training."

Kitty stretched languidly before jumping down from the platform, casting a smug look at Daisy as she sauntered away to her sunning spot.

I turned to Daisy, whose arousal was evident in her flushed cheeks and the wetness visible on her inner thighs.

"Come," I commanded, patting the grooming platform. "Your turn to learn some basic commands."

She climbed up eagerly, her novice status evident in her clumsy movements. I didn't restrain her—not for the first lesson.

"The first thing a good puppy learns is position," I explained. "When I say 'present,' you assume this position." I guided her body, positioning her with her chest down, ass up, legs spread. "This gives your master access to check your health and provide pleasure when earned."

Her breathing quickened as I adjusted her position, hands lingering on her skin.

"Now, show me 'present,'" I ordered, stepping back.

She immediately assumed the position, arching her back to elevate her ass even higher. A quick learner.

"Excellent," I praised, running my hand down her spine to the base of her tail. "Now for your wellness check."

My hands explored her body thoroughly—cupping her breasts, teasing her nipples until they hardened further, tracing the curve of her waist, the flare of her hips. She remained perfectly still, though her breathing betrayed her arousal.

"Good puppies get wet when their master touches them," I observed, finally sliding my hand between her thighs to find her soaking. "And you're being a very good puppy."

She whimpered as my fingers explored her folds, circling her entrance before dipping inside. Her hips bucked involuntarily.

"Ah-ah," I admonished. "Good puppies stay still during examination unless given permission to move."

She whined but forced herself to remain stationary as I continued my intimate exploration, finding the spots that made her breath catch. When I located her G-spot, pressing firmly against it while my thumb circled her clit, she began trembling with the effort to stay still.

"You may move now," I permitted. "Show me how puppies express pleasure."

Released from restraint, she began grinding against my hand, soft yips and whimpers escaping her throat. The sound was endearing and incredibly arousing—she'd embraced her role completely.

"That's it," I encouraged. "Good girl, Daisy."

My cock had recovered, hardening again at her display. I continued fingering her, adding a third finger to stretch her further, preparing her for what was to come. When I felt her walls beginning to contract, I withdrew my hand.

"Not yet," I said. "New puppies must earn their first climax."

She whimpered in disappointment but remained in position, awaiting instruction.

"Turn over," I commanded. "On your back, paws up."

She complied immediately, rolling onto her back and bringing her hands up in a begging position, knees bent and legs parted. The position displayed her body perfectly—breasts heaving with each breath, the glistening pink of her sex open and inviting.

I removed my vest and pushed my leather pants down completely, stepping out of them. Now fully naked, I approached the platform. Daisy's eyes widened at the sight of my renewed erection.

"Good puppies worship their master's cock," I instructed, positioning myself near her face. "Show me what an eager puppy you are."

Without hesitation, she extended her tongue, lapping at the head of my cock like a puppy with a treat. The image was so perfectly in character that I groaned with appreciation. I allowed her to continue this teasing exploration, her tongue tracing the veins, swirling around the tip, occasionally taking me deeper but always returning to those puppy-like licks.

"You're a natural, Daisy," I praised, stroking her hair. "Now open wide and take your master's bone."

She opened her mouth obediently, and I slid my cock between her lips. Unlike Kitty's practiced technique, Daisy's enthusiasm had a refreshing innocence. What she lacked in experience, she made up for in eagerness, hollowing her cheeks as she sucked, looking up at me with wide eyes seeking approval.

After several minutes of this delightful torture, I withdrew. "Time for your reward," I announced, positioning myself between her spread thighs. "New puppies get mounted from the front so their master can watch their faces during their first time."

I rubbed my cock against her entrance, coating it in her abundant wetness. She whimpered, paws still up in begging position, hips lifting slightly in invitation.

"Beg for it," I commanded. "Let me hear how badly this puppy wants her master's cock."

She whined, yipped, and made pleading puppy noises that were both comical and incredibly erotic in their sincerity. Her commitment to the role was impressive.

"Good girl," I praised, and finally pressed forward, entering her slowly.

The sensation was exquisite—she was tight, hot, and so wet that even with her tensing at the initial penetration, I slid in without resistance. Her mouth formed a perfect 'O' as I filled her, stretching her around my girth.

"That's it," I encouraged. "Take all of your master."

When I was fully seated within her, I paused, allowing her to adjust. Her internal muscles fluttered around me as she accommodated my size. The look of wonder on her face was priceless—this was clearly more intense than whatever bedroom roleplay she'd experienced before.

I began to move, establishing a rhythm that had her gasping with each thrust. Her paws remained up by her head in perfect obedience, even as pleasure overwhelmed her. I leaned down to capture one of her nipples in my mouth, sucking hard, adding another layer to her stimulation.

"Good puppies are allowed to come when mounted for the first time," I told her, increasing my pace. "Show your master how much you enjoy his cock."

My words seemed to unlock something in her. Her back arched, her legs wrapped around my waist, and she began making the most delicious yipping sounds as her orgasm approached. I reached between us to rub her clit, wanting to ensure her first climax under my care was memorable.

The effect was immediate. She convulsed beneath me, her pussy clamping down on my cock in rhythmic pulses, her face contorted in ecstasy as she maintained her puppy persona even through her release, barking and yipping in a way that was somehow both adorable and filthy.

I continued thrusting through her orgasm, prolonging it, until her body went limp beneath me. Only then did I allow myself release, pulling out at the last moment to mark my new pet, my come painting stripes across her belly and breasts.

She lay there panting, eyes glazed with satisfaction, as I admired my handiwork. I reached for a soft cloth from the nearby table and gently cleaned her.

"Perfect first lesson," I praised. "You're going to be a wonderful addition to our weekend family."

From across the room came a disgruntled meow. Kitty sat watching, tail twitching with obvious jealousy.

I smiled. The weekend had only just begun, and already the dynamics were fascinating. With five more pets scheduled to arrive throughout the afternoon—each with their own preferences, kinks, and animal personas—managing the hierarchy and ensuring everyone received appropriate attention would be delightfully challenging.

"Come, Daisy," I said, helping her down from the platform on shaky legs. "Let's get you some water and introduce you properly to Kitty. Then we'll prepare to welcome the rest of our weekend guests."

As I led my new puppy toward the feeding area, my mind was already planning the group activities for the evening. The pet play weekend had officially begun, and I, Master Rex, couldn't wait to see what other delights awaited in my unique establishment.


Chapter 2: The Pack Assembles

The afternoon sun cast long shadows through the skylights as I guided Daisy to her designated feeding area—a corner with plush padding and a set of stainless steel bowls emblazoned with her name in flowing script. Kitty watched from her elevated perch, tail still twitching with undisguised irritation.

"Drink," I commanded, filling Daisy's water bowl from a filtered dispenser. She looked uncertain for a moment before lowering herself to all fours and beginning to lap at the water with her tongue. Her technique was clumsy at first, water splashing onto her chin and dripping between her breasts, but she quickly adapted.

I stroked her hair approvingly. "Good girl."

From across the room, Kitty made a show of grooming herself, licking her hand—paw—and running it over her ear in exaggerated motions. The deliberate performance wasn't lost on me; experienced pets often displayed territorial behavior toward newcomers.

"Kitty," I called, my tone carrying a subtle warning. "Come."

She pretended not to hear at first, continuing her grooming ritual. I cleared my throat meaningfully, and she finally met my gaze.

"I said, come. Now."

Her hesitation lasted only a second longer before she gracefully descended from her perch and padded across the polished concrete toward us. Her movements were pure feline elegance, her naked body swaying hypnotically, years of practice evident in every step.

"Sit," I instructed when she reached us. Both pets obeyed, Kitty with practiced poise on her haunches, Daisy mimicking her somewhat awkwardly.

"You will welcome your new companion properly," I told Kitty, maintaining eye contact until she dipped her head in acknowledgment. "Show her how we greet friends here."

Kitty's performance remained reluctant, but she complied, leaning forward to nuzzle against Daisy's cheek, then running her tongue in a quick lick across the newcomer's neck. Daisy shivered at the contact, clearly surprised but not displeased.

"Better," I praised. "Now let's show Daisy how pets groom each other."

Understanding my implication immediately, Kitty's eyes flashed with a mixture of defiance and arousal. This was both punishment for her attitude and an opportunity—establishing her seniority while providing a show for my benefit. She circled Daisy slowly, sizing her up, before pressing herself against the newer pet's back.

Daisy tensed momentarily as Kitty's hands—paws—began exploring her body, starting at her shoulders and working downward. When those nimble fingers reached her breasts, cupping them from behind, Daisy released a startled yelp that quickly transformed into a softer whimper of pleasure.

"That's it," I encouraged, settling into a nearby leather armchair to observe. "Kitty is going to help you feel comfortable here."

Kitty's expertise was evident as she massaged Daisy's breasts, occasionally pinching the nipples just hard enough to elicit delicious little barks. Her mouth explored the curve of Daisy's neck, licking and gently biting. All the while, her own hips were making subtle grinding motions against Daisy's lower back, the base of her tail plug creating pressure in just the right spots.

"Show her how we clean all parts of our pets," I instructed, adjusting myself through my leather pants as I watched.

Without hesitation, Kitty guided Daisy onto all fours, positioning herself behind her. She began with long licks down Daisy's spine, making the puppy arch and shiver. When she reached the tail plug, she circled it with her tongue, teasing the sensitive skin around the base.

Daisy's reaction was immediate and vocal—a series of high-pitched yips that echoed through the space. Her thighs trembled as Kitty continued downward, finally reaching the wet heat between Daisy's legs. The first broad lick from entrance to clit had Daisy collapsing onto her elbows, ass still raised, completely surrendering to the sensation.

Kitty's eyes locked with mine as her tongue worked, showing off her skills, making it clear that while she might be serving Daisy's pleasure, this performance was for me. Her technique was flawless—alternating between gentle kitten licks around Daisy's clit and deeper, firmer strokes through her folds.

"Make her come," I ordered, my voice rough with arousal. "Show her what good pets do for each other."

Kitty redoubled her efforts, bringing her fingers into play, sliding two inside Daisy while her tongue focused on the sensitive bundle of nerves above. Daisy's animal sounds grew more frantic, her body rocking back against Kitty's face. When Kitty curved her fingers to find that perfect spot inside while sucking firmly on her clit, Daisy broke—her orgasm crashing through her with almost violent intensity, her yips transforming into a sustained howl of pleasure.

I applauded slowly. "Excellent demonstration, Kitty. You've made your new friend feel very welcome."

Kitty sat back on her haunches, Daisy's arousal glistening on her chin and lips. She licked them clean with deliberate slowness, still maintaining eye contact with me. The message was clear: she'd done as instructed, now she expected recognition.

"Come here," I beckoned. When she approached, I patted my thigh. "Up."

She climbed into my lap, her naked body warm against me. I wrapped my hand around her throat—not squeezing, just asserting control—and used my thumb to tilt her chin up.

"That was beautiful to watch," I murmured, "but don't think I didn't notice your attitude earlier. Good kitties don't sulk when new pets arrive."

She had the grace to look contrite, lowering her eyes momentarily.

"You'll be punished for that later," I promised, releasing her throat to stroke her hair. "But for now, we have other guests arriving."

As if on cue, my phone buzzed with a security alert. The cameras showed two cars pulling into the lot simultaneously.

"Perfect timing," I said. "Kitty, show Daisy to the relaxation area. Both of you get hydrated and rested. The evening will be... demanding."

Kitty nodded, climbing off my lap with a deliberately sensual slide against my erection. She led Daisy away, their naked forms presenting a striking contrast—Kitty's practiced slink beside Daisy's still-developing puppy gait.

I straightened my clothing and headed to the reception area, checking the schedule on my tablet. The arriving guests were regulars: Charlotte, who would become "Birdie" for the weekend, and Samantha, whose wolf persona "Luna" was among my most feral pets.

They entered together, already chatting excitedly. Charlotte—tall, willowy, with close-cropped dark hair—spotted me and waved enthusiastically. Samantha—muscular, with a wild mane of dark curls—gave me a predatory smile that perfectly matched her weekend persona.

"Master Rex," Charlotte greeted me with a formal handshake that belied the intimacy we'd share later. "Weekend traffic was brutal."

"Worth the drive," Samantha added, not bothering with the handshake, instead leaning in to inhale deeply near my neck—already transitioning into her Luna mindset. "You smell ready for us."

I chuckled. "Ladies, always a pleasure. The usual preliminaries await you in rooms one and three."

"Is my friend Emma here yet?" Charlotte asked, glancing around. "It's her first time—I hope she's adapting well."

"Daisy," I corrected gently, "is adapting beautifully. She's currently bonding with Kitty in the relaxation area."

Samantha's eyebrows shot up. "Kitty's playing nice with a newbie? That's unexpected."

"Let's just say I provided proper motivation," I replied with a smirk. "Now transform yourselves. We have a full house expected, and I want to begin group activities by six."

They nodded and headed to their respective changing rooms. I used the momentary lull to check preparations for the evening meal—specially prepared protein-rich foods that could be eaten without human utensils, arranged attractively in the premium pet bowls. The weekend chef had outdone herself, creating dishes that maintained the fantasy while providing genuine culinary pleasure.

My inspection was interrupted by the security alert announcing another arrival. The camera revealed a sleek black Mercedes—Dr. Victoria Chen, who transformed into "Bunny" during her stays. As one of Boston's top neurosurgeons, her need for complete surrender of control was perhaps the most pronounced among my clients.

I met her at the door, where she stood ramrod straight in an impeccable suit, her expression still carrying the intensity of the operating room she'd left hours earlier.

"Doctor," I greeted her. "Right on schedule."

"Would you expect anything less?" she replied, handing me her designer overnight bag. The tension in her shoulders was visible, her jaw tight with accumulated stress. "I need this desperately, Rex. It's been a brutal month."

I took her bag, letting my fingers brush against hers in a subtle promise. "Then you've come to the right place. By Sunday, you won't remember the hospital exists."

The subtle relaxation in her features was immediate, just from the assurance that she could leave her burdens at the door.

"Changing room two is prepared for you," I informed her. "Bunny's accessories have been upgraded since your last visit."

Her eyes lit with interest. "New toys?"

"You'll discover them during your transformation," I teased. "Don't rush the process."

She nodded and headed to the changing area, her stride already loosening slightly.

By the time Victoria emerged as Bunny—wearing nothing but white fluffy ears, a collar with a carrot charm, white knee and elbow pads, and a puffy white tail plug—Charlotte and Samantha had completed their transformations as well.

Birdie wore an elaborate harness of leather straps that framed her small breasts rather than covering them, with iridescent feathers attached at strategic points. Delicate wings crafted from the same feathers were strapped to her arms, and her collar featured a tiny golden cage. Her makeup was intricate—eyes enhanced to appear larger and more avian, with sweeping colors that mimicked exotic plumage.

Luna was more minimalist in her wolf attire—gray-tipped ears nestled in her wild hair, a tail that matched perfectly, and a collar with a moonstone pendant. Her only other adornments were fingerless paw gloves and subtle contouring makeup that sharpened her features to something more lupine. Her physicality had already changed completely—shoulders hunched slightly, movements becoming predatory and fluid.

"Beautiful transformations, all of you," I praised, feeling a swell of pride at the sight of my weekend pets. "Now, let's join the others."

I led the newly arrived trio to the main space, where Kitty and Daisy were resting on cushions. Kitty immediately perked up at the newcomers, stretching languidly to display herself. Daisy looked momentarily overwhelmed at the sight of more naked women in various animal personas, but curiosity quickly replaced apprehension.

Introductions among pets followed their own protocol. They circled one another, sniffing, touching, making their respective animal sounds. Luna immediately established her dominance in the hierarchy, growling softly when Birdie fluttered too close to her space. Bunny hopped around the periphery at first, her natural reserve evident even in her pet persona, before Daisy's friendly approaches drew her into the group.

I allowed this social bonding to continue while checking the security feed. Our final guest for the evening was arriving—Jessica, whose fox persona "Vixen" was among the most playful and mischievous of my regular clients.

When I returned with Vixen—resplendent with her red-orange ears and matching bushy tail, wearing nothing else but her collar and a dusting of gold shimmer on her pale skin—the energy in the room shifted palpably. The hierarchy needed to resettle with each new addition, and Vixen's entrance always created a stir.

"My beautiful pets," I announced, clapping my hands to gain their attention. "Now that we're all assembled, it's time to establish the weekend rules."

They gathered before me, each in their characteristic postures: Kitty sitting primly, tail curled around her; Daisy on all fours, head tilted attentively; Birdie perched on a cushion, knees drawn up; Luna in a predatory crouch; Bunny sitting with her hands between her feet; and Vixen lounging on her side, eyes bright with mischief.

"This weekend, you exist solely for pleasure—yours and mine. You will remain in your pet personas at all times. Human words are forbidden except for safe words, which you may use without hesitation if needed."

They nodded in understanding.

"You will eat, sleep, play, and pleasure each other as the animals you've become. Disobedience will result in punishment; exemplary behavior will earn rewards. You may compete for my attention, but aggression beyond playfulness will not be tolerated."

I made eye contact with each of them, lingering on Luna, who had a tendency to get carried away with her dominance displays.

"Now," I continued, "before dinner, I think a demonstration of proper behavior is in order. Kitty and Luna, come forward."

The two strongest personalities among the group approached. Both were experienced enough to understand what I wanted without explicit instruction.

"Show the others how pets please their Master," I commanded, unzipping my leather pants to free my erection, which had been straining against the confines throughout the introductions.

Without hesitation, both women assumed positions at my feet. Luna growled softly at Kitty, asserting her right to go first, but Kitty simply ignored her, leaning forward to lick a slow stripe up the underside of my cock. Not to be outdone, Luna moved to the other side, mirroring the action.

The sight of these two beautiful women, fully embodying their animal personas while servicing me together, was intoxicating. The others watched with varying expressions of arousal and eagerness, Daisy's eyes particularly wide as she observed the skillful technique.

Kitty and Luna worked in unexpected harmony, taking turns engulfing the head of my cock while the other lapped at my balls or stroked the shaft. Luna occasionally emitted soft growling noises that sent vibrations through my length, while Kitty's technique involved more suction and precision.

"Good pets," I praised, threading my fingers through their hair—gripping Luna's mane more roughly as she preferred, while using a gentler touch with Kitty. "Show me how animals worship their Master's cock."

The display became more enthusiastic, more primal. Luna took me deep into her throat, holding there with impressive control while Kitty licked and sucked at the exposed base. When they switched positions, Kitty demonstrated her own deep-throating skills while Luna's teeth grazed my length with carefully controlled pressure.

The other pets shifted restlessly as they watched, arousal evident in their flushed skin and the scent of desire that filled the air. Vixen had sidled closer to Daisy, her hand casually brushing the newcomer's thigh. Bunny was subtly grinding against a cushion, while Birdie's fingers twitched at her sides, clearly fighting the urge to touch herself.

"No one comes without permission," I reminded the group, noticing their increasing arousal. "Your pleasure belongs to me this weekend."

This statement triggered a chorus of whimpers and animal sounds of acknowledgment.

I returned my attention to the two women pleasuring me, their pace increasing as they sensed my approaching climax. "When I come," I instructed, "you will share it equally and show the others how grateful pets receive their Master's seed."

Both nodded without breaking rhythm, their movements becoming more determined. Luna's hand gripped the base of my shaft while Kitty focused her oral attention on the sensitive head, her tongue swirling expertly around the ridge.

When my orgasm approached, I grasped both women by their hair, positioning them cheek to cheek with their mouths open, tongues extended. "Now," I growled, stroking myself the final few times before erupting across their waiting faces and tongues.

They remained perfectly still, accepting every drop, making eye contact with me throughout—the ultimate submission. When I finished, they turned toward each other without prompting and began licking my seed from one another's faces, putting on a show that had the other pets squirming with envy and desire.

"Perfect," I praised when they finished, tucking myself away temporarily. "That's how dedicated pets behave."

Luna and Kitty returned to the group, wearing their glazed faces like badges of honor. The hierarchy had been established—they had been chosen first, marking their status.

"Now," I announced, "it's time for dinner. Then we'll begin our evening activities in earnest."

I led them to the feeding area, where six ornate pet bowls had been arranged in a semicircle. Each contained a gourmet meal prepared to exacting standards—seared meats, fish, and complementary vegetables arranged in artistic displays that maintained the fantasy while providing genuinely excellent nutrition.

"Take your places," I instructed, indicating the bowls labeled with their pet names.

They arranged themselves on hands and knees before their respective dishes. I moved behind them, admiring the display of six beautiful women on all fours, their various tails creating a visually stunning tableau.

"You may eat," I permitted. "No hands."

They lowered their faces to their bowls, beginning to eat with only their mouths. Some adapted more naturally than others—Luna tore into her rare steak with convincing ferocity, while Birdie delicately pecked at her meal. Daisy struggled at first, unused to the technique, but found her rhythm after watching the others.

While they ate, I circled them, occasionally stroking a back here, patting an ass there, keeping them aware of my presence and control. The sight was extraordinary—six successful, powerful women in their everyday lives, now crawling naked on my floor, eating from bowls, their humanity temporarily shed in favor of primal pleasure.

"Good pets get dessert," I informed them as they finished their meals. "And tonight's dessert requires participation."

I brought out a tray of small pastries filled with sweet cream. "Birdie, on your back," I instructed.

She complied immediately, lying back on the padded floor, her feathered wings spreading beneath her.

I placed one of the pastries between her breasts, another on her stomach, and a third just above her pubic mound. "Vixen, show everyone how foxes enjoy their treats."

Vixen's eyes lit with mischievous delight as she crawled toward Birdie. With theatrical enjoyment, she ate each pastry directly off Birdie's body, making sure to lick up every drop of cream that spilled onto the skin beneath. By the time she reached the lowest pastry, Birdie was arching subtly into the contact, her breathing quickened.

"Luna," I called next. "Your turn."

I positioned Bunny on all fours and balanced pastries along her spine. Luna approached with predatory focus, consuming each with snapping bites that occasionally grazed Bunny's skin, causing her to shiver with anticipation.

I continued pairing them: Kitty eating from Daisy's trembling body, teaching the newcomer the pleasurable anticipation of being used as dinnerware. The activity served multiple purposes—feeding them, arousing them, reinforcing their animal roles, and establishing connections between them that would make the weekend's activities more fluid.

When dessert concluded, I checked the time—nearly eight in the evening. The sky outside the skylights had darkened, and the space was now illuminated by strategic lighting that created both bright play areas and shadowed, intimate corners.

"Time for evening recreation," I announced. "The playroom is open."

I led them through a set of double doors into what I called the playroom—a large space equipped with various stations designed for both animal play and sexual pleasure. Climbing structures similar to cat trees but sized for humans; padded platforms at various heights; swings and slings suspended from reinforced ceiling mounts; and an array of toys both innocent and decidedly not.

"You have thirty minutes of free play," I informed them, settling into an oversized leather chair positioned to view the entire room. "Show me how well you've embraced your animal selves."

They dispersed throughout the space, each gravitating toward activities that matched their personas. Kitty immediately claimed the highest climbing structure, displaying impressive agility as she scaled it before curling up on the top platform, watching the others with feline superiority. Birdie fluttered between perches, occasionally spreading her arms to display her feathered wings. Luna prowled the perimeter, sizing up potential playmates or victims.

Bunny found a carpeted area where she demonstrated surprising athleticism, executing leaps and bounds that showcased her toned body. Vixen darted mischievously between stations, occasionally stealing toys from others or nipping playfully at exposed skin before dancing away from retaliation.

Daisy, still finding her footing in this new world, initially stayed near the entrance, watching the others with fascination. Gradually, she began mimicking some of their movements, attempting playful puppy behaviors—rolling on her back, pawing at passing pets, yipping excitedly when someone engaged with her.

The scene was surreal and breathtaking—six naked women fully embodying their animal personas, playing with complete abandonment of human inhibition. Their movements became increasingly fluid and natural as they lost themselves in the roles, their animal sounds more instinctive than performed.

As I'd anticipated, the play gradually took on sexual overtones. Luna cornered Bunny in a low enclosure, asserting dominance with growls and nips at her neck before grinding against her from behind. Birdie and Vixen engaged in a vertical chase that ended with them entwined on a padded platform, Vixen's fingers buried between Birdie's thighs as the bird-woman's wings fluttered in pleasure.

Kitty, not to be outdone, had descended from her perch and approached Daisy, initiating a grooming session that quickly evolved into more intimate contact. She guided the newcomer onto her back and began an exploratory journey down her body with lips and tongue, teaching through demonstration rather than instruction.

I observed it all with appreciation, occasionally adjusting the substantial erection that had returned from watching their display. This natural evolution from play to pleasure was exactly what made The Weekend Retreat unique—the seamless blending of roleplay, power exchange, and sexual exploration.

After precisely thirty minutes, I clapped my hands sharply. "Pets, attend me."

They disengaged from their activities, some more reluctantly than others, and gathered around my chair. All showed signs of arousal—flushed skin, hardened nipples, the glistening evidence of desire between their thighs.

"You've demonstrated excellent animal behavior," I praised. "Now it's time to show me how well you can work together for your Master's pleasure."

I stood and removed my vest, then my leather pants, standing naked before them. My erection jutted proudly, already at full attention from the display I'd been watching.

"Form a circle," I instructed. When they arranged themselves as directed, I continued: "Each of you will pleasure the pet to your right, creating a circle of pleasure. No one comes without permission. Begin."

They needed no further prompting. Luna immediately pushed Bunny onto her back, burying her face between the doctor's thighs with wolfish hunger. Bunny, between gasps of pleasure, turned to her right and began licking and sucking at Birdie's exposed sex. The circle continued—Birdie pleasuring Vixen, Vixen attending to Kitty, Kitty lavishing attention on Daisy, and Daisy completing the circle by somewhat hesitantly at first, then with growing confidence, pleasuring Luna.

The room filled with a symphony of animal sounds transformed by pleasure—growls, mewls, chirps, yips, and whimpers creating an erotic chorus. Bodies writhed in a connected chain of giving and receiving, the distinction between pet personas blurring in the pursuit of pleasure.

I walked slowly around the circle, appreciating each unique dynamic. Luna's aggressive, almost rough approach with Bunny. Bunny's methodical precision with Birdie. Birdie's fluttering, teasing technique with Vixen. Vixen's playful, nipping style with Kitty. Kitty's experienced, sensual attention to Daisy. And Daisy's enthusiastic if still developing skills with Luna.

"Good pets," I praised, stroking heads, backs, and asses as I circled them. "Serving each other ultimately serves your Master."

The intensity increased as pleasure built within each of them. I could see the telltale signs of approaching orgasms—tensing thighs, arching backs, more frantic movements. It was time to assert control.

"Stop," I commanded sharply.

The circle froze in various states of arousal, faces glistening with each other's essence, chests heaving with exertion and frustrated desire.

"Line up," I ordered. "On your knees, faces to the floor, asses in the air. Present yourselves to your Master."

They scrambled to comply, arranging themselves in a row, foreheads pressed to the padded floor, backs arched to elevate their asses, knees spread to display their glistening sexes. Six women, six unique tails, six pairs of hands gripping ankles or reaching back to spread themselves further—competing for my attention through their display of submission.

I walked slowly behind the line of presented pets, admiring the view of six beautiful women submitting so completely. Each displayed her own unique charms - from Kitty's elegant feline pose to Luna's primal, almost feral energy. Daisy, still new but eager to please, trembled slightly with anticipation.

"You've all pleased me greatly," I announced, running my hand along their exposed flesh as I passed. "Now it's time for your master to claim his property."

I positioned myself behind Vixen first, teasing her entrance with the head of my cock. She whimpered and pushed back against me, always the impatient one.

"Patience," I admonished, giving her ass a sharp smack that made her yip. "Good pets wait their turn."

I moved down the line, repeating the teasing motion with each of them. Luna growled deep in her throat when I reached her, while Bunny quivered so intensely I had to grip her hips to steady her.

Finally, I returned to Daisy at the end of the line. "Our newest pet gets the first reward," I declared, and in one smooth motion, I buried myself to the hilt inside her.

Daisy's howl of pleasure echoed through the room as I set a steady rhythm. The others watched, whimpering and squirming, desperate for their own turn.

"Remember," I said between thrusts, "no one comes without permission."

As I worked my way through the line of pets, claiming each in turn, the room filled with a cacophony of animal sounds transformed by ecstasy. Each woman's unique reactions added to the primal symphony - Kitty's purrs, Luna's growls, Birdie's high-pitched chirps.

When I finally allowed them release, it was a domino effect of pleasure - one orgasm triggering the next down the line in a wave of ecstasy that left them all trembling and satiated.

Spent but deeply satisfied, I surveyed my domain. Six beautiful women, lost in post-orgasmic bliss, their animal personas momentarily forgotten in the aftermath of intense pleasure.

"Rest now, my pets," I said softly, stroking sweaty hair and flushed skin. "The night is still young, and we have much more to explore before this weekend is through."

As they curled together in a tangle of limbs, tails, and feathers, I couldn't help but smile. The Weekend Retreat was in full swing, and the possibilities for the hours ahead were deliciously endless.


Chapter 3: The Master's Darkest Desires

The midnight hour approached as I led my exhausted pets to the communal sleeping area—a sprawling nest of plush bedding, pillows, and blankets designed to accommodate all of them together. They collapsed in a tangle of limbs, tails, and sweat-slicked skin, their bodies still occasionally twitching with aftershocks of pleasure. In the dim lighting, they were a vision of primal beauty—six powerful women reduced to their most elemental selves through surrender.

I watched them drift toward sleep, some already beginning to snore softly, others whispering animal sounds as they nuzzled against warm bodies. All except Luna, whose yellow contact-enhanced eyes remained fixed on me with unmistakable hunger. She hadn't been fully satiated yet—wolves rarely were.

"Luna," I called softly. "Come."

She disentangled herself from the pile with predatory grace, padding toward me on all fours, her muscular body moving with coiled power. The others were too exhausted to notice or care about her departure.

I led her through a door that had remained locked until now—the entrance to my private playroom. This space was reserved for special sessions, for pets who had earned the privilege of experiencing my darkest desires. Luna had been here many times before; as a corporate attorney specializing in criminal defense, her everyday life was filled with rigid control and moral compromise. Here, she craved the opposite—complete surrender to depravity.

The room was designed like a dungeon, with exposed brick walls, sturdy hardwood flooring, and strategic spotlighting that created pools of illumination amidst shadow. Equipment lined the walls—St. Andrew's cross, suspension hardware, specialized benches, and glass cabinets displaying implements of pleasure and pain. The centerpiece was a custom-built breeding stand—a padded apparatus with adjustable restraints designed to hold a body in perfect position for mounting from behind.

Luna's eyes dilated at the sight, her breath quickening visibly. She knew what awaited her.

"On the bench," I commanded, my voice dropping to a register reserved only for these private sessions.

She complied eagerly, crawling to the breeding stand and positioning herself on it without hesitation. Her ass raised high, back arched deeply, face pressed against the padded rest. I secured her wrists and ankles with leather cuffs, checking each one for proper tension.

"What are your safe words, Luna?" I asked, a necessary precaution despite her familiarity with the routine.

"Yellow for pause, red for stop," she replied, her voice husky with anticipation.

"And what do wolves say when they want more?"

"They howl, Master," she answered, demonstrating with a sound that was unnervingly authentic.

I moved to the wall of implements, selecting a flogger with multiple leather tails. Luna's body tensed in anticipation when she heard me approaching behind her, unable to see what I'd chosen.

"Wolves are strong creatures," I remarked, trailing the tails lightly across her exposed back. "They can endure much for their pack leader."

Without warning, I brought the flogger down across her ass with moderate force. She jerked against the restraints, a growl escaping her throat—not in protest but in appreciation. I established a rhythm, each strike slightly harder than the last, watching her skin flush pink then deepen to a glowing red.

"Count," I ordered after the tenth strike.

"Ten, Master," she panted, her voice thick with arousal.

I continued, methodically covering her ass, thighs, and upper back with precisely placed strikes. By twenty, she was moaning continuously between counts. By thirty, the moans had transformed into growls and whimpers. By forty, she was straining against the restraints, her body sheened with sweat, her sex visibly dripping onto the padded stand below her.

"Forty," she gasped, the word barely intelligible.

I set the flogger aside, running my hands over her heated skin. She shivered at the contact, pushing back against my touch as much as her bonds would allow.

"Good wolf," I praised, sliding my fingers between her legs to find her soaking wet. "So responsive for your alpha."

She whined, a sound that perfectly captured the essence of her wolf persona—needy, primal, and unashamed in her hunger. I circled her entrance with two fingers, gathering her abundant wetness before pushing inside her roughly. Her inner walls clenched around the intrusion immediately, her body desperate for more.

"Is this what you need?" I asked, thrusting my fingers deeper, curling them to hit the spot that made her howl in earnest.

"More," she begged, abandoning her animal persona momentarily in her desperation. "Please, Master. I need to be filled completely."

I withdrew my fingers, using her wetness to lubricate my cock, which had been painfully hard since we entered the room. Positioning myself behind her, I gripped her hips tightly enough to leave finger-shaped bruises—a marking she would secretly cherish for days afterward.

"Wolves mate for life," I said, teasing her entrance with the head of my cock. "But they fuck like beasts."

With that, I slammed into her in one brutal thrust, burying myself to the hilt. Her back arched impossibly further, a strangled cry tearing from her throat. I gave her no time to adjust, immediately establishing a punishing rhythm that made the breeding stand creak with each impact.

"This is what you needed, isn't it?" I growled, digging my fingers deeper into her hips. "To be mounted and fucked like the animal you are."

"Yes!" she cried out, her voice raw. "Harder, Master, please!"

I obliged, increasing both speed and force until the sound of flesh slapping against flesh echoed through the dungeon. Her walls gripped me like a vise, her body accepting—demanding—every punishing thrust. I reached forward to grasp her hair, yanking her head back to arch her spine even more severely.

"Show me what a wolf in heat sounds like," I commanded.

She responded with a series of howls that escalated in pitch and intensity as I continued pounding into her. The sound was primal, almost unsettling in its authenticity—a woman completely surrendered to her animal nature.

I maintained the brutal pace until I felt her beginning to clench rhythmically around me, her orgasm approaching. Immediately, I pulled out completely.

"Did I give you permission to come, wolf?" I asked, voice dangerously low.

She whimpered in frustration, body trembling on the edge of release. "No, Master."

"That's right." I walked around to face her, my cock glistening with her arousal, standing proudly before her face. "Open."

She parted her lips eagerly, and I thrust into her mouth without preamble. Her eyes watered from the suddenness, but she adjusted quickly, taking me deep into her throat. I held her head still, using her mouth as roughly as I had used her pussy moments before.

"Taste yourself on me," I instructed, watching her nostrils flare as she inhaled their combined scents. "This is what a well-used wolf smells like."

After several deep thrusts that tested her gag reflex, I withdrew and returned to my position behind her. Without warning, I entered her again, somehow even harder than before. She screamed in pleasure, the sound muffled against the padded headrest.

I reached beneath her to find her clit, swollen and sensitive from prolonged arousal. Circling it roughly with my thumb while continuing to thrust, I watched her body begin to tremble uncontrollably.

"Beg for it," I demanded.

"Please, Master," she gasped between thrusts. "Please let your wolf come. I'll do anything, please!"

"Anything?" I questioned, slowing my pace torturously.

"Everything, anything, I'm yours completely," she babbled, desperation making her incoherent.

I smiled, though she couldn't see it. "Then come for me, Luna. Come while your alpha breeds you."

The permission broke the dam. Her orgasm crashed through her with devastating intensity, her entire body convulsing against the restraints. Her inner muscles clamped down on my cock in rhythmic pulses so strong they nearly pushed me out. She howled—a sound so raw and animalistic that anyone hearing would never believe it came from a human throat.

I continued thrusting through her orgasm, prolonging it, pushing her beyond what she thought she could endure. Just as her climax began to ebb, I changed angles slightly to hit her g-spot more directly, triggering a second wave that had her screaming wordlessly.

"That's it," I encouraged, maintaining the relentless pace. "Take everything your alpha gives you."

Her second orgasm triggered my own. I drove into her one final time, holding deep inside as I erupted, painting her inner walls with thick spurts of come. The sensation of being filled pushed her into a third climax, smaller but still intense enough to make her body shake uncontrollably.

For several moments, the only sounds in the room were our labored breathing and occasionally Luna's soft whimpers as aftershocks rippled through her. I remained inside her until I began to soften, then slowly withdrew, admiring the sight of my seed leaking from her well-used hole.

"Beautiful," I murmured, running a soothing hand down her sweaty back.

I carefully released her from the restraints, massaging each wrist and ankle as I freed them. When she was completely unbound, I helped her stand on shaky legs, supporting her weight as I guided her to a nearby leather sofa.

"Water," I offered, retrieving a bottle from a small refrigerator concealed in the wall. She drank greedily, some liquid spilling down her chin and onto her breasts. I wiped it away gently with my thumb.

"Thank you, Master," she said, her voice hoarse from screaming. "I needed that."

"I know," I replied simply. After a moment of aftercare, I asked, "Ready for more?"

Her eyes, still dilated with pleasure, widened in surprise. Then a slow, predatory smile spread across her face. "Always."

I stood and walked to one of the glass cabinets, retrieving a harness fitted with a substantial dildo and a smaller anal attachment. Luna's breath caught audibly when she saw it.

"On your back on the table," I instructed, indicating a padded platform in the center of the room.

She complied eagerly, lying back and spreading her legs without being told. I secured her wrists above her head with leather cuffs attached to the table, leaving her legs free.

"Wolves mate face-to-face too," I remarked, stepping into the harness and adjusting it to fit properly. "Though it's less common in nature."

I positioned myself between her spread thighs, running the silicone length through her abundant wetness, mixing it with my come already inside her. When it was sufficiently lubricated, I pressed the head against her entrance.

"Take a deep breath," I instructed.

She inhaled, and I pushed forward in one smooth motion, filling her completely with the artificial cock. Her back arched off the table, a strangled cry escaping her throat.

"Too much?" I asked, though I already knew the answer.

"Never," she gasped, eyes glazed with renewed lust.

I established a steady rhythm, watching her face contort with pleasure as I drove the dildo into her repeatedly. The base of the harness pressed against my still-sensitive cock with each thrust, gradually bringing me back to hardness.

"Touch yourself," I commanded, freeing one of her wrists. "Show me how a wolf pleasures herself."

Her hand immediately went to her clit, circling it frantically as I continued thrusting. The combination of penetration and her own touch quickly brought her to the edge again.

"Master, I'm going to—"

"Not yet," I interrupted, grabbing her wrist and pinning it back above her head. "Wolves have stamina. You'll come when I decide."

I increased my pace, the sound of the silicone cock plunging into her wetness creating obscene squelching noises that filled the room. Her breasts bounced with each thrust, her body jerking against the restraints, desperately seeking the release I was denying her.

After several minutes of this torturous pleasure, I withdrew completely. She whimpered at the sudden emptiness, eyes questioning.

"Turn over," I ordered, releasing her wrists. "On your knees, face down."

She scrambled to comply, assuming the position with eager anticipation. I retrieved a bottle of lubricant from a nearby shelf and squeezed a generous amount onto my fingers.

"Wolves are territorial," I said conversationally, circling her puckered rear entrance with my slick fingers. "They mark what belongs to them."

I pressed one finger inside her ass, feeling her tense momentarily before relaxing into the intrusion. I worked her open methodically, adding a second finger when she began pushing back against my hand.

"Have I ever taken you here before, Luna?" I asked, though I knew the answer.

"No, Master," she replied, voice trembling with anticipation.

"Then today you'll be fully claimed," I informed her, withdrawing my fingers and positioning the smaller attachment of the harness at her prepared opening.

I pressed forward slowly, giving her time to adjust to the unfamiliar intrusion. Her body resisted initially, then gradually yielded, accepting the plug inch by inch until it was fully seated inside her.

"How does it feel to be filled completely?" I asked, running my hands along her sides.

"Full," she gasped. "So incredibly full, Master."

I began moving again, each thrust now providing dual penetration. The sensations overwhelmed her quickly—her body trembling uncontrollably, her animal sounds becoming increasingly desperate. I reached beneath her to pinch her nipples roughly, adding another layer to the intensity.

"Please," she begged, abandoning all pretense of her wolf persona. "Please let me come, Master, I can't hold back anymore!"

I increased my pace to a punishing rhythm, pounding into both holes simultaneously. "Then come, my wolf. Howl for your alpha."

The permission was all she needed. Her orgasm crashed through her with devastating force, her body convulsing violently, her howl so loud it seemed to shake the walls. I continued thrusting through her release, prolonging it until she collapsed beneath me, utterly spent.

I carefully withdrew both implements, watching her holes clench around sudden emptiness. Her entire body shuddered with aftershocks, small whimpers escaping her throat with each breath.

I removed the harness and positioned myself behind her once more, my renewed erection pressing against her.

"One more time," I said, voice thick with renewed desire. "Can you take your alpha once more?"

She nodded weakly, beyond words now. I entered her gently this time, mindful of her oversensitivity. She moaned at the penetration, her inner walls fluttering around me in the aftermath of her intense orgasms.

This coupling was slower, more sensual—a counterpoint to the roughness that had preceded it. I moved within her with deliberate strokes, reaching around to hold her against my chest, my mouth finding the curve of her neck to bite down softly.

"Mine," I growled against her skin.

"Yours," she agreed breathlessly.

We moved together in perfect synchrony, her body responding to mine despite her exhaustion. When my climax approached, I reached between her legs to circle her clit once more.

"One last time," I urged. "Come with me, Luna."

Our orgasms built together and crested simultaneously—mine pumping a second load deep inside her, hers gentler but no less profound. She collapsed forward, and I followed, careful not to crush her with my weight.

For several long moments, we remained joined, breathing in tandem, sweat cooling on our bodies. When I finally withdrew, she whimpered softly at the loss.

"You were magnificent," I praised, gathering her into my arms and carrying her to the leather sofa. I covered her with a soft blanket and brought her more water, which she sipped gratefully.

"Rest here for a moment," I told her. "I'll check on the others."

I pulled on a silk robe and stepped out to the communal sleeping area. The other five pets were still sound asleep, curled around each other in various positions of comfort. Kitty had somehow claimed the center of the pile, with Daisy pressed against her back. Vixen was sprawled across Bunny's legs, while Birdie had nested in a pile of pillows slightly apart from the others.

Satisfied that all was well, I returned to Luna, who had already drifted into an exhausted sleep. I lifted her gently, carrying her back to join the others. As I placed her in the nest, Kitty opened one eye lazily, assessing the situation before shifting to make room.

I stood watching them for a long moment—six powerful, accomplished women who trusted me enough to surrender their humanity, their control, their very identities for a weekend of primal pleasure. The responsibility was immense, the privilege profound.

Tomorrow would bring more activities—group sessions, specialized training, perhaps even a "hunt" in the enclosed outdoor area if the weather permitted. Each pet would receive individual attention, each fantasy would be explored, each boundary respectfully pushed.

But for now, they slept—temporarily freed from the constraints of human existence, finding peace in their animal simplicity. I dimmed the lights further and retired to my own quarters, already planning the delicious depravities that awaited them when morning came.

The Weekend Retreat was my creation, my domain, my masterpiece—a sanctuary where the primal and the civilized collided in a symphony of flesh, sound, and submission. And I, Master Rex, was its conductor, orchestrating pleasure beyond what any of them could find in their everyday lives.

As I drifted toward sleep, I smiled at the thought of tomorrow's possibilities. The weekend had only just begun.
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