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Foreword

Thank you for picking up Sophie’s Dog.

This book explores themes of total submission, identity transformation, femdom ownership, and irrevocable surrender. It's a story of a man who willingly gives up not only his body, but his name, his purpose, and his autonomy - to become the property of a woman who takes responsibility for every part of him.

It's also about trust.

It’s about the incredible, intimate power of being seen, claimed, and shaped by someone who doesn’t ask for love, but expects obedience - and rewards it with a structure deeper than most relationships dare to touch.

In these pages, you’ll find collars, leashes, name changes, public markings, neutering, and the deep psychological transformation that turns Pete into Rusty, permanently. These themes are intense, unapologetic, and very specific. And they’re not for everyone.

But if you’ve ever wondered what it would feel like to be fully given - remade, repurposed, renamed - then I invite you to settle in.

If Rusty’s story resonated with you, I would be truly grateful if you would consider leaving a rating or review on Amazon. Your feedback not only means the world to independent authors like me, but it also helps new readers discover these stories and find hope within them.

And if you loved Sophie’s Dog, I invite you to explore the other stories in the Transformation and Acceptance series. There are so many more journeys, so many more hearts waiting to be shared.

Thank you for daring to walk this path with Rusty.

Danielle, May 2025


Sophie’s Dog

One Man’s Surrender to Her Leash and Law

The Threshold

London in November had a way of pressing down on the soul - its rain not falling, exactly, but seeping, as though the very air were damp with disinterest. The streets of Camden were streaked with grime and promise, and Pete walked them like a ghost. Twenty-one, soft-featured and introspective, he moved through his days with the half-conscious grace of someone unsure whether they belonged anywhere at all.

The university library was his only real refuge. Sociology lectures filled his schedule, but not his heart. He studied the shifting systems of people - power, structure, deviance - but watched them all from behind glass. Friendships remained shallow acquaintances. Nights were long. His phone rarely lit up for reasons that mattered.

And so, increasingly, Pete wandered the margins of the internet.

Not the dark web, not quite - but the twilight spaces. Late-night message boards. Discreet subreddits cloaked in coded titles. At first, he read like an outsider peering through a window into other people’s decadence: threads about foot worship, chastity contracts, latex priestesses in warehouse lofts. Some posts made him recoil, others ignited something - curiosity first, then heat.

He didn't quite know what he was looking for. Only that something waited, just beyond the edges of his old life.

Then, one evening, he saw the post.

The title was disarmingly simple: "Discipline & Devotion - Professional Domme Studio (North London)"

It was pinned among threads of lesser polish, and it stood out. Clean font. No exclamation marks. The body was brief, but artful:

A discreet space for those wishing to surrender or explore their limits. By appointment only. Novices welcome. Respect required. Located within 10 mins of Camden Station. Enquire with intent. No time wasters.

It was the first time Pete had ever felt directly spoken to in such a place. Novices welcome. Respect required. A strange electricity coiled in his chest.

The idea should’ve scared him. But it didn’t.

He copied the contact email and stared at the blank message window for a long time. His fingers hovered. Then began to type:

Hello. I saw your listing. I live nearby. I'm new to this, but I'm curious. Could you tell me more?

He paused. Was that too eager? Too raw?

Then he hit Send.

As the message left his outbox, a pulse beat hard in his throat - fear, yes, but something richer beneath it. For the first time in weeks, maybe longer, he felt awake.

The Boudoir

The reply came swiftly. Less than a day had passed when Pete's inbox chimed with a new message. It was brief, but not cold - precise, deliberate, like the edge of a knife pressed just so.

You may call me Madame Lys. I vet all first-time visitors in person. Discretion is absolute. If you’re serious, come tomorrow at 3 PM. Wear something neutral. Arrive alone. Do not be late.

Below the message: an address. Just off a side street near Kentish Town, minutes from Pete’s flat. He read it twice, then again, the words absorbing into his skin.

By the time the hour arrived the next day, his nerves had reached a fever pitch. He dressed with a kind of careful plainness: black jeans, a grey sweater, clean trainers. No cologne. No assumptions. He walked the wet pavement with his heart stuttering in his chest.

The building was unmarked - tall, narrow, Victorian brick. He pressed the buzzer and the door clicked open without a word. The staircase inside smelled faintly of incense and old wood. As he climbed, he felt a prickle behind his ears, as though crossing some invisible line.

The studio was nothing like he’d imagined.

It was warm, dimly lit, a world apart from the grey city outside. Heavy curtains muffled the sound of traffic. The air shimmered with scent: leather, perfume, something spiced and faintly floral. And then - her.

Madame Lys.

She stood at the center of the room, a tall woman in her early forties, striking in a way that made beauty feel like a threat. Her hair was a deep brunette, falling in waves to her shoulders. Her outfit - a corseted bodice of black lace and leather, stockings clasped by garters, heels that clicked like punctuation - didn’t invite admiration so much as demand it.

Three young women moved silently in the background, each striking in her own right - one kneeling beside a rack of canes and floggers, another coiled on a chaise in a sheer robe, the third dusting a shelf of implements with delicate precision. All three wore collars. None looked at Pete.

"You’re Pete," Madame Lys said - not a question.

He nodded.

Her gaze flicked down and up again, assessing.

“You’ll come with me.”

She turned and walked with quiet command through a set of double doors. He followed, pulse hammering. The room beyond was darker still - her boudoir. Candles glowed along the wall. A great velvet chair sat like a throne in the middle of the floor.

“Strip.”

The word landed like a whip crack. He froze for half a second - then obeyed.

Shirt. Jeans. Underwear. One by one they fell away until he stood, skin bare and burning with vulnerability. She circled him once - once - then pointed.

“Kneel.”

The floor was cool beneath his knees. She sat, legs elegantly crossed, and leaned forward just slightly.

“Now,” she said, voice low, calm, inescapable. “Tell me, boy. Tell me your wildest phantasies. Speak slowly. Let me see who you really are beneath all that silence.”

Pete swallowed. His mouth was dry. But something deeper had taken hold - a sensation of being seen, examined, unravelled.

He opened his lips.

And began to speak.

Pete's voice trembled at first. Not from fear, exactly - but from the strain of letting go. Of peeling something hidden into the light.

“I’ve always been… drawn to giving up control,” he said. “Not just in the moment - but completely. Long-term. Like… surrendering who I am.”

Madame Lys didn’t move. She watched him from above, her gaze steady, unreadable.

“I’ve read about… submission,” he continued. “About contracts. Ownership. Rituals. Rules that shape everything. I think about what it would be like to belong to someone. To be used, trained. Even re-named.”

One of the candle flames guttered as he paused, breath shaking. But Lys gave him no reprieve.

“Continue.”

“I like pet play,” he whispered. “The idea of being made to crawl. To obey simple commands. Being touched only when allowed. Reduced. But adored, too. Like a possession.”

He swallowed, eyes dropping to her boots.

“I’m curious about chastity. The denial of it. Being locked, controlled. Teased without reward. The ache that never goes away.”

Her silence gave him space - ironically, the very thing that made it impossible to stop.

“I’ve read stories,” he said. “Of men being feminized. Dressed in silk. Taught to serve as girls. Called names they didn’t choose but learned to love. I don’t know what that means for me. But I can’t stop thinking about it.”

A flicker of something passed over Madame Lys’s lips. Not quite a smile. Something deeper.

“I want someone to decide who I am,” Pete said, voice cracking now. “And what I’m for.”

The silence stretched like satin. Thick, soft, suffocating.

Finally, she rose from her chair and stepped toward him.

With one gloved finger, she lifted his chin until his eyes met hers. What she saw in him - need, shame, hunger - seemed to please her.

“You are a romantic,” she said, almost tenderly. “But also a pervert.”

Pete flushed, but didn’t look away.

“Good,” she said. “I train both.”

She turned, walked a slow circle around him again. Her heels echoed softly on the floorboards. When she stopped behind him, he felt the heat of her body before he felt the leather tip of her crop trail down the line of his spine.

“If I choose to work with you,” she said, “it will not be for your pleasure. It will be for your reconstruction. I do not coddle. I do not improvise. You will follow structure, service, protocol. Or you will leave.”

The crop tapped lightly against his shoulder.

“Is that what you want, little one?”

His breath hitched. “Yes, Madame.”

“Then we begin,” she said.

The Assignment

After she’d spoken the words - “Then we begin” - Madame Lys didn’t touch Pete again.

Instead, she handed him a folded card with only two lines written in dark ink:

You will send me ten links. The stories that have kept you awake. The ones you return to. No summaries. No apologies. Send them before midnight. Then wait.

Beneath that, an address. A private inbox. Nothing more.

She dismissed him with a glance and a subtle flick of her wrist. The other women in the studio never spoke. One of them opened the door for him without a word.

Outside, the cold struck like a slap. Pete walked home in a daze, clothes clinging oddly to his skin, the echo of her voice still hot in his ears.

That night, he sat at his laptop in the dark, bathed in screenlight, heart pounding with a strange kind of shame - not for what he was doing, but for how much he wanted to be seen doing it.

He opened his bookmarks folder. A graveyard of secret midnight visits. Literotica. Reddit’s stranger corners. Fictionmania. Hidden gardens of other people’s fantasies - and his own. He scrolled slowly, sifting memory from impulse.

And he chose:

	A story of a shy student slowly transformed into a submissive sissy maid, her will bent by repetition and gentle control. 

	A tale of strict pet training - collars, cages, morning routines and mewling obedience. 

	A diary-style confession of a man locked in chastity for six months, teased relentlessly, left aching and devoted. 

	An erotic novella about gender reprogramming through hypnosis and ritual, tender and terrifying. 

	A Reddit thread recounting a real-life collaring ceremony - its structure, the papers signed, the trembling joy. 

	A piece about a boy renamed, forced into lace and bows, corrected with affection and firm hands. 

	A fantasy in which a dominant woman kept her sub beneath her desk all day, plugged, writing essays on obedience. 

	An elaborate narrative of contract signing: rules, punishments, permissions - all codified in velvet precision. 

	A short story where a submissive’s climax was permitted only after days of humiliating, exquisite denial. 

	And one deeply personal: a man who entered a Mistress’s studio and never left unchanged. 



He sent the links at 11:42 PM. No words. No commentary. Just a subject line that read:

My Truths

Then he waited.

Three days passed.

No reply came. Not a word, not a read receipt. The silence was the hardest thing he’d ever endured. He caught himself refreshing the inbox dozens of times a day, each time feeling a little more foolish - and a little more desperate.

But the longer the silence stretched, the clearer it became: this was part of it. She was already inside him, pulling strings.

Then, on the morning of the fourth day, his phone vibrated.

One message.

Thursday. 2 PM. You will wear nothing under your clothes. You will knock once and kneel. You will not speak until spoken to.

No name. No greeting.

Just the terms.

He stared at the screen until his vision blurred - heart racing, skin tingling, breath shallow with anticipation and fear.

This time, he wouldn't just visit her space.

He would offer himself to it.

The Offering

Pete stood before the studio door, breath held, pulse threading quick beneath his skin.

Beneath his clothes, he wore nothing.

Not a stitch. Not a barrier. Just his skin, warm from the walk and tingling from anticipation. The instructions had been precise: knock once, kneel, wait.

He did as told.

The door opened within seconds. No words, just a figure - one of the three collared women, tall and serene in a sheer silk robe. She stepped aside and gestured silently for him to enter.

The studio was transformed.

Curtains drawn, candlelight thickened the air with flickering shadows. Scents swirled - leather, wax, something darker. Soft music played from nowhere, notes slow and serpentine. Pete stepped inside and dropped to his knees on the entry rug, hands folded, eyes down.

A voice - her voice - cut through the hush like velvet.

“Good boy.”

He looked up. Madame Lys stood at the center of the room, draped in black lace and lacquered leather, her corset even tighter than before, her presence coiled and electric. The other two subs flanked her, one holding a tray of instruments, the other a coil of black rope.

“You are here to serve,” she said.

“Yes, Madame,” Pete breathed.

“To learn.”

“Yes, Madame.”

“To be used.”

He hesitated - then: “Yes, Madame.”

She walked around him slowly, boots clicking against the floor, and snapped her fingers once. In an instant, the three women moved. One took his clothes - folding them without a word. Another produced a blindfold, slipping it over his eyes with practiced grace. The world darkened, leaving only breath, scent, sound.

“You’ll follow where you're led,” Madame said.

He nodded, lips parting slightly, already helpless to her rhythm.

Hands guided him - gentle but insistent. He was made to crawl, naked, sightless, until plush fabric met his knees. Then rope - soft, silken - was wrapped around his wrists. Not tight. Symbolic. Binding not just the body, but intent.

Then came touch.

Not from Madame at first - but the women.

One whispered in his ear as fingers trailed down his spine. Another stroked his thighs. A third kissed his neck, lips warm and wet, sending shivers through his nerves. He knelt, open, every sense a live wire. Teased. Touched. Played like a trembling instrument.

Then, finally - her.

A gloved hand slid beneath his chin.

“Such delicate submission,” she murmured. “Still so raw.”

Then her fingers closed in his hair, not cruelly, but with force. She pulled his head back and whispered into his ear:

“I will not fuck you. I will not let you cum. I will not make this easy. You are not here for pleasure. You are here for meaning.”

And yet - her voice alone was pleasure. Was command. Was everything.

What followed was a blur of sensation.

They made him pose. Made him crawl. Made him beg. His cock pulsed helplessly with every order, every smirk, every shared glance between the women as they passed him from one to the next. They never struck him - but they owned him, with hands and eyes and soft, devastating words.

When Madame finally stepped before him again, she carried something small and gleaming in her palm.

Cold metal.

A chastity cage - sleek, polished, uncompromising.

“On your knees,” she said. “Wider.”

He obeyed.

Two of the subs held him gently - one at the shoulder, one steadying his hips - as she took him in her gloved hands. He was hard - aching, humiliated by how aroused he’d stayed throughout. She said nothing, just worked with slow, exact precision.

The steel slid around him. Clicked into place.

And then -

The lock turned.

A soft, brutal sound.

It was done.

He gasped. His body tensed, then sagged. Owned. Denied.

“You’ll keep it on,” Madame said, stepping back, admiring her work. “No touching. No release. No begging.”

He nodded, throat tight.

“You’ll wait. And you’ll think. About what it means to want, and not have. To kneel, and not rise. To serve, and not be rewarded.”

“Yes, Madame,” he whispered.

She leaned in, close enough that he could smell her perfume - heady, layered, dangerous.

“And if you behave,” she said, “next time, I’ll let you kiss my heel.”

The Days Between

The cage changed everything.

It was small - almost elegant in design - but the steel felt immense once locked. Unyielding. Heavy in a way that wasn’t physical. Pete had woken the next morning with a hard-on that had nowhere to go, pressing painfully against the cage's cruel restraint. The ache subsided only slowly, leaving behind a low, constant throb.

He dressed carefully that first day. Boxy jeans. A long jumper. Nothing tight. No one could see it - but he felt seen, regardless. As if the world could sense the metal curled around him. As if every woman in the lecture hall knew.

He sat in seminars on deviance and social structure while his cock strained helplessly behind steel. He answered questions, took notes, and imagined Madame Lys watching him from the back of the room, smirking at how he squirmed. A good boy, studying society with his arousal locked away - exactly where she’d left it.

The second day was harder.

He woke earlier, body more desperate. His thoughts were crowded. Every casual brush of fabric against his thigh felt like an invitation. Every moment alone with his laptop became a trial. His browser history filled with things he couldn’t touch. Stories he couldn’t finish. Fantasies he could only feed, not fulfill.

He reached for himself out of habit, only to gasp when the cage reminded him - not yours.

By the third day, it became more than just frustration. It became identity.

He looked at other people differently. Wondering what they might hide beneath their clothes. Wondering who else lived double-lives. He watched the professors speak with authority and wondered what it would be like to kneel before them. He walked past women in boots, in leather gloves, in crimson lipstick, and wondered how many of them might notice the way he flinched.

The cage was not just denying him - it was reprogramming him.

By the fourth day, Pete began to crave the feeling of helplessness.

He leaned into it.

He read back through old stories he’d sent her - this time imagining her reading them, judging him. Choosing which version of him she would build. He slept on his back, arms at his sides, like a supplicant. Sometimes he woke moaning. Sometimes biting his pillow.

By the fifth day, it was no longer a question of when he might be released.

It was whether he deserved to be.

And then, at the height of that deep, trembling need, it came -

A message.

From Her.

Tomorrow. 6 PM. Bring nothing. You’ll be collected. Do not disappoint me.

Pete stared at the screen.

His heart leapt - and then, immediately, his cock twitched painfully behind the bars that held it still.

He groaned, flushed, helpless. Owned.

Tomorrow, he would return to her.

And whatever happened then - he already knew it wouldn’t end with release.

The Tightening

The message had said: You’ll be collected.

At exactly 5:58 PM, a car pulled up in front of Pete’s flat. Black, discreet, windows tinted. The driver was one of the collared women - tall, serene, her eyes outlined in sharp black kohl. She didn’t speak. Just opened the back door with a nod.

Pete climbed in, heart slamming against his ribs. Beneath his clothes, the steel cage throbbed faintly, a dull weight made heavier by days of denial.

They drove in silence. City lights passed like slow sparks. By the time they reached the studio, dusk had deepened into velvet.

Inside, the air was warmer, thicker than he remembered. Candles again. Music low and liquid. The floor beneath his feet seemed to hum.

Madame Lys was waiting.

Tonight, she wore a fitted bodysuit of deep oxblood leather, her long gloves gleaming like wet lacquer. Her boots rose to her thighs. Her hair was swept up, exposing the strong line of her throat.

“You’ve kept yourself for me,” she said, not a question.

“Yes, Madame.”

She stepped forward. Her hand brushed his cheek, then gripped his jaw - not roughly, but firm, reminding him that his face belonged to her gaze now.

“Strip.”

He obeyed.

The other subs appeared, silent, moving like ritual attendants. They took his clothes. Then rope - thick, soft, expertly knotted - was brought forward.

Tonight, they didn’t just position him. They bound him.

His wrists were tied first, behind his back, then looped to a suspension ring above. Ankles next - spread just enough to remove choice. His body stood, stretched and offered, every inch visible, vulnerable.

Madame circled once.

Then, the first strike.

Not cruel. Just present - a short, precise flick of the flogger across his shoulder blades. The second followed. Then a third. Each one blooming warmth across his skin.

He didn’t flinch.

Not at first.

But as the pattern grew - pauses, then sudden strikes; firm strokes followed by softer taps - his breath became uneven. He moaned once, low and involuntary.

“You’re learning,” she said behind him. “Not just to take pain. But to take direction.”

Another lash. Lower now. Across his ass. Then between his thighs - light, cruel, teasing.

“You’re learning to exist for someone else’s rhythm.”

The other subs murmured faint sounds of approval. Someone’s hand stroked his side - soothing, anchoring - then disappeared again. The absence was worse than the sting.

And just when he thought she was done, Madame stepped before him.

She lifted his chin again. Her eyes searched his face.

“You want reward,” she said. “You want release.”

He nodded, dizzy, barely breathing.

“But you haven’t earned it. Not yet.”

From a drawer nearby, she withdrew a small velvet box. Inside: another chastity device.

Smaller.

Crueler.

She held it up like a sacred object.

“This will teach you the difference between service and surrender,” she said.

And then, slowly, she unlocked the cage he’d worn for five days.

The air against his skin felt unbearable. He pulsed immediately - thick, desperate. But she made no move to touch him. One of the women knelt beside her, applying a dab of cool gel to the new device, fitting it expertly into place.

The smaller cage slid on like a vice.

Locked.

Permanent.

Pete gasped, the pressure intense. His cock already ached against its tighter walls.

“This one doesn’t allow arousal,” Madame said softly. “You’ll learn to keep your mind still. Or you’ll suffer.”

She leaned in and pressed her lips - once - against his collarbone.

“Now go,” she said. “And do not dream of coming back without proof of your discipline.”

The Collar

By the seventh day, the cage had become something beyond a device. It was a presence - not just around Pete’s cock, but in his mind. A pressure he woke to, lived with, fell asleep under. It shaped how he moved, how he sat, how he thought. His arousal had become spectral - always just out of reach, a hunger with no mouth.

He had almost stopped trying to resist it.

When Madame’s message came, it was shorter than ever.

Tonight. Come as you are. You’ll leave changed.

His breath caught in his throat.

The studio was quiet when he arrived. No candles tonight, no subs at the door. Just the scent of leather and the weight of expectation. The silence was thick. Sacred.

She was waiting, alone, seated in her throne-like chair at the center of the room, a box on her lap.

Madame Lys was dressed differently now - less elaborate, more austere. A long black tunic of some structured fabric, a choker of steel at her own neck. She looked not like a seductress tonight - but a priestess.

“Come here,” she said.

Pete approached on shaking legs.

He didn’t kneel this time. She didn’t ask for it.

She studied him for a long moment, her expression unreadable.

“Seven days,” she said. “You’ve worn my cage. You’ve obeyed. You’ve waited.”

He nodded, heart hammering.

“And now I’ll ask you something very few are allowed to answer.”

She stood.

Stepped close.

Her hand rose - not to strike, not to command - but to gently trace the line of his jaw.

“Are you ready,” she asked, voice low, “to submit? Not for a night. Not for reward. But truly. To be mine. My pet. My creature. My boy. Even without knowing where that path will lead?”

The silence that followed was electric. His mouth was dry. His body trembled. But his answer came from a place far deeper than hesitation.

“Yes, Madame,” he whispered. “I want to be yours.”

She studied him for another moment.

Then opened the box.

Inside was a collar - broad, black leather, smooth and thick. Not decorative. Not delicate. Functional. Defining. Permanent.

At its front: a small silver ring.

At the back: a solid, industrial steel lock.

Pete’s breath caught.

She stepped behind him.

The leather brushed his neck. Cool at first - then snug. She wrapped it carefully, evenly. No words. No ceremony. Just slow precision.

When the collar was in place, she brought the lock forward. Slipped it into its loop. Closed it with a finality that rang out louder than any sound in the room.

Click.

It wasn’t a toy. It had no key. No clasp. No release.

He reached for it instinctively, testing.

It wouldn’t budge.

He was collared.

Truly.

Owned.

“Good boy,” Madame murmured behind him. “Now they’ll all see what you already know.”

She stepped around to face him again. Her eyes were calm. Severe.

“You’ll keep it on. Day and night. Shower with it. Sleep with it. Study with it. If someone asks, you’ll say it’s personal. If you lie, you’ll regret it.”

He nodded, stunned, nearly trembling.

“And you will not beg me for removal. Only I decide when it ends. If it ever ends.”

“Yes, Madame,” he said, the words catching in his throat.

She leaned in.

And kissed the locked metal just above his throat.

“Go now,” she said softly. “My pet.”

He left the studio dazed, collared, hard within the tight, cruel cage - and more deeply claimed than ever before.

The Weight of the Collar

It was impossible to forget. That was the first thing he realized.

The collar - wide, thick, inescapable - hugged his neck with a constancy that no shirt could hide. Pete tried. Scarves, high collars, hoodies zipped to the chin. But the world was warming with spring, and his efforts looked more suspicious than subtle.

By the second day, people began to notice.

It started small.

The cashier at the corner shop paused, eyes lingering too long. A classmate glanced, looked again, then looked away. Even the barista at the university café hesitated while handing him his change.

But it wasn’t the stares that unnerved him.

It was the not asking.

The fact that people saw - and chose not to speak.

Which left him with the awareness of his exposure. The heat behind his ears. The sense that every step he took, every book he opened, every seat he took in a lecture hall was now framed by that band of leather locked tight to his throat.

He sat through a sociology seminar on social performance while feeling like a walking contradiction.

His professor, a sharp woman with cropped grey hair and an amused way of watching students too closely, tilted her head mid-lecture and said, “Symbols define us more than we realize. Especially the ones we don’t choose.”

Pete nearly flinched.

But she didn’t look at him. Not directly. Just enough to make him wonder.

He caught his reflection in shop windows, in the mirror above the sink in the library bathroom.

The collar wasn’t beautiful. It wasn’t a fashion statement.

It was functional. A signal.

And it was locked.

Several times a day, his fingers brushed over the cool steel at his throat. Not to check it - he knew it wouldn’t come off - but to remind himself it was real. To anchor the ache below his belt to the power above his neck.

The cage still held him, smaller and tighter than the first. A constant throb of denial. But it was the collar people could see.

And still, he said nothing.

He imagined explaining it. Trying to. The words he’d need: submission, ownership, pet, obedience. None of them belonged in his mouth outside her presence.

So he stayed silent.

Obedient.

Marked.

And each time the discomfort bloomed - each time a stranger’s eyes lingered, each time a friend cocked their head and said nothing - Pete felt a strange, sharp twist in his stomach.

Not shame.

But pride.

Painful. Tender. Proud.

He was collared. And there was no hiding it.

The Walk

The summons arrived with no flourish, just a command:

Today, 4 PM. Wear nothing under your coat. Come on foot. You’ll need the walk to remember who you are.

Pete obeyed.

The collar was still locked around his throat, as it had been for days now - growing familiar, and yet never comfortable. It chafed subtly when he moved, a reminder. An ache. A promise. The smaller chastity cage beneath his jeans gnawed at him constantly, and the combination of the two had dissolved much of his former self into something pliable. Ready.

When he reached the studio, Madame Lys was waiting.

Today she wore tall boots laced to her thighs and a fitted coat that buttoned high at the collar, military sharp. A pair of fine leather gloves hugged her hands. Her hair was swept back severely, her presence coiled and powerful.

“Strip,” she said without greeting.

He obeyed.

The coat he’d worn was long, but beneath it, as commanded - nothing. She took it from him and laid it over a chair, leaving him standing naked but for the thick leather collar locked around his throat and the cruel steel cage locked around his cock.

She opened a small drawer and withdrew something silver, glinting.

A tag.

She knelt before him - slowly, deliberately - and with a small click, affixed the tag to the ring on the front of his collar.

It swung gently.

He looked down, reading it.

Rusty.

His breath caught.

“That is your name now,” she said. “You will answer to it. You will learn it in your bones.”

He nodded, speechless.

She clipped a leash to the tag with a decisive snap, then pulled gently, guiding him forward.

“You’ve worn my collar,” she said. “Now you’ll walk with it.”

He expected a room. A scene. A private trial.

Instead, she led him past the curtain, through a side hallway - and out.

Into daylight.

He was still naked, save for a long, oversized coat she tossed back at him in the final second. She buttoned it herself - just enough to cover him - but his bare thighs showed beneath the hem. The leash trailed from under the collar, still visible. Still real.

And they walked.

Madame Lys held the leash with quiet pride, leading him down a narrow side street, then onto a path that ran along the edge of a green space - the dog park.

It wasn’t crowded. A few people scattered on benches. A woman tossing a ball to her spaniel. A couple walking hand in hand. No one paid attention at first. But then they did.

The leash.

The posture.

The collar - and the tag.

She led him to a grassy spot under a wide elm tree. Stopped. Looked down at him with a faint smile.

“Kneel, Rusty.”

His knees hit the grass.

She stroked the top of his head gently, like a dog.

“There,” she said. “You’re almost presentable.”

A man walking past glanced, slowed. Looked again. Then kept walking - shaking his head. Pete’s ears burned. But his cock surged painfully against the cage, twitching for a freedom that would never come.

“You like this,” she said. “Being exposed. Obvious. Mine.”

“Yes, Madame,” he whispered.

She crouched beside him, fingers stroking his chest, her breath hot against his ear.

“Soon,” she murmured, “you’ll walk like this without shame. You’ll want the world to know you’re nothing but a pet.”

He moaned, soft and humiliated.

“Now heel,” she said.

And led him slowly home.

Recognition

The collar no longer chafed. Not because it was more comfortable - but because Pete had adapted. His body had begun to move around it. His mind, too.

But the tag - Rusty - that was new. And it swung when he walked. Brushed softly against his chest when he sat. It caught the light.

And it got noticed.

He told himself no one would look closely enough to read it. That it just looked like a punk accessory, maybe something ironic. But deep down, he knew.

It was only a matter of time.

It happened in the library.

Thursday afternoon. Late sun slanting through high windows. Pete was curled into a corner with a worn paperback on ritualized discipline in post-structuralist societies - a reading list assignment. He wore a buttoned shirt and a loose scarf over his collar, the tag tucked beneath the folds.

And then:

“Hey.”

His heart jumped.

He looked up.

It was Sophie.

Petite, sharp-eyed, black bob cut and a dry wit that made professors both laugh and squirm. Pete had admired her from a distance since first year. She sat two rows ahead of him in seminar. Brilliant, intimidating. Effortlessly cool.

He swallowed. “Oh - hey.”

She tilted her head. Smiled faintly.

“Didn’t expect to find you here. Though I guess this is where all the secretly kinky sociology kids hide out.”

He blinked. “What?”

She stepped closer. “Your collar.”

His blood turned to fire. “I - I - ”

Sophie leaned in, fingers gently brushing the scarf aside.

And there it was: the thick leather, the ring, the tag.

She read it silently. Then:

“Rusty?”

His stomach dropped.

She looked back at him. Not mocking. Just… interested. A slow, knowing smile playing at her lips.

“I didn’t take you for a pet play kind of guy,” she said.

Pete’s face burned. He opened his mouth, but nothing came out.

Sophie dropped into the chair opposite him and folded her arms on the table, studying him like a strange new species.

“Is that your scene? Puppy boys on leashes?” she asked casually. “You do look kind of well-trained.”

He didn’t know where to look.

She leaned in. “Hey. Relax. I’m not here to out you.”

She tapped the tag once, gently. It made a little metallic clink.

“I just like knowing secrets.”

He looked down. Nodded.

“And I love that you’re walking around campus pretending no one sees this.” She grinned. “But I see you, Rusty.”

She used the name deliberately now, softly, but with ownership.

“You know I remember your real name, right?” she added.

Pete nodded again. A breathless, submissive kind of nod.

“Good. Then you also know it doesn’t matter anymore.”

She stood up. Slid her bag over one shoulder.

“See you in seminar, Rusty,” she said, turning to go.

Then, just before she disappeared between the shelves, she looked back over her shoulder with a little smirk.

“And don’t worry. Your secret’s safe with me. For now.”

Pete sat frozen.

Hard in the cage. Helpless. And more aroused than he’d ever been in a library in his life.

Housebroken

The summons came in the morning, crisp and simple.

Today, noon. You will come hungry, and ready.

Rusty didn’t ask what that meant.

He knew better now.

By midday, he stood once again on the worn steps of Madame Lys’s townhome, the collar locked around his throat, his cock encased in that merciless cage. He wore nothing beneath his coat. Just the leash coiled discreetly in one pocket, as he’d been instructed.

Inside, the air was warmer than he remembered. Scented with leather and something more domestic - stew, perhaps. Baking bread. The softness of a home overlaid with the strictness of a rulebook.

Madame met him barefoot, but no less imposing. She wore a silk dressing robe cinched tight around her waist, and her hair was loosely pinned, softening none of her power.

“Coat off,” she said.

He slipped it from his shoulders.

She looked him over, nodding once in approval, then turned on her heel and led him to the main room.

In the middle of the hardwood floor: two bowls.

Sturdy ceramic. One filled with water, the other a warm mash of what smelled like oatmeal and meat.

They sat directly on the floor.

Rusty hesitated only a breath before sinking to his hands and knees.

Madame stood over him, one eyebrow arched.

“Well?”

He bent forward. Lapped at the water first, awkward, dribbling some down his chin. The position made his shoulders ache, his thighs tense. He was aware of every humiliating detail: the sound of his tongue, the wet edge of his breath, the cold steel swinging against his thighs with every shift.

Then he moved to the food. Warm. Humbling. Not unpleasant - but meant for obedience, not enjoyment.

“You’re learning to let go of human dignity,” Madame said calmly as he ate. “A pet doesn't worry about cutlery or conversation. He feeds when told. Where told. How told.”

He didn’t stop until both bowls were clean.

She clipped the leash to his collar.

“Outside,” she said.

He followed on all fours.

The garden was private, enclosed by ivy-covered walls, but open to the sky. A winter sun hung pale above them. The leash tugged tight as she guided him to a patch of grass beneath a tree, the leash tied to a low metal ring set discreetly into the brick wall.

“You will relieve yourself here,” she said.

He looked up at her, heat rising to his ears. “Madame - ”

“Pets do not question commands.” Her voice cracked like a whip.

She turned to the side.

The three subs had emerged, all dressed in matching soft grey robes. They stood in a line along the garden wall, watching silently.

“You will not return inside,” Madame said, “until your business is finished. My girls will let you in. And they will tell me exactly how long you made them wait.”

Then she turned and walked away, leaving him crouched, leashed, collared, and burning with the shame of inevitability.

For a long moment, he knelt motionless. The leash tugged faintly in the breeze.

Then, slowly - painfully - he surrendered.

The grass was cold beneath his knees. His cage made the act awkward, uncomfortable. But when it was done, he lowered his head, not in defeat, but in a strange, trembling pride.

The subs watched with quiet, measured amusement.

One finally stepped forward and unhooked the leash.

“Come,” she said.

He followed her back inside, on hands and knees.

And for the first time, the name in his mind wasn’t Pete at all.

It was Rusty.

Back inside, Rusty knelt once more on the studio floor, leash coiled at Madame Lys’s feet. His skin was still flushed from the cold garden air, and a faint smear of grass stained one knee. The silence around them was warm, dense with candlelight and polished wood.

She circled him slowly, her fingers trailing just above his skin - never quite touching. Observing. Measuring.

"You've come far," she said at last. “You’ve let go of more than most ever dare.”

He didn’t respond. He knew she didn’t want words - only presence. Humility. Readiness.

She stopped behind him. He felt her breath at his ear, warm and precise.

“But there are still pieces of you I plan to change.”

His breath hitched.

She said nothing more for a long, lingering moment. Then:

“You’ll find out soon enough. But I promise - once it starts, there’s no going back.”

Her hand slipped beneath his chin, tilting his face up toward hers. Her eyes gleamed - playful, merciless.

“And you’ll thank me.”

He nodded, heart pounding. “Yes, Madame.”

She smiled faintly, then released him and gestured to his coat.

“Go home, Rusty.”

And just as he reached for it, she added:

“Sleep well tonight. It may be your last night dreaming as you are.”

The Contract

Six weeks.

Forty-one days.

Pete no longer measured time by lectures or deadlines, but by the ache between his legs - the cage that cradled his cock like a question that would never be answered. The collar had become part of him. So had the tag. Rusty. He heard it in his head now even when no one spoke it. Especially then.

By the sixth week, his dreams were vivid. Frustration had long since twisted into something deeper: devotion, yes - but also a kind of surrender that clung to his bones.

And then, the message.

Return tonight. Bring nothing. You leave as mine.

His breath caught.

The studio was quiet when he arrived - no music, no other subs. Just candlelight and the faint scent of jasmine and leather. The air was heavier than usual, reverent. As if something sacred waited.

Madame Lys met him in the main room, dressed in a long black gown that shimmered faintly in the candlelight. Her hair was bound tightly, her gloves were white tonight - ceremonial, not practical.

On the table before her: a stack of parchment, cream-colored and crisp, bound with a leather ribbon. A fountain pen rested beside it.

She didn’t tell him to kneel. Not this time.

“You’ve worn my cage,” she said. “You’ve worn my name. You’ve fed from bowls and pissed in my garden. You’ve forgotten the boy who walked in here the first time.”

Pete swallowed hard. Nodded.

“And now,” she continued, voice smooth, “you’ll sign yourself over. Not just the flesh. Not just the cock I keep in a box. But the rest of you. What’s left.”

She placed a single finger on the stack of papers.

“You will not read this. That’s not what obedience means.”

He didn’t move. Didn’t blink.

“You will sign it,” she said, “because you trust that I know what to do with you. Even when you don’t.”

He stepped forward.

She uncapped the pen and handed it to him.

He looked down at the first line: a blank space, waiting for a name. But not his name.

He wrote: Rusty.

Then signed, hands trembling.

Page after page.

Clause after clause he never read.

When he was done, Madame Lys took the pen. Rolled the parchment closed. Tied the ribbon again.

Then looked at him - long and deep and final.

“Now you are not just a pet,” she said. “You are owned.”

He nodded, light-headed, heart thundering.

She stepped forward, lifted his chin with her gloved fingers, and kissed his forehead - not with tenderness, but with claiming.

“This contract isn’t real,” she whispered at his ear. “You know that.”

He nodded again, breath catching.

“But you’ll act as if it is,” she said. “Because your reality belongs to me now.”

And somewhere deep in his chest, Rusty felt something crack open.

Not fear.

Not doubt.

But relief.

The Outing

Rusty was still trembling from the weight of the contract when Madame Lys gave her next command.

“Stand.”

He did.

She stepped behind him. The cold glint of metal brushed his skin, and with a slow, deliberate motion, she unlocked the chastity cage.

The click of release felt louder than it should have - shocking, almost obscene. His cock stirred instantly, straining with sudden, painful urgency after six long weeks in steel. But she offered no touch. No pleasure. Just a glance.

“You’ll shower,” she said. “You stink of captivity.”

He flushed, eyes cast down.

A soft snap of her fingers summoned one of the girls - tall, dark-haired, with a rope of inked roses down her spine. She wore nothing but a silk wrap and a leather collar. She gave a quiet nod to Madame, then turned her gaze to Rusty.

“Follow her,” Madame said. “She will supervise.”

Rusty obeyed, aching and raw.

The bathroom was spotless, the water hot. The girl said nothing. She sat calmly on a stool by the door, legs crossed, eyes unblinking. Rusty tried not to think too hard about the way she watched him scrub his skin, shave carefully, rinse the last of his humiliation away only to be redressed in something new.

When he stepped out, towel clinging to his hips, she handed him a small bundle of clothes and pointed back toward the hall.

Madame waited in the main room, holding the final piece: a shirt, freshly printed, neatly folded.

She unfolded it slowly, almost ceremonially.

The front: black cotton, bold white letters across the chest - Yes, Mistress.

She turned it over.

Across the back: Rusty, curved like a nameplate, and beneath it, the silhouette of a dog on all fours, tail up, collar gleaming.

“Put it on,” she said.

He did, limbs shaking.

Then she handed him the pants - black leather, tight-fitting. He slipped into them without protest. They hugged him obscenely, each movement reminding him how bare he still was inside, despite the freedom from steel.

Madame stepped back and appraised him like an artist reviewing her work.

“Yes,” she said. “You’ll do.”

He stood, flushed, visibly hard beneath the leather. She noticed, of course. Smirked faintly.

“We’re going out,” she said.

He blinked.

“Public. You will walk at my heel. You will speak only if spoken to. You will be seen.”

Her hand closed around the leash and clipped it to the ring at his throat.

“Time to show them what I’ve made of you, Rusty.”

And with a gentle tug, she led him toward the door.

The leash clicked into place with a sound that made Rusty’s stomach drop. Madame Lys gave a gentle tug - just enough to make him step forward. The collar tightened subtly as he moved, and the tag swayed over the “Yes, Mistress” across his chest.

He was dressed like a fantasy - and marched out into reality.

The leather pants creaked softly with each step. The shirt stretched tight across his chest, unmistakable in message. The leash was short, firm. Her fingers curled around the loop like a handle. He followed, docile, obedient.

And utterly exposed.

The city air was brisk. London buzzed as always - horns in the distance, voices on the wind, the scent of street food and spring dampness rising from the pavement.

Madame didn’t take shortcuts.

She led him directly down the high street, passing shops, cafés, and bus stops. People turned. Looked. Some laughed quietly. Others stared longer. A few took out their phones.

Rusty’s face burned. His cock twitched against the leather. He walked slightly behind her, just as she’d taught him.

He was hers.

But then - worse.

A voice from behind them, uncertain, familiar.

“Pete?”

He froze.

Madame didn’t stop walking. She gave the leash a sharp tug. Heel, boy.

He obeyed.

The girl stepped closer from behind - a classmate. Emma. Bright-eyed, blonde, usually found smoking behind the humanities building with a stack of poetry books. They’d partnered once on a group project. She was kind. Curious. Cute.

She moved to his side now, walking a few steps alongside them.

“Pete... is that you?”

He didn’t speak. Couldn’t.

Her eyes dropped to the shirt. Read it. Yes, Mistress.

Then the back. Rusty. The dog silhouette. Her brows lifted - then slowly arched into understanding.

“Oh,” she said. Not judgmental. Just surprised. “Wow.”

He swallowed hard, head down, ears burning.

Emma looked up at Madame Lys, who didn’t even glance her way.

“He yours?” Emma asked.

Madame smiled faintly. “Completely.”

There was a pause. Long enough for tension to thicken between them.

Emma gave a low, surprised chuckle. “Huh. I didn’t know you had it in you, Rusty.”

She used the name deliberately. Like Sophie had. But softer. Less amused - more intrigued.

“Well… good luck,” she said with a tilt of her head, then turned and strolled off down the street, her smile lingering like perfume.

Rusty felt like he might melt into the sidewalk.

When they were alone again, Madame finally spoke.

“You handled that well,” she said. “The collar stays. The name stays. And now… she knows. You didn’t hide. You served.”

He nodded, breath shaking.

“You’ll remember this moment,” she said, giving the leash another tug. “The first time someone really saw you.”

And he followed her all the way home, walking not as Pete -

- but as Rusty.

The Cage

They reached the house just before sunset. Rusty’s legs ached from the walk, but not as much as his pride. Emma’s voice still rang in his ears. I didn’t know you had it in you, Rusty.

Madame Lys led him up the drive without a word.

Her SUV - a sleek, black Range Rover - waited in front of the house. The rear hatch was already open.

Rusty’s breath caught when he saw it.

Inside, filling nearly the entire boot space, was a crate. A dog crate. Reinforced steel, lined with rubber matting, low and narrow. The kind of thing built for transporting a large, disobedient animal.

She turned to him.

“In.”

He hesitated.

She didn’t speak again. Just crossed her arms. Waiting.

Rusty climbed in slowly, folding himself down onto hands and knees, then belly. The space was cramped, the metal cool beneath him. The door clanged shut behind him with a finality that made his cock twitch helplessly in the tight leather pants.

A latch clicked. Then a second. He wasn’t just inside.

He was locked in.

Madame closed the boot with a quiet thud.

A moment later, he heard the front doors open - driver’s side, passenger side.

The engine started.

The vehicle rocked gently as it backed out of the drive.

He couldn’t see. The crate had no windows. Only narrow slats at the sides for air. Through them he caught flickers of light and road sound, but nothing stable.

He lay still.

Caged.

Collared.

Transported.

He felt every bump in the road, every turn. Occasionally, Madame’s voice drifted back through the vents - low, conversational. Speaking to the other girl - one of the collared subs. He couldn’t make out what they said. Only her tone.

Measured. Calm.

Then, after what felt like nearly an hour, the car slowed.

Turned.

Stopped.

Rusty lifted his head, blinking into the dim slats.

A large gravel lot. Empty.

A building beyond - low, single-story, windows dark.

But lights were on inside.

He squinted.

A sign near the door. He could just make it out:

“Ashwell Veterinary Clinic”

He swallowed.

The engine turned off.

Car doors opened.

Footsteps.

And then the boot creaked open again.

Madame stood there, backlit by the porch light from the building, her gloved hand on the latch of the crate.

“Well, Rusty,” she said, voice calm but edged with anticipation, “you’ve been such a good boy lately.”

The other girl appeared beside her, holding something folded in her arms. A towel? A gown?

Madame unlocked the crate.

“Let’s see how far this loyalty of yours truly goes.”

Registered

The door to the clinic opened before Madame even touched the buzzer.

A tall woman in deep teal scrubs greeted them, her brown hair pulled into a tight bun, a stethoscope tucked casually into one pocket. Her face broke into a warm, familiar smile.

“Lys,” she said. “Right on time.”

“Always,” Madame replied, leading Rusty forward on the leash. “You remember Belle?” she added, nodding to the girl beside her.

The vet nodded to the younger woman, then looked down at Rusty - shirt stretched tight across his chest, leather pants creaking with each step, the leash taut in Madame’s hand.

“And this must be the new one.”

Rusty flushed but said nothing. His heart was pounding.

Madame smiled faintly. “Rusty. He’s been mine for just over six weeks. I’ve brought him for official registration. I don’t plan on losing him.”

The vet gestured them inside without hesitation, as though this was all routine.

The lobby lights were dimmed. The reception desk was empty. The blinds were drawn. Everything was after hours, quiet and sealed for discretion. They moved past the waiting room and into the back corridor, the linoleum cool beneath Rusty’s feet.

“Let’s do the chip first,” the vet said.

She led them into a side room - clean, clinical, with a padded table in the center. Belle stepped aside to close the door behind them.

“On the table,” Madame instructed.

Rusty climbed up, lying on his stomach, arms folded beneath his chin, collar ring glinting in the light. His shirt was lifted, exposing the skin between his shoulder blades.

The vet approached with a tray - on it, a sterile microchip injector, sealed in a foil pouch, and a small digital scanner. She tore the pouch open with a practiced hand and loaded the syringe.

“The chip is ISO-standard,” she explained, more to Madame than to Rusty. “Fifteen digits. Readable at all shelters and clinics. Fully registered to you - studio address, ownership details, name.”

“Rusty,” Madame said, resting a hand gently on the back of his head. “That’s his only name now.”

The vet nodded. “Hold still.”

Rusty braced.

There was a cold swab first. Then the sting.

The needle was larger than he expected - deliberate, slow. He gasped softly as it pushed beneath the skin at the base of his neck, then withdrew with a click.

“All done,” the vet said. “Want to verify?”

She passed the scanner to Madame, who pressed it gently against the fresh insertion site. A soft beep.

Rusty – Owner: Madame Lys. Address: … .

“Perfect,” she said.

But the vet wasn’t finished.

“I’ve got something else for the ID mark,” she said, lifting a small metal block from a sterile container. It was a custom stamping device - about the width of two fingers, its face studded with tiny raised pins forming a series of numbers. Fifteen digits. The microchip ID.

The vet dipped the pins into a black antiseptic ink pad, then looked to Madame.

“Inner left thigh?”

Madame nodded.

“Bottoms off,” she said, and Rusty obeyed.

The vet lined up the block with careful precision on his skin - high on the thigh, almost at the crease. Somewhere it could be hidden. But also somewhere he would always feel it.

“This won’t be elegant,” she said, “but it will hold.”

She pressed the block down - slow, firm, steady. The pins bit into the skin, not deeply, but enough to make him wince, to mark. Ink spread in perfect sequence.

She held it there.

Then pulled away.

Fifteen digits. A quiet, clinical tattoo. Not flamboyant. Not decorative.

Just a number.

A registration.

Madame leaned down, brushing her thumb across the fresh mark, smearing a little ink.

“Now,” she said softly, “you are mine in record, in flesh, and in lawless spirit.”

Rusty trembled.

The vet applied ointment, bandaged the spot gently.

“All done,” she said. “It’ll heal clean. Leave it covered a few days.”

Madame extended a gloved hand. “As always. Impeccable.”

The vet smiled. “Send me photos when he earns his tag upgrades.”

“We’ll be back,” Madame said. Then she turned to Rusty.

“Back in the crate, pet.”

He obeyed without hesitation.

And this time, when the door latched shut around him - he didn’t feel caged.

He felt kept.

The Suggestion

The vet peeled off her gloves and tossed them into a bin. The sterile room was quiet now - only the hum of the overhead light, the lingering scent of ink and antiseptic, the weight of what had just happened still hanging in the air.

Rusty lay on the padded table, legs slightly parted, the bandage snug on his inner thigh. The tag with his numeric ID still gleamed faintly through the gauze. His collar itched with awareness. His cock throbbed inside the leather pants, hard again, impossibly, even after all of it.

The vet glanced at Madame Lys, tilting her head.

“You know,” she said casually, “now that you’re here… and my evening’s gone anyway… I have to ask.”

Madame raised an eyebrow.

“Were you planning on letting Rusty breed?”

Rusty’s heart skipped.

There was a pause - sharp and sudden.

“No,” Madame said immediately. Calm, but definitive. “Absolutely not. He’s not being trained for anything so… base.”

The vet smiled. “Well. In that case… there’s something we can do about that.”

She said it like an offer. Not rushed. Not insistent. Just a professional suggestion, as though she were talking about a booster shot or deworming a pet.

Rusty felt the blood rush to his face.

Still prone on the table, he couldn’t move. Couldn’t speak. But his breath quickened. He was hearing everything.

Madame turned and looked at him.

Long.

Measured.

Not with disgust.

But with calculation.

The air in the room changed.

Rusty’s chest rose and fell. His hands clenched the padded table.

The image lodged itself deep in his mind - not as a fantasy, but as a possibility. A future his Mistress could claim if she chose. No protest would stop her. Not in this world they’d built.

He was relieved.

Deeply.

But also… shaken.

A tremor of fear - honest, electric, real - threaded beneath the arousal still simmering in his belly. That this kind of power had shifted so fully into her hands.

He was not only wearing her name now.

He was living at the edge of her decisions.

The vet paused, then added gently, “If you’re not planning to breed him - and if you’re overwhelmed, which is completely valid - it’s the responsible choice. For both of you.”

“Would it change his personality?” Madame asked, quietly.

“No,” the vet said gently. “He’ll still be Rusty. Just a bit less... distracted. A bit more trainable.”

Madame glanced back at Rusty, sitting to attention and listening with held breath, then exhaled. “Yes. Let’s do it.”

* * *

The room had gone very still.

The vet had stepped away, leaving them alone with the quiet hum of the fluorescent lights and the faint scent of antiseptic. Rusty lay on the padded table, still on his stomach, head turned toward Madame Lys. His breath was shallow. His fingers trembled faintly at the edge of the sheet.

Madame stood by the window, gloved hands folded behind her back. She didn’t speak for a long time.

When she finally turned, her gaze was calm - unreadable.

“The vet’s suggestion is… unexpected,” she said softly. “But not unconsidered.”

Rusty’s mouth went dry.

Madame stepped closer, stopping at the edge of the table. She looked down at him - not with cruelty, but with something colder. Something clear.

“You’ve given me obedience,” she said. “Devotion. Even your pleasure. You’ve knelt and crawled and begged, and I’ve reshaped you in the image I want.”

She reached out and let her fingers rest lightly on the tag at his collar. It swayed gently.

“But you’re still tethered to what you were. That root of male self-importance. The idea that, somewhere deep down, your cock is still yours.”

Her thumb brushed just beneath his ear.

“I’ve decided that ends today.”

Rusty swallowed. His whole body tensed.

“I’m your owner, Rusty. That’s not a game. That’s not a scene. It’s a fact. And as your owner, I take responsibility for your long-term needs.”

She crouched slightly, bringing her face level with his.

“This isn’t punishment,” she said. “It’s caretaking.”

Then softer:

“It will be better this way. For both of us.”

Rusty opened his mouth. No words came out.

His heart pounded.

She leaned in and kissed the crown of his head.

“You will wake up changed. And you will thank me.”

Then she straightened, gave the smallest nod toward the closed door.

“I’ll inform the vet. She’s prepared.”

As she walked away, her heels clicking softly against the tile, Rusty lay frozen.

Scared.

Thrilled.

And more deeply owned than ever.

They went into the back of the practice. The surgical suite was bright, sterile, and smelled faintly of antiseptic and latex. Madame Lys had never seen the back rooms before - just glimpses through swinging doors. Now she was standing beside an operating table, heart quietly thudding, Rusty’s leash looped loosely around her wrist.

The vet stepped into the suite in scrubs, her voice steady and warm. “You’re welcome to stay if you like. We’ll sedate him first, then prep for surgery. It’s straightforward, but I’ll talk you through it.”

Madame Lys nodded, grateful. “I want to stay.”

Rusty was guided gently to the padded metal table. The nurse clipped his fur near the thigh and inserted a small IV catheter. He barely flinched. Madame Lys rested a hand on his chest, murmuring softly.

The room was dim now, lights lowered.

The vet returned in silence, her scrubs fresh, her hands gloved. She wheeled in a small tray of instruments - neat, minimal, all perfectly arranged. A syringe, already drawn. Gauze. Saline. A soft cloth folded over the metal edge.

Rusty lay on the table, stripped down and still. His heart thudded in his chest, every beat echoing in his ears.

She gave him a soft, professional smile as she approached.

“No need to worry,” she said gently. “This part will be easy.”

She didn’t call him Pete. She didn’t ask him to confirm his name, or age, or consent. She moved around him the way a vet would with a kennel-trained animal - experienced, kind, and fully in charge.

She swabbed the inside of his arm with antiseptic.

The sting of the alcohol made him flinch. She pressed down on his wrist with her free hand, not roughly - just enough to say: Still now.

“There’s my good boy,” she murmured.

The words didn’t sound ironic.

They landed in him like a stone dropped into deep water.

He blinked up at her.

She offered a small smile.

“You’ll be asleep in ten seconds,” she said. “When you wake up, it’ll all be over. Everything taken care of.”

He nodded - barely. His lips parted, but he didn’t speak.

There was nothing left to say.

The needle slid in. Cold at first.

Then the warm rush.

His chest grew heavy. Limbs dulled. Breath slowed.

And as the room began to blur and tilt -

He heard her one last time, soft and distant.

“Good boy.”

Rusty’s breathing slowed. His head drooped onto the table. His limbs relaxed, the tension melting from his massive frame. Madame kept one hand on his shoulder, marveling at how quickly the restlessness faded into stillness.

Darkness folded over him like a blanket.

“He’s under,” the vet confirmed, checking his vitals. “Now we’ll intubate - give him a steady oxygen flow mixed with gas anesthetic to keep him under during the procedure.”

With practiced hands, the nurse inserted a breathing tube. Rusty’s chest rose and fell in rhythmic, machine-assisted motion. The vet adjusted monitors: heart rate, oxygen saturation, body temperature.

“We shave and sterilize the area,” she continued. “In males, neutering is technically an orchiectomy - removal of the testicles. It’s quick, but delicate.”

Madame Lys watched as the surgical area was shaved, cleaned, and draped in blue cloths to maintain a sterile field. The vet donned fresh gloves, then made a precise incision in the skin.

“Each testicle is enclosed in a fibrous sheath,” she explained, her voice calm and steady. “We gently expose it, clamp the spermatic cord, ligate the blood vessels, and remove the tissue. It’s important to tie off everything cleanly - we don’t want post-op bleeding.”

With meticulous, efficient movements, she clamped, cut, and tied. One testicle, then the other.

It wasn’t gruesome - in fact, it was strangely beautiful in its precision. Each step had purpose. Each motion, care.

The vet placed the removed tissue in a stainless steel tray, then closed the incision with a layer of dissolvable sutures beneath the skin, followed by a neat row of external stitches.

“No external bleeding,” she said, inspecting the site. “Everything looks good. He’ll be sore, but we’ll give him pain meds and a recovery plan. Stitches out in ten to twelve days.”

Rusty remained peacefully unconscious, his face slack, breath even.

Madame Lys ran her fingers gently across his paw. “He looks so… peaceful.”

“He’ll wake up groggy, but no worse for wear,” the vet said with a smile. “And over the next few weeks, you’ll probably see some changes.”

Madame nodded slowly. “Thank you. For letting me stay.”

“Most people don’t want to see,” the vet replied. “But I think it helps - understanding what we do and why.”

Madame Lys looked at Rusty, lying so still under the soft whir of the machines.

The Change

Rusty woke in silence.

No hum of the city. No leash tugging at his collar. No Madame’s voice in his ear.

Just sterile stillness. Dim light filtered through a frosted window. A faint antiseptic scent hung in the air - clinical, unmistakable. Beneath him, clean cotton sheets. A thin blanket tucked loosely across his hips.

He blinked slowly. His head was fogged.

Then the ache bloomed.

Low. Deep. Not sharp, but unmistakable. A pressure in his pelvis, raw and foreign. He inhaled sharply and shifted his legs - felt tightness, then restraint.

A strap across his thighs.

Another around his chest.

Secured.

His heart began to pound.

His eyes dropped, and the truth settled into him - not in words, but in sensation.

Something was different.

Something was missing.

He didn’t need to look beneath the blanket to know.

It had happened.

She had done it.

A soft knock interrupted the silence.

The door creaked open.

Madame Lys stepped inside, calm as ever, dressed in a dark turtleneck and a long wool coat. She looked like she'd just come from a gallery opening. Her gloves were tucked into her pocket. Her hair was pinned high.

She came to the side of the bed and looked down at him.

“Awake,” she said softly.

Rusty couldn’t speak yet.

“I stayed last night,” she continued. “The vet wanted to keep you sedated until morning. It was cleaner that way. Quieter.”

Her hand brushed his forehead. Cool. Possessive.

“You were brave,” she said. “Even if you didn’t know it was coming.”

His throat tightened.

“You don’t need to thank me,” she added. “This wasn’t for you. It was for your purpose.”

She reached into her coat pocket and pulled out a tag.

The same as before - Rusty - but now beneath it: a small engraved addition.

“Altered. Owned.”

She clipped it to his collar.

The sound made his skin crawl with heat and disbelief.

“I’ll unstrap you now,” she said, “but you will not touch yourself. Not out of habit. Not out of mourning. That part of you belongs to me now - in memory, in absence.”

She undid the buckles one by one. He didn’t move.

“Your training will continue,” she said as she stood. “Differently now. Better. Without distraction.”

Still he said nothing.

She turned at the door.

“I know this is hard to process. You may feel grief. Rage. Even shame. Let it come.”

Then she smiled - small, knowing, serene.

“And when you’re ready to kneel again, you’ll realize what you’ve become.”

She left him alone.

Rusty lay back.

The tag at his throat clicked softly when he breathed.

And inside, beneath the loss, beneath the strange hollow stillness of his body - there was something else rising:

Awe.

Terror.

Devotion.

What Remains

The clinic was still.

It was mid-morning now, sunlight diffused through gauzy curtains. The air smelled faintly of iodine, fabric softener, and something floral - probably from the vet’s diffuser.

Rusty sat on the edge of the bed, legs slightly apart, the blanket pooled around his waist. The residual dizziness from the sedation had mostly passed. His body still ached, deep and low, but the pain was clean. Controlled. He could feel every inch of himself now - and what wasn’t there.

He pulled back the blanket.

Slowly.

Deliberately.

His shirt was gone. So were the leather pants. The collar, of course, remained - still warm against his neck, the new tag brushing softly against his chest.

His eyes dropped to the space between his thighs.

His breath caught.

Where once there had been shape and weight and vulnerability, now there was… smoothness. A flatness that defied memory. The vet had been precise. Ruthless in her skill.

The scar was fine, near invisible already - tucked in beneath where his scrotum had once hung. But the scrotum itself was gone, or nearly so. The skin had been excised and drawn up tight in the suturing, leaving a seamless curve beneath his shaft, which now rested limply above the sutured line, caged in emptiness.

It was clean.

Final.

Reduced.

His hand hovered over it - then slowly, hesitantly, brushed the skin.

It felt alien. He didn’t recoil, but he flinched. His breath trembled. There was no pain. Just the strangeness of knowing this body no longer matched the one he remembered. Not quite.

He reached further - to his inner thigh.

Pulled aside the gauze.

The tattoo had taken well: fifteen digits, sharp and stark in crisp black ink, spaced across the tender skin like the serial number of a device. A product. A possession.

Just above it, he pressed a finger to the base of his neck, just under the skin - feeling for the chip.

There it was.

Hard.

Small.

Permanent.

His name was in her registry now. His ID was on his skin. His manhood - such as it had ever been - was gone.

And yet.

He felt no emptiness.

Only stillness.

He belonged.

Belle returned mid-morning with a folded set of clothes: loose sweatpants, no underwear, a soft oversized hoodie. She said nothing. Only helped him dress, gently, like someone tending to a wounded animal with dignity.

Outside, Madame’s SUV waited.

He didn’t walk to it - he crawled. Of his own accord. The leash was clipped again. The crate in the back was open.

He climbed in.

The door shut behind him.

The drive home was quiet.

Madame and Belle spoke in low tones in the front. Rusty lay curled in the crate, the tag at his throat ticking softly with every bump in the road. His hands rested near his thighs, but not on them. He no longer felt ownership of what lay beneath the waistband.

He was not aroused.

He was not broken.

He was changed.

Fully.

Finally.

When they reached the townhouse, Madame didn’t speak. She opened the crate. Took his leash. Led him inside on all fours.

No praise. No pity.

Only acceptance.

At the edge of her bedroom door, the dog bed waited - fluffed, warm, familiar.

She gestured.

“Rest, Rusty.”

He curled down into the cushions.

The collar settled beneath his cheek.

And for the first time since the procedure, he slept.

Not as a boy.

But as hers.

Reassignment

The next morning, the sun rose behind a veil of grey cloud. A soft London drizzle slicked the townhouse windows. Rusty stirred on his bed - his bed now being a thick dog cushion laid just outside Madame’s door, where he’d slept every night since returning from the clinic.

He moved slowly, cautiously.

His body still felt unfamiliar.

Not wounded - healed, already. But different.

Lighter.

Streamlined.

His pants hung slightly looser now. There was simply… less of him beneath the fabric. Every step he took reminded him of that: the new smoothness, the absence of sway, the subtle tug of the tag bouncing from his collar. A body redesigned not for pleasure, but for purpose.

He crawled into the main room as instructed.

Belle was already waiting, seated in her usual place - cross-legged on a low cushion, a porcelain bowl in her lap. She gave Rusty a quiet nod, then set the bowl on the floor in front of him.

Water. Fresh. Clean. He drank.

Moments later, Madame entered.

She wore riding pants and a crisp blouse, her boots polished to a mirror sheen. Her expression was unreadable, but her energy had changed.

Before, she had trained him.

Now, she was deploying him.

She circled once.

Then spoke.

“You are no longer being corrected,” she said. “You are being put to use.”

She handed Belle a folded piece of paper.

Belle rose and read aloud:

Rusty. Property of Madame Lys. Status: altered. Function: domestic companion, object of display, source of affection and discipline. No longer male. No longer seeking. No longer in question.

Madame took the paper back, folded it crisply.

“This is your designation,” she said. “It will be kept on file.”

Rusty’s mouth was dry.

But his chest swelled.

Madame stepped closer. Her fingers stroked the collar.

“You were once curious. Then compliant. Then mine. Now you are what I’ve made of you - finished.”

She crouched beside him and lifted his chin.

“You do not need to want. You do not need to know what’s next. You only need to be.”

He nodded, slowly.

Her fingers grazed the back of his neck - right where the chip rested.

Then lower, to his thigh. Her thumb brushed across the tattooed numbers.

Then lower still, a soft press against the fabric of his pants - where once there had been pride, now silence.

“You’re perfect,” she whispered.

Then she stood.

“Today we begin your next stage,” she said. “You’ll greet guests. Serve wine. Be admired.”

Rusty’s throat tightened.

“Object. Pet. Servant.”

She smiled faintly.

“And in time… beloved.”

The Return

The train ride home was uneventful.

The same route he’d taken a hundred times before. Same grey buildings, same blinking advertisements along the tunnels, same hum of anonymous city life.

But this time, Pete didn’t ride it.

Rusty did.

He wore a simple hoodie and joggers - civilian camouflage - but underneath, the collar remained. Still locked. Still bearing the weight of his name, of Madame Lys’s ownership. The tag tapped gently against the zipper with each stop and start.

He kept his hood up. Not to hide, but to contain.

When he unlocked the door to his flat, everything was where he’d left it.

Books on the desk. Lecture notes, a half-drunk bottle of wine, his sociology textbook facedown beside his bed. It could have been a month ago. A year. A lifetime.

He stepped inside quietly.

No music. No Mistress. No leash. Just him - and the walls that had once held his old life.

He moved slowly through the space, touching nothing.

The bathroom mirror showed him a stranger. Not in the face - his features hadn’t changed. But the posture. The gaze.

He pulled off his hoodie.

The collar gleamed beneath.

The tag swung.

Rusty. Altered. Owned.

He looked down, then slowly undid the waistband of his joggers. Slid them down.

There, in the soft light, was the smoothness he was still getting used to. The scar barely visible now. The flatness still surreal. His body no longer defined by what it could do or offer.

He reached for his thigh. Ran two fingers across the tattoo. Fifteen digits, black and clean.

His number.

His truth.

Eight weeks ago, he had been curious. Lonely. Online, half-lost in threads and stories, reading tales he couldn’t quite imagine for himself.

And now -

Now, he was changed.

Finished, as Madame had said.

His cock would never swell again.

His voice, when he spoke his own name, now sounded foreign.

He belonged to someone else. Not just in contract or collar. But in purpose. In form.

He sat on the edge of his bed. Looked at the old life around him.

And felt the quiet realization settle in:

There was no way back.

He didn’t want one.

A Familiar Face

The university halls smelled the same - floor polish, paper, old heat radiators. Students shuffled past, headphones in, coffees in hand, all wrapped in the illusion of urgency and meaning.

Rusty moved among them like a shadow.

His hoodie was zipped high, collar hidden but felt - the way a scar is felt, even when healed. His body was lighter now, not just from muscle lost but from the absence of what had once dangled between his legs. He walked differently. Stood differently. Not shy.

Reduced.

Refined.

He sat in the back of a lecture on power and social order. The irony wasn’t lost on him. He took notes. Answered a question. No one commented on his quietness, his strange stillness.

But in the café afterward - there, everything shifted.

He sat alone, sipping black coffee, scrolling absently through unread messages when a voice floated to him over the hum of conversation.

“Well, well. If it isn’t Rusty.”

His breath caught before he looked up.

Sophie.

That black bob. Those sharp eyes. Her casual, disarming grin. She slid into the seat across from him before he could respond.

“You’re not hiding it well, you know,” she said, nodding toward his collar.

He glanced down. The tag had slipped forward slightly from under his hoodie. She reached forward before he could tuck it away, fingers brushing the steel, tilting it so she could read.

“Altered. Owned.”

She whistled low. “Damn.”

Rusty swallowed. Her eyes met his - curious, amused, and interested.

“Want to tell me what that means?” she asked. “Or should I guess?”

He hesitated. Then nodded.

She leaned in.

“Go on, Rusty. I’m listening.”

So he told her.

Quietly, at first. Then with more steadiness, because she didn’t flinch.

“I guess it started eight weeks ago. I was bored. Lonely. Just scrolling through subreddits and message boards, looking for… something. I didn’t even know what. Something real. Something raw. And then I found her post. Madame Lys. Just a few words. But it hit me like a hook in the chest.”

He paused. Sophie didn’t move.

“I thought I was just exploring. You know, curiosity. Maybe a session or two. But from the first time I walked into that studio, I was hers. I didn’t understand it yet. But I was already folding.”

He looked down, let the tag on the collar sway forward, then looked back up.

“She started with control. Collars. Rituals. Obedience. Then the cage. First a week. Then two. Then six. No release. No touching. Just ache. Constant ache.”

Sophie’s eyes flicked to my collar. “And that tag?”

Rusty nodded. “Came later. After I signed. She gave me a contract. Told me I wouldn’t read it. That my signature meant I was done choosing. That I belonged to her. I signed. I wanted it.”

His voice dropped.

“She had me chipped.”

“Wait - chipped?” Sophie blinked.

“Yeah. A microchip. Like a pet. Implanted between my shoulders. Scanner pulls up my ID, her name, her studio address. It’s real. And then she tattooed the same ID on my thigh. Right here - ” He tapped the spot through his pants, high on the inside of his leg. “Fifteen digits. Permanent.”

Sophie’s lips parted, her tongue touching the edge of her front teeth. “Jesus.”

Rusty continued. He wasn’t hiding anymore.

“I thought that was the end of it. I was locked, leashed, collared. I’d pissed in her garden, eaten from bowls, slept on a cushion outside her door. I thought I’d reached the edge.”

Rusty looked away, toward the window. The light was softer now, but the memory felt sharp.

“But then at the vet… after I’d been chipped and tattooed, the vet looked at her and said, ‘Were you planning on letting him breed?’”

Sophie’s eyes widened slightly.

“I felt this… freeze inside me. Like part of me wanted to run. But the bigger part - the part she owns - it leaned forward. It listened.”

He laughed once, bitter and breathless. “I didn’t think she’d say yes. Not Madame. But she didn’t say no either. Not at first.”

He met Sophie’s gaze again. “That moment - those five seconds - changed me. More than the surgery itself. She looked at me, and I saw her consider it. Not casually. Deeply. Carefully. Like she was thinking about pruning a tree.”

“And then?” Sophie asked softly.

“She told the vet yes. That it was the right path.”

He took another breath.

“When I woke up the next morning, it was done. Not just neutered. Reduced. She had the vet remove almost everything. There’s no sac. Just… smoothness. Nothing but a scar tucked under where I used to hang.”

Sophie blinked. Her eyes dropped - low, like she was seeing it, feeling it.

“How did it feel?”

“Like I’d fallen off the map. Like I’d left the human world and crossed into something else. I wasn’t just owned - I was formatted. I was made for her hands. Her needs. Her control.”

He. looked at her, really looked at her.

“I’m not Pete anymore. I’m Rusty. Her pet. Her property. Marked, numbered, altered. And I’m scared. A lot. But more than anything - I’m relieved. Because the voice that used to ask ‘Who am I?’ is gone. She answered it for me.”

Sophie exhaled slowly, watching me with an intensity I’d never felt from anyone before.

Then she smiled. But it wasn’t teasing anymore.

It was curious.

Hungry.

Interested.

“You’re the strangest, most beautiful thing I’ve ever seen,” she whispered.

And Rusty didn’t know if that made him want to run -

Or kneel.

She just watched him - head tilted slightly, breath low and steady, her eyes roaming his face like she was seeing not just a man but the outline of a story she very much wanted to keep reading.

Rusty sat still, his hands folded in his lap, shoulders relaxed, gaze low - not from shame, but reverence. His collar glinted against the café’s soft light. The tag still visible beneath the open collar of his hoodie: Rusty. Altered. Owned.

Sophie finally moved.

She stood, slowly. Slid her bag onto her shoulder.

Rusty looked up to say something - anything - but she stepped around the table and leaned down over him before he could speak.

And kissed him.

Deep.

Wet.

Dominant.

Her tongue slid into his mouth, exploring, deliberate. Her fingers curled into the back of his neck, right under the collar. She kissed like someone who didn’t ask. Who took. And Rusty let her. Melted into her breath, her taste, the pressure of her body against his. His caged cock surged helplessly in its confines.

She pulled back only after long seconds. Breathless. Flushed.

Then her fingers slid from his neck into his hair.

She gave him a gentle, firm pat.

“Good boy,” she murmured.

Then she turned and walked away.

Rusty sat frozen.

Throat dry.

Skin burning.

She didn’t look back.

And he didn’t need her to.

Deeper Still

Sophie’s kiss lingered for days.

Not just on Rusty’s lips, but in his mind - in the corners of his thoughts where pleasure and fear intertwined. She’d touched him like she already knew the shape of his surrender. Called him Rusty with casual certainty. Patted his head like it was hers to claim.

And she hadn’t looked back.

It rattled him - in the best way.

But he didn’t text her. Didn’t chase.

Because his place wasn’t with Sophie.

It was under Madame.

He returned to the townhouse three days later. Crawled through the front door on command. Naked but for his collar and the soft leash clipped to it. The familiar scent of polished wood, candle wax, and leather filled his lungs like oxygen.

His cage in the corner had been cleaned.

His cushion beside Madame’s bedroom had been fluffed.

Belle was waiting.

So was Madame.

They said nothing as he entered. Just a glance from her, a tug from Belle, and he was kneeling again.

The training resumed without ceremony.

The next weeks passed in ritual.

Days blurred.

He spent long hours in silence - blindfolded, hands bound, made to hold poses until his muscles shook. Other days, he was spoken to nonstop, made to repeat words back in whisper-soft mantras:

I am hers. I am not a man. I am a pet. I am Rusty. She decides.

He was taught to serve wine - on his knees, arms raised, without spilling a drop.

He was taught to sit still for grooming, to kneel in display posture for inspection, to lower his eyes precisely when spoken to.

There were evenings he spent in her lap, resting his head against her thigh while she read, one hand occasionally drifting down to stroke his collar or his bare, altered thigh. Never to touch him sexually - never again for that. But always possessively. As if tracing the contours of her design.

The cage he once wore for training was no longer needed.

He never got hard now.

He never could.

And that - somehow - made the training cleaner. Simpler. There was no arousal to reward or punish. There was only obedience. Alignment. Devotion.

One evening, as Madame adjusted his collar buckle after polishing the tag, she said softly:

“You’re quieter now.”

He nodded, not speaking.

“You used to hold back,” she added. “Now, there’s nothing to hold.”

She stepped back and examined him in the soft firelight.

“You’re becoming exactly what I imagined.”

And Rusty, on his knees, naked and marked, didn’t feel pride.

He felt peace.

On Display

Madame Lys didn’t tell Rusty where they were going.

She dressed him with care - tight black jeans, no underwear, the soft press of his altered body made all the more apparent by the fit. A sleeveless black shirt clung to his frame, low at the neckline to reveal the collar. The tag swung forward as always: Rusty. Altered. Owned.

She applied a touch of concealer beneath his eyes, combed his hair back, adjusted his collar with precise fingers.

Then clipped the leash.

“You’ll be silent unless told otherwise,” she said. “And you will keep your eyes down unless I ask you to lift them.”

“Yes, Madame.”

“Good boy.”

They took the train downtown - standing room only. Rusty remained close to her hip, the leash wrapped around her hand. No one said anything, but he felt eyes on him. The collar. The tag. The way he walked half a step behind her, never ahead. The way he didn’t make eye contact with anyone.

It wasn’t shame anymore.

It was structure.

When they emerged into the city evening, neon signs lit the wet pavement. The tattoo parlour was tucked between a vintage bookstore and a ramen bar. Its windows were darkened, a single red light glowing above the door.

Madame knocked once.

The door opened.

A woman appeared - tall, broad-shouldered, her arms sleeved in black-and-white ink. She wore low-slung leather pants and a cropped tank, a single ring piercing her lower lip. Her smile bloomed instantly when she saw Madame.

“Lys,” she breathed, and pulled her into a tight, body-close hug.

It wasn’t polite.

It was familiar. Lingering. The kind of embrace that said everything without needing to speak.

Rusty kept his eyes down.

“I’ve been waiting,” the woman murmured, pulling back slightly, then kissing Madame’s cheek. “You never said when.”

Madame smiled faintly. “I like to let things mature before I show them off.”

The woman’s gaze dropped. Her eyes ran over Rusty - slow, thorough. She circled him once, not speaking to him, just looking.

“Well,” she said at last. “So this is the one.”

Madame nodded.

“He doesn’t speak?” the woman asked.

“Only when I allow it,” Madame replied.

Rusty stayed still. Breathing shallow. Aware of the heat rising under his skin.

“I’ve heard about the training,” the woman continued, her voice smooth, amused. “Tattooed. Chipped. Cut. All yours.”

“He needed purpose,” Madame said. “Now he has none of his own.”

The woman made a soft sound of appreciation and stepped close to Rusty again - this time lifting the edge of his shirt to reveal the faint numbers tattooed on his inner thigh. She didn’t ask. Just touched.

“Clean work,” she said. “Elegant. I like when you take your time with them.”

Rusty exhaled, barely.

The woman let the shirt fall. Turned back to Madame.

“Drink first, or business?”

“Business,” Madame said. “But not for pain today. Just something symbolic.”

The woman raised an eyebrow. “Mm. Decorative.”

“No. Identifying.”

The woman grinned. “Even better.”

She turned on her heel and disappeared into the back room.

Madame stroked Rusty’s head once, gently.

“She likes her work,” she said quietly. “And I like how you look when you’re being discussed.”

Rusty said nothing.

There was nothing to say.

He was there to be shown.

To be marked.

The Mark

The tattooist - her name was Vega - returned with gloves already on, a silver tray in hand. On it: black ink, red ink, needles laid in precise rows, and a fresh stencil, its outline sharp against translucent paper.

She didn’t look at Rusty when she spoke.

“Left arm?”

Madame nodded. “Outer bicep.”

Vega gestured toward the leather chair in the center of the room.

Rusty stepped forward without being told.

He stripped off the sleeveless shirt and set it aside, the tag on his collar clinking softly as it fell back against his chest. Then he lowered himself into the chair, arm offered.

The position was ordinary - human.

But the meaning of what he was about to receive was anything but.

Vega swabbed the skin, silent and efficient.

Then she pressed the stencil into place.

Rusty turned his head and saw it: the familiar male symbol - circle, arrow.

But slashed through diagonally in bold, crimson red.

Not stylized. Not abstract.

Struck through.

Anyone who knew the symbol would know.

This wasn’t decoration.

This was definition.

Vega turned on the machine. The quiet buzz filled the room like electricity. She dipped the needle in the black ink first.

Rusty clenched his fingers.

Not in fear.

But in preparation.

Madame stood just behind him, one hand resting on his bare shoulder.

“Breathe,” she said softly. “Take it.”

The first touch of the needle burned.

Sharp. Immediate.

But purposeful.

She traced the male symbol first - clean, bold, pure black. It took only minutes. Rusty stayed perfectly still, jaw tight, eyes forward.

Then came the red.

A thicker needle.

A heavier stroke.

The diagonal slash came last - deep, vivid, slashed across the black with unmistakable force. It bled slightly. Vega wiped it clean. Then wiped again.

When it was finished, she stepped back and set the machine down.

“Done.”

Rusty looked.

The male symbol.

Voided.

Canceled.

Corrected.

The skin around it already pink and inflamed. The message, however, was unmistakable.

Madame stepped around to admire it.

She didn’t smile. Not exactly.

But something in her eyes softened.

She touched the edge of the fresh tattoo with her gloved fingertips.

“You’ll wear this forever,” she murmured. “Not for me. For the world.”

Rusty didn’t answer.

But his body answered for him.

Still.

Exposed.

Marked.

“Cover it,” Vega said. “It’ll peel in a few days. Keep it clean.”

She began to wrap the arm gently in gauze and plastic film.

Madame watched the whole time.

When Vega finished, she looked to Lys.

“Anything else?”

“Not tonight,” Madame said. “He’s full.”

Then, after a beat:

“But I’ll be back.”

Invitation

The weather was warm again.

Not quite summer, but enough to bring out short sleeves and sandals, the campus green dotted with students sprawled on blankets and benches. Rusty walked across the quad with his messenger bag slung low, his arms bare.

He didn’t hide the tattoo.

Left bicep. Stark black male symbol, slashed clean through with vivid, unignorable red.

He’d healed fast. Vega’s work had set well.

There had been looks, yes. And whispers. But no one asked. Not out loud.

Except her.

Sophie found him outside the café, tucked into a shaded bench with a coffee and his course reader. Her shadow stretched across the page before she sat beside him like she always belonged there.

She didn’t greet him. Didn’t mention the kiss.

Just glanced at his arm. Tilted her head.

Then looked forward again.

“I’ve been thinking,” she said after a beat.

He didn’t speak. Waited.

“I’d like to meet her. Your mistress.”

Rusty’s breath caught.

She didn’t look at him.

“Just curious,” she added. “You speak about her like a religion.”

Still no mention of the kiss.

He nodded slowly. “I… I can ask.”

“Do,” Sophie said.

Then she stood and walked away.

Just like before.

That evening, the townhouse was quiet when he arrived. Candlelight spilled through the open windows. Belle let him in, took his leash, wordless.

Madame was waiting in the main room, seated on the low velvet chaise, hair swept back, hands gloved. She was reviewing a small stack of photos - something printed, glossy.

Rusty crawled to the base of the chaise and knelt.

She glanced at him once, then back at the photos.

“Yes?”

He swallowed. “Permission to speak, Madame.”

She gestured with two fingers.

“There’s… someone,” he said. “A girl. From college. Sophie.”

Madame didn’t look up.

“I had a crush on her. Before all this. For years.”

Her head tilted slightly. Not quite judgment - just curiosity.

“She saw me. She’s… seen me like this. She kissed me, once. Before I could stop her.”

That made Madame look at him. Sharp, direct.

“But I didn’t ask for it,” he said quickly. “I didn’t act. I told her I belonged to you.”

Madame leaned forward slightly.

“And now?”

“She wants to meet you. I don’t know why.”

Silence stretched.

Then Madame smiled - slow, deliberate.

“Of course she does.”

She set the photos down and stood, moving toward him.

“You will bring her. Next week. I’ll be the one to decide why.”

Rusty bowed his head.

“Yes, Madame.”

“Good boy.”

Introductions

The townhouse was immaculate.

Low candlelight flickered along the dark wood floors. The scent of polished leather and jasmine oil lingered in the air. Madame Lys stood by the window, back straight, hands gloved in soft black. Rusty knelt beside her - naked but for his collar and tag - head bowed, posture perfect.

Then the bell rang.

Belle opened the door.

And Sophie stepped inside.

She wore a long black coat over casual city clothes - tight jeans, boots, a ribbed turtleneck. But her eyes… her eyes were bright with curiosity, sharp with something more.

Madame stepped forward and extended a hand. Sophie took it.

“You must be the one who kissed my pet,” Madame said, smooth as wine.

Sophie smiled. “I must be.”

Madame didn’t flinch. “Upstairs,” she said, turning to Belle and another girl. “Prepare her.”

Without hesitation, the two subs took Sophie’s coat and guided her wordlessly up the staircase.

Sophie went without protest.

Rusty didn’t move.

He didn’t know what to feel.

Panic? Awe? Longing?

All he could do was breathe, shallow and obedient, and wait.

Madame returned to her seat and crossed one leg over the other. She didn’t speak. Simply rested one hand lightly on Rusty’s head. His place. His quiet.

Time passed.

Long minutes. Then more.

And then - footsteps on the stairs.

Rusty looked up.

And froze.

Sophie descended slowly, a new creature in every way. Her jeans and boots were gone - replaced with a fitted leather skirt, cut to mid-thigh. Lace stockings ran the length of her legs, disappearing into glossy black heels. Her top was sheer lace, low-cut and open-backed, no bra beneath.

Her skin gleamed. Her smile curved.

She looked like she’d stepped out of Madame Lys’s imagination.

And she knew it.

Madame stood and gave her a long, approving once-over.

“Yes,” she said. “Now you look like someone I’d talk to.”

Sophie laughed - a soft, throaty sound. She came forward and sat on the chaise opposite Madame, legs crossed, eyes flicking briefly down to Rusty, who was still kneeling at Madame’s feet.

“Is he always this still?” she asked.

Madame smiled. “When he’s well-trained.”

Sophie’s gaze lingered on him. “He said you chipped him. Tattooed him.”

“And more,” Madame said.

Sophie tilted her head. “Tell me.”

So Madame did.

Rusty stayed silent as they spoke over him, around him.

Madame described his induction. His surrender. The cage. The bowls. The collar.

Then the operation.

Sophie listened closely, no mockery in her eyes. Only fascination.

“He really let you?” she asked.

Madame leaned back slightly. “He begged me to own him fully. I simply finished what he couldn’t imagine himself asking for.”

Sophie’s eyes dropped to Rusty’s thigh, where the tattoo lay just out of sight beneath his kneeling frame.

“May I see?”

Madame nodded.

“Pet,” she said.

Rusty shifted, slowly turning, exposing the tattoo - black male symbol, red line slashed clean through.

Sophie leaned in, her breath just audible.

“Fuck,” she whispered.

She sat back.

“You remade him.”

Madame smiled faintly.

“No,” she said. “He remade himself. I simply gave him the mirror.”

They sipped wine.

And Rusty knelt there, marked, altered, collared - spoken of like a sculpture, a story, a thing.

And he’d never felt more seen.

Obedience

The evening air was cool, scented faintly with turned soil and blooming jasmine. The garden behind Madame Lys’s townhouse was enclosed in high brick walls, private and silent but for the sound of distant traffic and the occasional bird.

Madame led Rusty by the leash. Sophie followed, her heels soft against the stone steps. She was still dressed in her lace top - bare beneath it - and the leather skirt hugged her hips as she moved. The wind teased the hem as they walked.

They reached the patch of grass beneath the elm tree. Madame stopped.

“You may relieve yourself, Rusty.”

Rusty hesitated.

The grass was damp. The leash tugged lightly. Sophie stood just a few steps away, watching him, arms folded, lips parted in curiosity.

He didn’t move.

“Now,” Madame said, firmer.

Rusty turned away, flushed with heat. Shame surged in him - new again in Sophie’s presence. But he obeyed. Slowly, knees bending, back arched, he crouched.

And did it.

Silence followed. Not mockery. Just acknowledgment.

When he rose, Sophie stepped closer.

“Good boy,” she said, quietly, as if testing the phrase in her mouth.

Then, almost playfully, she took the leash from Madame’s hand.

“Kneel,” she said.

Rusty obeyed.

“Sit.”

He adjusted his posture.

She smiled.

Then she bent down and picked up a tennis ball from the edge of the grass - left there from another session, another day. She showed it to him.

“Fetch.”

Madame raised an eyebrow but said nothing.

Rusty looked to her. Madame gave a subtle nod.

And he crawled after it.

They played. Quietly, rhythmically. Sophie gave commands, and he followed. She praised him in a voice warm with delight. Patted his head. Ran her fingers over his collar.

By the time the stars came out, Rusty’s knees were damp and grass-streaked. His heart was calm. He was glowing with humiliation - and peace.

Back inside, Madame poured one last glass of wine. Sophie stood by the window, still not asking for her coat. Her nipples were visible through the lace. Her stockings had a small run near the knee. Her lipstick had faded.

She looked ravishing.

And ready.

Madame turned to her, calm and deliberate.

“If you want a larger part of this,” she said, “you will also obey me.”

Sophie tilted her head. “Yes, Madame.”

“You will leave now. Dressed exactly as you are. You will not cover yourself. You will walk home.”

There was a pause - tense, but electric.

“Next weekend,” Madame continued, “you will come back. But you will collect Rusty first. You will arrive on foot, and you will bring him to me on your own leash. I trust you know where to buy one.”

Sophie’s lips parted - but she didn’t speak.

“When you return,” Madame said, “you will tell me about your walk home tonight. Every detail.”

Silence.

Then Sophie smiled - just slightly.

And nodded.

Without another word, she turned and walked to the front door.

Rusty watched her go, his chest tight.

The door opened.

Then closed.

And Sophie walked alone into the night.

Leather skirt tight over her hips. Lace blouse revealing every curve. Head held high.

She didn’t look back.

She didn’t cover up.

She obeyed.

The Walk

Rusty’s flat still looked the same. Books on the shelves, old lecture notes on the desk, his bed crisply made. But it didn’t feel like it belonged to him anymore. It was just the holding space between visits to her.

At precisely 3 PM, the buzzer rang.

He opened the door.

And there she was.

Sophie.

Wearing exactly what she’d left in the weekend before: the leather skirt, tight across her hips; the sheer black lace top, no bra underneath; thigh-high stockings, her heels clicking softly on the threshold.

And in her hand: a leash.

Not just any leash.

It was thick black leather, lined with heavy silver studs. The kind meant for control, for declaration. A handle that didn’t ask - it held.

“Ready?” she asked, and stepped inside without waiting.

Rusty nodded, his collar already polished, shirtless as instructed. She reached out, clipped the leash to the ring at his throat, and gave it a gentle tug.

“Let’s go, then.”

They walked through the streets like a tableau come to life.

Sophie didn’t cover herself. Not even a coat.

Heads turned.

Not subtly - openly.

Men stared. Women whispered. A cyclist nearly veered into traffic trying to take it all in. Sophie didn’t flinch. Her skirt rode high with each step, her lace top fluttering just enough to reveal what wasn’t beneath. She held Rusty’s leash with casual pride, her stride calm, heels sharp against the pavement.

Rusty walked a half step behind her, silent, his collar gleaming, leash taut, bare chest catching the afternoon light.

They passed parks, cafés, bus stops.

They were seen.

They were talked about.

And neither of them stopped.

At Madame’s door, Sophie rang the bell once.

Belle opened it and let them in.

Sophie unclipped the leash, coiled it neatly in her hand, and gave Rusty a nod. He dropped to his knees beside Madame’s chaise without a word, folding into his place.

Madame was waiting, dressed in a long black gown, a glass of wine in hand.

“Well,” she said. “Let’s hear it.”

Sophie sat on the edge of the velvet ottoman, legs crossed, the hem of her skirt riding scandalously high. She didn’t adjust it.

“I walked for an hour,” she said. “Through the main roads. Past bars, cafés, rush hour traffic. I knew they were looking. I could feel it - every pair of eyes. Men mostly. A few women too.”

She smiled faintly. “One man stopped walking altogether. Just stood there, staring.”

Madame raised an eyebrow. “And how did that feel?”

“Like a charge in my veins,” Sophie said. “I didn’t cover up. Not once. I didn’t rush.”

She paused. Her smile deepened.

“And when I got home, I realized I’d left without my purse. No keys.”

Madame’s expression sharpened with interest.

“I had to ring my neighbour’s bell. A man. Mid-forties. Usually polite, but never seen me like that.”

She gestured to herself.

“He opened the door, looked me over once, and didn’t say a word. Just stared. Then handed me the keys. His hand was shaking.”

Rusty exhaled slowly at Madame’s feet.

Sophie leaned forward.

“And when I got upstairs… I stripped. Laid on the bed. And came harder than I’ve come in years.”

She looked straight at Madame.

“I haven’t stopped thinking about it since.”

Madame smiled. Not warmly. But approvingly.

“You’ve tasted what it means to relinquish image,” she said. “To wear hunger on the outside.”

Sophie nodded.

“I’m ready for more.”

Madame’s gaze flicked down to Rusty.

“Good,” she said.

“Because so is he.”

Two Collars, One Leash

Madame Lys didn’t announce her decision.

She simply turned to Sophie, one evening after a long walk with Rusty trailing behind on his leash, and said:

“He belongs to us now.”

Sophie didn’t flinch. She just smiled, slow and certain.

“Good.”

From that day on, Rusty served both.

The dynamic was seamless, natural - like the two women had been circling one another all along, waiting for the right moment to step into shared power.

Madame was deliberate, elegant, refined in her control.

Sophie was playful, sharp, and unpredictable - but just as firm.

Rusty responded to both.

He learned to.

Walks became a ritual.

Sometimes it was Sophie who clipped the leash to his collar in the flat and led him into the street, the same black leather strap with silver studs curling tight around her wrist. She still wore revealing clothes when they went out - by command now, not choice.

Madame liked contrast: Sophie in something sheer and confident, Rusty in nothing but a collar and tight jeans, or sometimes just loose shorts and the shirt with Yes, Mistress stretched across the chest.

They made a spectacle.

Deliberately.

They walked him through parks, through narrow streets where cafés hummed with weekend traffic. People stared. Couples paused mid-conversation. No one mistook it for a game.

And when they reached the dog park - *

That* was where it deepened.

Madame took the first turn.

She unclipped Rusty’s leash and guided him through a short series of postures on the grass. Sit. Down. Present. Fetch. Every movement demanded precision. Control. Grace.

Sophie watched, arms crossed, chewing her bottom lip with something like pride.

Then her turn came.

She called Rusty to heel, tossed a ball across the grass, then stopped him mid-crawl.

“Freeze.”

He did.

She walked a slow circle around him.

“Good posture,” she said. “But your knees are too far apart.”

She nudged them inward with the toe of her boot.

Then reached down and scratched him behind the ear.

“Good boy.”

The women spoke more now.

About Rusty, yes - but not only.

They drank wine together in the evenings, while he knelt on the floor beside them, watching the subtle warmth grow between them. Their laughter blended. Their glances deepened. They began to touch one another casually: a hand on a thigh, a brush of fingers along the wrist.

Sophie asked questions.

Madame answered them.

But more and more often, Sophie just acted.

They shared responsibility for feeding him, washing him, inspecting his obedience. One would leash him, the other would guide his hands behind his back and buckle a strap around his wrists.

Rusty began to feel the shape of his new life.

It wasn’t two separate poles.

It was a collar closed tighter.

A home with two voices.

Two eyes watching him.

Two hands claiming him.

And in that doubling of authority, he found something unexpected.

Relief.

He didn’t need to be anyone’s equal.

He only needed to belong.

The Reward

It began without warning.

One evening, after dinner, as the candles flickered low and the music in the background softened to something warm and unintrusive, Madame turned to Sophie and simply said:

“You’ve earned something.”

Sophie raised an eyebrow but said nothing.

Madame gestured to Belle - tall, serene, her hair swept into a high twist. She stood at the edge of the room like an ornament, waiting. At the signal, she stepped forward and offered Sophie her hand.

Madame turned to Rusty.

“You’ll come, too. But you’ll watch.”

Upstairs, the air was different - scented with incense, silk draped over lamps, the lights low and golden. Madame’s bedroom was like a sanctum: heavy curtains, a tall carved headboard, velvet cushions at the foot of the bed.

That’s where Rusty was placed.

At the foot of the bed.

On his knees.

Hands behind his back.

Mouth closed.

Collar locked.

He stayed still as the women moved above him, around him.

Sophie laughed softly as Belle kissed her neck. Madame slipped the lace from Sophie’s shoulders. Fingers brushed skin. Stockings peeled down. Lips parted. Bodies shifted against the silk sheets like liquid, like shadow, like worship.

Three women.

Three.

Their voices low and breathless. Hands trailing across hips. Legs entangled. Tongues tasting.

Rusty’s eyes widened - but he didn’t move.

His cock didn’t respond. It couldn’t. It hadn’t in weeks. But the ache behind his ribs - the longing, the heat, the need - that flared like wildfire through him.

He watched as Madame kissed Sophie with quiet, commanding intensity. He saw Belle’s fingers disappear between thighs. Heard the moans. The gasps. The whispered praise.

His breath grew shallow.

His mouth dry.

He wanted to be touched.

He wanted to be used.

He wanted - so badly -

But he was still.

Neutered.

Empty.

Owned.

And yet - so full of ache he thought he might burst.

When it was over, the women lay tangled in each other, laughing softly, skin gleaming with sweat and satisfaction. Madame turned her head and looked down at Rusty, still kneeling at the end of the bed.

Her voice was a whisper.

“You saw?”

He nodded, lips parted.

“You understand your place?”

Another nod.

“Good,” she said.

Then her eyes closed.

The candlelight flickered against the curve of Sophie’s bare hip.

And Rusty stayed where he was.

Alone in the warmth of their pleasure.

Longing.

But grateful.

Transfer

The weeks passed with quiet discipline.

Rusty trained daily - obedience drills, posture, silent service. Madame and Sophie took turns with him now as naturally as passing a glass of wine. He responded to each with instinct. To Madame: reverence. To Sophie: something more electric - like a tether still warm from old longing, now forged into duty.

And he thrived under them both.

Or so he thought.

Until the evening Sophie asked to speak with Madame alone.

They stood in the garden.

Madame wore her usual leather gloves, her coat open at the collar. Sophie, beside her, more casual - no less composed. They didn’t raise their voices. Rusty couldn’t hear them from the edge of the patio where he was polishing Madame’s boots.

But he felt it.

Something shifting.

When they returned inside, Madame sat. Rusty knelt, as always, head bowed.

She looked at him - not coldly, not even sternly.

Just… clearly.

“Sophie has made a request,” she said.

He looked up slightly, just enough to meet her eyes.

“She wishes to take full ownership of you.”

The words hung in the air like bells.

Rusty’s breath caught.

“She wants you. Not just to train. Not to borrow. To keep.”

He turned, wide-eyed, to Sophie. She stood by the doorway, arms crossed, but her expression was anything but distant.

“I’ve thought about it for weeks,” she said quietly. “Even before… all of this.”

She stepped forward.

“I always liked you, Pete.”

The name hit him like a ghost.

“You never knew. You were too busy pretending to be invisible.”

She smiled, softly. “Now you’re impossible not to see.”

She knelt before him.

“And I want you. Not just as Rusty. Not as a shared thing. I want you as mine. Fully. Forever.”

Rusty’s head spun. The room felt too quiet.

He turned back to Madame.

She nodded once, slowly.

“I agree,” she said. “You were mine to shape. But you were always hers to keep.”

Then, with ritual calm, Madame reached for Rusty’s collar.

Unlocked it.

Removed the tag.

For a moment, he felt naked. Ungrounded.

But then Sophie lifted a new collar from her coat pocket.

Softer leather. Still thick. With a new tag already engraved:

Rusty. Property of S.

She buckled it slowly, precisely, the way Madame once had.

Click.

It locked.

She kissed his forehead.

And everything changed.

Registered Again

The clinic smelled the same as it had weeks ago - clean, cold, impersonal.

Rusty knelt beside Sophie’s boots, the leash clipped to his new collar. Black leather, thinner than Madame's, but no less firm. The tag read simply: Rusty. Property of S.

Madame stood beside them both, composed as ever. She’d dressed plainly today - slacks, a dark coat. She wasn’t here to train. She was here to witness.

The vet welcomed them with a familiar smile. She barely blinked at Rusty’s posture on the floor.

“So,” she said, pulling on her gloves, “we’re transferring ownership?”

“Yes,” Sophie replied calmly.

The vet nodded, businesslike.

“Let’s start with the chip.”

She crouched beside Rusty and pressed the scanner to the back of his neck. A soft beep.

The screen lit up:

Rusty

Species: Human / Companion

Status: Neutered

Chip ID: 529-014-867-92

Owner: Madame Lys, Studio Address

The vet stood.

“I’ll need the new details.”

Sophie handed over a folded sheet of paper - her name, her address, her ID. The vet typed quietly for a moment, the only sound the clicking of keys and the gentle wheeze of the office heater.

Rusty stayed perfectly still.

He wasn’t asked.

He wasn’t meant to be asked.

Like a cat rehomed. A file updated. A record altered.

“Done,” the vet said after a moment. “The chip now reflects Sophie’s ownership. Everything else remains intact - alteration status, tag number, medical history.”

Sophie looked down at him, one hand still loosely holding the leash.

“Good boy,” she murmured.

Madame stepped forward, knelt, and kissed Rusty once on the crown of his head. Her fingers lingered on his cheek for just a moment.

Then she stood.

And walked away.

Outside, the wind had picked up. Sophie led Rusty down the steps by the leash, her heels clicking softly on the concrete.

It was done.

He had been transferred.

His identity - already surrendered - was now encoded, official.

Not just Rusty.

Not just collared.

But owned.

Forever.

No Way Back

It happened faster than he expected.

Sophie didn’t ask him to move in. She simply made it happen.

One morning, she led him to the leasing office of his building, leash in hand, and stood behind him as he filled out the termination notice.

The agent asked, “Moving somewhere new?”

Rusty didn’t speak.

Sophie answered: “Yes. He’s with someone now.”

The woman gave a polite smile, but her eyes lingered on Rusty’s collar. And on the leash.

No more questions.

The next day, a van arrived.

Two movers packed everything Rusty had ever owned - books, clothes, bedding, school papers - into plain cardboard boxes and stacked them neatly in a storage unit across town. Sophie didn’t supervise. She watched from the hallway, arms crossed, making notes on her phone.

When the last box was sealed, she walked back into the flat.

Only a single item remained.

A set of folded clothes - Rusty’s last civilian outfit. Jeans. T-shirt. Underwear.

She looked at him.

“You won’t need these.”

Then she tossed them in a black donation bag.

Rusty stood bare in the middle of the now-empty flat.

The collar around his neck. The tag engraved with her initial.

And nothing else.

Her bedroom was already prepared.

The dog bed had arrived the day before: large, plush, charcoal grey. Set down deliberately beside her own bed - not in a corner, not by the door. Beside.

There was a water bowl, too. And a blanket, folded neatly with a stitched patch in the corner:

R.

Sophie clipped the leash to his collar. Walked him to the cushion.

Then knelt beside him and placed a hand against his chest.

“You’re here now,” she said. “Fully.”

He nodded, eyes wet, throat tight.

“This is what you wanted,” she added. “Not just me. You’ve always wanted me, haven’t you?”

He nodded again, harder this time.

“But not like this,” she said.

And smiled.

“Still, you’re here. With the woman you admired from a distance. The one you dreamed of.”

Her fingers brushed the smooth skin below his navel, down to the place where he’d once carried pride.

“Now I own the part of you you thought would win me. The part you don’t have anymore.”

She leaned close.

“You belong to me because you gave up everything.”

Then she kissed his cheek.

And left him on the bed.

The light clicked off.

And Rusty curled onto the cushion - his cushion - by the bed of the woman he had once longed for.

Only now…

He didn’t sleep beside her.

He slept beneath her.

Skin-Deep

The tattoo studio hadn’t changed.

The same warm, low light. The faint hum of buzzing needles from the back. The scent of ink, antiseptic, and old leather. The same red light above the door, glowing like a secret.

But the energy was different now.

Rusty entered not with Madame Lys, but with Sophie.

She walked a half step ahead, her hand loosely wrapped around the leash clipped to his collar. Her posture was casual - confident in jeans and a long coat - but her eyes were sharp, electric. Intent.

The same tattooist - Vega - looked up from the counter and smiled.

“Well,” she said, sliding off her stool, “you’ve come back.”

She glanced at Rusty, then at the tag swinging gently from his collar.

“Changed owners, I see.”

Rusty flushed.

Sophie smiled. “He’s mine now.”

Vega looked at Rusty again, more directly. “And do you know that, pet?”

Rusty swallowed, then nodded. “Yes.”

She stepped closer. “Good. Because this time, you ask for it. Out loud.”

Rusty glanced at Sophie, who gave him a silent nod.

Then he turned back to Vega and said, steady but quiet:

“I want her name - Sophie - tattooed on my right arm.”

“And?”

He hesitated. Then raised his right hand.

“And I want R-U-S-T-Y across the knuckles.”

Vega arched an eyebrow. “You sure?”

“Yes,” Rusty said. “I want everyone to see it.”

Vega grinned. “Now we’re talking.”

He sat in the chair, shirt off, right arm bared.

Vega worked quickly. First the bicep: Sophie, in long, flowing script. Elegant. Beautiful. Feminine. But bold. No mistaking the name. No mistaking the statement.

Owned.

Then the hand.

Each letter was inked in block type - sharp, declarative. One per knuckle. Bold black.

R-U-S-T-Y

The hum of the machine. The sting. The silence.

Sophie stood beside him the entire time, one hand on his shoulder. Watching the ink settle into his skin like truth being written down.

When it was finished, Vega bandaged both fresh tattoos and stepped back.

“You won’t undo this,” she said. “No shirtsleeve will hide it. Not the name. Not the hand.”

Rusty looked down at the new marks.

His hand.

His arm.

Branded not with punishment.

But promise.

Sophie leaned down and kissed his knuckles.

“Now,” she said, “you’re written into my life.”

And Rusty, aching, bandaged, marked -

Nodded.

“Yes, Mistress.”

The Final Detail

The studio was quiet.

Rusty sat in the chair, arms bandaged, hands resting in his lap. His knuckles ached faintly - R-U-S-T-Y, fresh and swelling. The script of Sophie curved down his arm like a signature. A claim.

Vega was wiping down her tray, humming softly to herself when Sophie spoke again - almost casually.

“One more thing.”

Vega looked up.

Sophie stepped closer, her voice smooth.

“I want his nose marked.”

Vega’s brow lifted. “How?”

“Like a dog’s,” Sophie said simply. “Tip black. Dark brown shading at the edges. Nothing overdone. Just… unmistakable.”

There was a beat of silence.

Vega looked at Rusty.

She didn’t ask with words.

Just a raised brow. A moment held in quiet question.

Rusty turned to Sophie.

She didn’t nod.

She didn’t smile.

She watched.

And that was enough.

Rusty bowed his head once, slowly.

Yes.

Vega exhaled lightly, almost a laugh. “Alright then. You’re going to be very still for this.”

She prepared a smaller needle, more precise - less about pain now than detail. The tip of Rusty’s nose was swabbed, cleaned, dotted with subtle guidelines.

Then came the ink.

The hum. The sting.

The smell of pigment and alcohol.

It wasn’t long.

Not elaborate.

But when it was done - dark brown at the base, black defining the tip - it was visible.

There was no hiding it.

No sleeve to pull.

No collar to unclip.

Rusty looked into the handheld mirror Vega passed him.

And didn’t recognize the man who looked back.

Because he wasn’t a man anymore.

He was hers.

A dog. Marked. Owned.

Forever.

Sophie stood behind him, hands on his shoulders.

She leaned in, and her voice was velvet.

“Beautiful.”

Approval

The city was quiet in the early evening, the streets washed in a warm amber hue as the sun dipped behind buildings. Rusty walked a pace behind Sophie, his leash clipped tightly to her hand. Each step reminded him of the ink still healing on his skin.

His right hand ached - R-U-S-T-Y, black and bold across the knuckles.

His bicep throbbed beneath the wrap - Sophie, etched like a signature down his arm.

And his nose… that, more than anything, had changed how the world looked back at him.

People noticed now.

They didn’t need to understand everything to understand enough.

He wasn’t just collared.

He wasn’t just following.

He was claimed.

Madame Lys’s townhouse door opened before they even rang the bell.

Belle must have seen them through the curtain. She stepped aside with a knowing smile and let them in without a word.

Madame was waiting in the sitting room, dressed in black silk, a glass of wine in one hand. The light from the tall windows hit her cheekbones like sculpture. She looked Rusty over the moment he entered - slow, measured.

Sophie gave the leash a soft tug and led him to the center of the room.

“Kneel,” she said.

He obeyed.

Madame stood and crossed the floor, heels echoing softly.

She circled him once, then again.

“Show me,” she said.

Rusty held out his arm. Unwrapped the bandage. The name shone beneath the soft light: Sophie, fluid and precise, riding the swell of muscle.

Madame hummed in appreciation. “Elegant.”

She stepped around and took his right hand in hers, turning it palm-down. One by one, her fingers passed over the knuckles - R-U-S-T-Y - like reading Braille. A sentence locked into bone.

Then she lifted his chin. Her eyes fixed on the tip of his nose.

And smiled.

“Perfect,” she said.

There was no mockery. No surprise.

Only approval.

“You’ve written him,” she said to Sophie.

Sophie smiled. “I had to. He’s mine.”

Madame turned and walked back to her seat.

“Well then,” she said, sitting gracefully, “if he’s truly yours - prove you can train him.”

She gestured toward the center of the room.

“Together.”

And they did.

The next hour passed in quiet ritual. Sophie gave the commands. Madame corrected his posture. They took turns walking him on the leash. Testing responses. Drilling presence. Rewarding stillness.

Rusty obeyed them both without question.

Because this wasn’t just performance.

It was affirmation.

The marks on his skin were fresh.

The bond in his chest - ancient.

They had made him.

And now, they shaped him - together.

Rusty Walker

City Hall was unimpressive. A low concrete building with yellowing walls and buzzing lights, tucked between a dental office and a real estate agency. But to Rusty, it felt like walking into a cathedral.

Sophie led the way.

She wore heels, tailored black slacks, and a crisp white blouse. Confident. Effortless. Her presence made every official in the lobby glance up, pause. The leash wasn't necessary today. It was in her voice. In the way Rusty walked half a step behind her, eyes lowered, hands folded calmly in front of him.

They took a number.

Sat down.

Waited.

When it was their turn, Sophie stepped forward first and handed over the form.

The clerk glanced at it.

“Name change?”

“Yes,” Sophie said. “He’ll be submitting the paperwork himself.”

Rusty stepped up. Took the pen. The form was already filled out in her hand - just awaiting his signature.

He read it once.

Not because he doubted.

But because it was real.

Current Name: Peter James Ellis

New Name: Rusty Walker

Her surname.

His forever name.

He signed.

The clerk took it without comment. Tapped at her keyboard. Stamped it.

“In a few weeks, your ID, passport, and bank cards will reflect the change,” she said. “You’ll receive confirmation by post.”

Rusty nodded.

Sophie thanked her with a smile.

And they walked out.

No rings.

No priest.

Just the cold efficiency of the state, etching it into reality:

Pete was gone.

The next stop was the college registrar.

Rusty presented the change-of-name form and the digital confirmation, fresh in his inbox. The staff member - a young man in a blazer and a tired smile - made the necessary changes.

“Well, congratulations, Rusty,” he said, a little bemused.

Rusty smiled quietly. “Thank you.”

The email from the college arrived twenty minutes later:

Your academic records have been updated. Student Name: Rusty Walker.

At home, Sophie curled up in her reading chair with a glass of wine. Rusty knelt beside the dog bed, watching her, collared, marked, emptied and filled.

He thought of the year before.

Lonely.

Curious.

Tapping through message boards at 1 AM, wondering what else there could be.

He had no idea.

Now -

He was chipped.

Tattooed.

Neutered.

Collared.

Renamed.

He had no flat.

No keys.

No privacy.

No past.

He slept on a cushion at the foot of Sophie’s bed.

And every piece of his body, mind, and paper trail said the same thing:

Rusty. Hers.

What He Gets

The house was silent that evening.

The wine was half-finished, the candles low. Sophie reclined across her chair in the bedroom, barefoot now, her blouse unbuttoned to the center of her chest. Rusty lay curled on his dog bed, head resting on his folded hands, eyes half-closed.

She watched him for a while - his stillness, his comfort, the way he responded to every flick of her fingers or sound of her voice with perfect attentiveness.

Then, softly, she asked:

“Rusty… what do you get from this?”

He looked up slowly.

She tilted her head. “You’re mine. Entirely. You don’t come. You don’t decide. You don’t even need anymore, in the way most men do.”

Her eyes dropped to his smooth pelvis, hidden now beneath the blanket.

“There’s no way back to pleasure. Not that kind. So why? What do you feel, when you kneel like this?”

He was quiet for a moment.

Then he sat up, slowly, and spoke.

“It’s hard to explain to anyone who hasn’t lived it,” he said. “It’s not just about arousal. It hasn’t been for a long time. That was gone the moment you and Madame took that from me.”

Sophie said nothing.

“I don’t serve because it’s erotic. I serve because it’s real. Every day I kneel for you, I don’t have to wonder who I am. I don’t measure myself by what I’ve done or what I can get. I don’t perform masculinity. I just am.”

He looked up, directly into her eyes now.

“Being yours means I get to stop pretending. I get to live in the shape you gave me. When you tell me I’ve done well - when you pet me, or feed me, or even ignore me - I feel more seen than I ever did chasing approval, chasing sex, chasing ‘normal.’”

He took a breath.

“I don’t feel desire anymore. I feel peace. And reverence. And a kind of devotion that goes deeper than orgasm ever did.”

He lowered his eyes again.

“I don’t want freedom. I want this. I want you. Every part of me, even the parts you took - especially those parts - belong where you’ve put them.”

Silence.

Then Sophie exhaled - soft, slow.

She stood, crossed the room barefoot, and knelt beside him on the dog bed.

Her hand slid into his hair.

She kissed his forehead.

And whispered:

“Good boy.”

A Night on the Bed

That night, the air in the bedroom felt different.

The lights were low, the wine glasses rinsed and turned down on the dresser. Sophie sat at the edge of her bed, robe loose around her shoulders, her eyes fixed on Rusty - who waited in his place, kneeling at the dog bed beside her.

She said nothing for a long while.

Then: “Come here.”

Rusty rose quietly and crawled to her, collar tag softly clinking.

She placed a hand under his chin. Lifted his face.

“I’ve given you discipline. Structure. Purpose,” she said. “But tonight, I’m giving you something else.”

She slid back on the bed and nodded once.

“Pleasure me.”

No hesitation.

He moved slowly, reverently, crawling between her thighs as she lay back into the pillows. Her hands guided his head, once, gently.

And then he served her.

Not for his own release - because that wasn’t his to seek.

But because worship was his highest form of joy.

He worked with focus, precision, devotion. Every motion a quiet prayer.

Sophie didn’t speak.

She didn’t need to.

Her breath, her fingers threading through his hair, the way her hips responded - those were enough.

And when she came - deep, slow, with her back arched and a hand clenched in the sheets - he didn’t stop until she softly, finally, pushed his head away.

She exhaled like a queen returned to her throne.

Then tapped the bed beside her feet.

“Here.”

Rusty curled up there, still clothed in the scent and warmth of her pleasure. He rested his head against her ankle, chest rising slowly.

Her fingers brushed through his hair once more.

And he slept.

Content.

Complete.

Hers.

Told Like a Secret

Madame Lys’s salon hadn’t changed.

It still smelled of wax and rosewood. The curtains were still drawn just enough to filter the afternoon light into a slow golden hush. The chaise by the fireplace was where she always sat, legs crossed, wine in hand, her gaze measuring.

Rusty knelt beside Sophie’s heels, head bowed. She had him wear nothing but a collar and a soft, slate-grey T-shirt that read: Her Dog.

The leash was looped lightly in her fingers.

She gave it a gentle tug.

“Kneel.”

Rusty obeyed, folding onto the rug between Madame’s shoes.

Madame gave him only the briefest glance before looking back at Sophie.

“Well?” she asked, sipping her wine.

Sophie smiled. Not shy - satisfied.

“There’s been a development,” she said. “Something new.”

Madame raised a brow. “Do tell.”

Rusty flushed.

Heat climbed from his chest to his ears.

Sophie didn’t hesitate.

“He’s been sleeping on the bed lately. At my feet, usually. But… last night,” she said, tone almost light, “I let him come higher.”

Madame set her wine down, very slowly.

Sophie continued. “I let him pleasure me. Properly. Thoroughly.”

Rusty’s breath caught.

He curled into himself a little tighter, every nerve on fire - not from shame exactly, but from the overwhelming rush of being spoken about like this. Like an experience. A service. A thing shared.

“I see,” Madame said after a pause, eyes narrowed just slightly.

Sophie smiled. “He did very well.”

Madame’s gaze drifted down to Rusty. He hadn’t moved. He barely breathed.

“He looks like he knows what you’re saying,” she said, voice calm, amused.

“Oh, he does,” Sophie said. “Don’t you, pet?”

Rusty nodded faintly, still not lifting his head.

“Embarrassed?” Madame asked, her voice like silk pulled tight.

He nodded again.

Madame leaned forward slightly, her eyes sharp.

“Excited?”

A longer pause.

Then: another nod.

Both women smiled.

“Well then,” Madame said, sitting back, “I suppose he’s maturing.”

Sophie ran her fingers through Rusty’s hair.

“I think so. I think he’s… deepening.”

“Good,” Madame said. “Because now that he’s tasted intimacy, he’ll need to be trained in it. Properly. Obediently.”

Rusty’s heart thundered in his chest.

He didn’t move.

Didn’t speak.

But inside, he felt the leash tighten again - invisible, but absolute.

And he was grateful.

The Final Collar

Sophie didn’t say where they were going that morning. She simply told Rusty to come, clipped the leash to his current collar, and led him into the city.

They walked in silence.

When they reached Madame Lys’s townhouse, Rusty’s breath caught.

Belle opened the door. Madame was already waiting in the parlor, standing, not seated - dressed in charcoal gray with her gloves on.

Sophie led Rusty into the center of the room, then unhooked the leash.

She looked at Madame.

“I’ve had a new collar made,” she said. “It’s ready. I’d like you to remove the old one.”

Madame’s gaze flicked to Rusty. He was kneeling already - automatically, as always - but something in his body language was tighter. More braced.

More aware.

Madame stepped forward. She stood over him for a moment, then crouched and reached for the buckle at the back of his neck.

Rusty swallowed.

He hadn’t felt this collar come off since it was first locked on. It had become part of him.

And now - his heart pounded - Sophie was about to replace it.

With something final.

The clasp clicked softly.

And the collar slipped away.

For a brief second, his neck felt… naked. Unclaimed. Unmoored.

Then Sophie stepped forward.

She held the new collar in both hands.

It was thicker than the old one. Heavier. Deep black leather with no buckle. No hinge. No clasp. Just solid curve, cold with steel reinforcement.

Rivets lined the edges in perfect spacing.

And across the front, spelled in silvery studs, gleaming beneath the lights:

SOPHIE

No ambiguity.

No initials.

No subtlety.

Her name. His owner.

Permanently fixed to the front of his throat.

She lowered it around his neck.

And Madame held it steady while Sophie positioned a rivet gun, quiet and practiced.

There were four rivets - two in the back, one at each side.

Each one was driven in with a soft snap.

There was no lock. No key.

When the final rivet clicked into place, Madame stepped back.

Sophie reached forward and gently reattached his tag to the ring beneath her name.

It swung once.

Then stilled.

Rusty didn’t move.

Couldn’t.

His throat was encased.

The sound of the rivets still echoed in his ears. In his chest.

He reached up - slowly - and touched the new collar. The name. The weight.

It was real.

Undeniable.

Irremovable.

He looked up at Sophie, eyes wide.

And she smiled.

“You’ll wear this until I say otherwise.”

Then she knelt, took his chin in her hand.

“And I never will.”

Epilogue: One Year Later

The mornings had become routine - but not ordinary.

Rusty woke when Sophie stirred. He always heard the faint rustle of her sheets, the creak of the mattress, the first whisper of light through the curtains. By the time she swung her legs out of bed, he was already alert - curled at her feet on the thick dog cushion beside the mattress, hands folded, waiting for her voice.

“Good boy,” she’d whisper, nearly every morning. Just that. A soft phrase. A grounding.

And it was enough.

A year had passed.

Twelve months since Pete signed the first message board reply that sent his life in a direction he couldn’t have imagined. Since he knelt before Madame Lys for the first time. Since Sophie reentered his life - not as a classmate, but as a future he never dared hope for.

Now, Pete was gone.

Legally. Physically. Psychologically.

He hadn’t spoken his old name in months. His student ID now read Rusty Walker. His mail came addressed to Mr. R. Walker, and it was always handed to Sophie first. His collar - heavy black leather, reinforced, riveted permanently shut - never left his throat. Its riveted silver nameplate spelled SOPHIE in full, gleaming whenever the sun hit it just right.

Everywhere he went, it was visible.

The tattoo across his right knuckles: R-U-S-T-Y

The elegant script down his bicep: Sophie

The serial number on his inner thigh: his registry

The subtle, unmistakable shading on the tip of his nose: a dog’s mark

There was no hiding anymore.

And that was the point.

Sophie allowed him to continue studying.

They agreed early on: college would remain. But his leash came with him - sometimes literally, sometimes not. He attended classes quietly, obediently. Always in a black shirt. Always collared. Most students avoided eye contact. A few stared. Fewer asked. But his professors, surprisingly, accepted him. One even referred to him, respectfully, as “Sophie’s companion.”

He never sat at desks anymore. Sophie had arranged a small floor cushion in the lecture hall, off to the side. It suited him.

He did well academically.

Service and structure suited his mind.

Every weekend they visited Madame Lys.

Sometimes for a check-in. Sometimes for advanced obedience drills. Sometimes just for wine and conversation - Sophie and Madame sharing the chaise, while Rusty knelt between them, quietly polishing their shoes or massaging tired feet.

Madame often reached out to stroke the collar at his throat.

“He suits you,” she’d say. “He’s softened beautifully.”

Sophie would smile. “He’s finally settled.”

Dog park visits remained a weekly ritual.

Always on leash.

Always in view.

Children sometimes pointed. Dog owners whispered. One man once asked - bluntly - “Is that legal?”

Sophie only smiled. “Perfectly.”

Rusty didn’t react. He wasn’t there to explain.

He was there to walk. To obey. To serve.

Nights were the gentlest part of the day.

After the cleaning. After the reading. After the kneeling.

Sophie would tap the mattress with two fingers.

He’d crawl up, wordlessly, and curl into the crook of her legs. Or across the foot of the bed. Or, on rare nights, with his head on her lap, her fingers threading through his hair as she watched something on her tablet.

He no longer dreamt of sex. That had long since left him.

But he dreamt of her voice.

Of the sound of his name - Rusty - spoken with approval.

He dreamt of the weight of the collar.

Of a name etched into leather.

Of his identity locked around his neck and filed in official records.

He woke every morning more peaceful than the one before.

He had no keys.

No property.

No freedom in the way the world usually understood it.

But he had place.

He had clarity.

He had Sophie.

And every mark, every rule, every removed possibility only deepened his contentment.

Rusty Walker was no longer a man looking for meaning.

He was a dog.

Loved.

Trained.

Owned.

And perfectly, finally, home.
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