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The cold stone floor bites into my knees, the rough texture scraping against my bare skin. My breath comes in shallow gasps, the air in this dimly lit chamber heavy with the scent of leather and something metallic—blood, maybe, or just the tang of old iron. I’m naked, my body exposed and vulnerable, the weight of the collar around my neck a constant reminder of where I am now. What I am now. The chain attached to it clinks softly as I shift, the sound echoing in the silence. I’m on my knees, just like he ordered. Just like I deserve.

“Master Rafe,” I whisper, my voice hoarse and unrecognizable even to my own ears. It’s not a name I’m used to saying. Not like this. Not with my head bowed and my hands resting palms-up on the floor, waiting for his command. Waiting to be used. The title feels foreign on my tongue, a bitter pill I’m forced to swallow. I was the one who used to give orders, not take them. But that was before. Before everything fell apart.

The sound of his boots clicking against the stone floor is the only warning I get before he’s standing in front of me, his presence looming large. Master Rafe. The man who’s supposed to fix me. Or break me further. I’m not sure which it is anymore. His hand grips my hair, rough and unforgiving, yanking my head back so I’m forced to look up at him. His face is a mask of cold indifference, his dark eyes scanning me like I’m just another object in his collection. Another pet to train.

“You’re a mess,” he says, his voice low and gravelly, like the growl of a predator. There’s no sympathy in his tone, no kindness. Just a statement of fact. And he’s right. I am a mess. Broken and desperate, my life in ruins after the betrayal that cost me everything—my reputation, my money, my sense of self. I was a Dom once, respected and feared in equal measure. But now? Now I’m on my knees, calling someone else “Sir,” and it feels like the ultimate humiliation.

“Yes, Sir,” I reply, my voice barely above a whisper. The words taste like ash in my mouth, but I say them anyway. Because I have to. Because this is the deal I made. No safeword. No clothes. No name—just “dog.” I’m his to train, his to break, his to rebuild. If he even bothers with the last part.

His grip tightens in my hair, pulling me closer until I can feel his breath on my face. “You’re here to unlearn control, dog. To forget who you were. Do you understand?”

I nod, my heart pounding in my chest. “Yes, Sir.”

He lets go of my hair abruptly, stepping back and leaving me off-balance. I lower my head again, my breath coming in short, sharp bursts. The collar feels heavier now, the chain dragging against the floor as I crawl forward, my hands and knees scraping against the cold stone. I don’t know where he’s gone, but I follow the sound of his boots, my body moving on instinct. On training. On the desperate need to please him, to prove I’m worth something, even if it’s just as his pet.

“Here,” he says, his voice coming from somewhere to my left. I turn my head, my eyes adjusting to the dim light just enough to see him standing by a low table. On it is a bowl of water and a leather leash, the kind used for dogs. Real dogs. Not men like me, broken and desperate enough to pretend.

“Drink,” he orders, nodding toward the bowl.

I hesitate for a fraction of a second, my pride warring with my thirst. But pride is a luxury I can’t afford anymore. I lower my head, my lips brushing the edge of the bowl as I lap at the water, the cool liquid a relief against my parched throat. It’s degrading, humiliating, but I do it anyway. Because I have to. Because he’s watching, his eyes cold and unblinking.

When I’ve had enough, I lift my head, water dripping from my mouth. He’s still watching me, his expression unreadable. “Good dog,” he says, his voice flat, like he’s just stating a fact. It’s not a compliment. It’s a label.

He picks up the leash, stepping closer and attaching it to my collar. The metal clicks into place, the sound final and unyielding. I’m his now, in every way that matters. He tugs gently on the leash, and I follow, my body moving instinctively, my hands and knees scraping against the floor. I’m a dog. His dog. And I’m starting to realize just how far I’ll go to forget who I once was.

The room we enter is smaller, the air thick with the scent of sweat and sex. The walls are lined with shelves, each one filled with toys and tools—whips, paddles, restraints. It’s a Dom’s playground, and I’ve been in enough of them to know what each item is used for. What it feels like. But now? Now I’m on the other side of things. And it terrifies me.

Master Rafe stops in the center of the room, tugging on the leash to bring me to a halt. I lower myself to the floor, my head bowed, my hands resting palms-up on the cold stone. I’m waiting. Waiting for his command. Waiting to be used.

“On your back,” he says, his voice cutting through the silence.

I obey, rolling onto my back and spreading my legs, my body exposed and vulnerable. My cock is half-hard, my desire warring with my shame. I’m not supposed to want this. Not supposed to crave his touch, his control. But I do. Desperately.

He kneels beside me, his hand trailing down my chest, his touch cold and clinical. “You’re still soft,” he says, his voice disapproving. “We’ll have to fix that.”

I don’t respond, my breath hitching as his hand wraps around my cock, his grip firm and unyielding. He begins to stroke me, slow and deliberate, his touch neither gentle nor rough. Just... there. It’s not enough to push me over the edge, but it’s enough to keep me teetering, my body tense and aching.

“Tell me, dog,” he says, his voice low and dangerous. “What do you want?”

I swallow, my throat dry. “To please you, Sir,” I reply, the words coming out in a rush.

He chuckles, the sound dark and mocking. “That’s not what I meant. What do you want?”

I close my eyes, my body trembling as I try to push past the shame, the fear. “To be used, Sir. To be yours.”

His grip tightens on my cock, just enough to make me gasp. “Good boy,” he says, his voice almost approving. “But you’re not ready yet. Not until you’ve earned it.”

He lets go of me abruptly, standing and stepping back. I’m left lying there, my body aching and unfulfilled, my cock throbbing with denied desire. He walks to the shelves, his hand trailing over the toys, his fingers brushing against a whip, a paddle, a set of clamps. My breath quickens, my body tensing as I wait for his choice.

When he turns back to me, he’s holding a leather strap, the kind used for discipline. Not for pleasure. My heart sinks, my body instinctively trying to shrink away, even as I know it’s futile.

“Stay still,” he says, his voice cold and commanding.

I nod, my hands clenching into fists at my sides. I’m not allowed to move. Not allowed to protect myself. I’m his to use, his to punish. And I’m starting to realize just how much I’m going to hate myself for wanting it.

The first strike comes without warning, the leather biting into my chest, the pain sharp and immediate. I gasp, my body arching off the floor despite myself. He doesn’t say anything, just raises the strap again, the second strike landing across my stomach, the pain radiating outward, making my vision blur.

“Stay still,” he repeats, his voice a warning.

I try, I really do. But the third strike lands across my thighs, and I can’t help but cry out, my body twisting as I try to escape the pain. His hand grips my shoulder, holding me down, his touch brutal and unforgiving.

“You’re not allowed to move, dog,” he says, his voice low and dangerous. “Understand?”

I nod, my breath coming in short, sharp bursts. “Yes, Sir.”

He lets go of my shoulder, stepping back and raising the strap again. I force myself to stay still, my body trembling as I wait for the next strike. It lands across my chest, the pain making me bite my lip to keep from crying out. He does it again, and again, each strike deliberate and calculated, each one pushing me closer to the edge.

By the time he stops, my body is a mess of bruises and welts, my skin throbbing with pain. I’m panting, my breath coming in ragged gasps, my body trembling from the effort of staying still. He steps closer, his hand trailing over my chest, his touch gentle now, almost tender.

“Good boy,” he says, his voice soft, like he’s actually proud of me. “You took it well.”

I don’t respond, my body too exhausted to do more than lie there, my mind reeling from the intensity of what just happened. He’s not done with me yet, though. I can tell by the way he’s looking at me, his eyes dark and hungry.

“On your knees,” he says, his voice cutting through the silence.

I obey, my body moving slowly, painfully, as I push myself up and onto my knees. My hands rest palms-up on the floor, my head bowed, my breath coming in shallow gasps. I’m waiting. Waiting for his command. Waiting to be used.

He steps closer, his hand gripping my hair, yanking my head back so I’m forced to look up at him. “Suck my cock,” he says, his
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