Mendaliave sighed as he slipped out of his pup, the boy had countless loads pumped into him and yet here he was still on paws and knees and giving the older ferret soft whimpers and needy looks. The fiend chuckled and took a sip of the now somewhat watery bourbon, Freddy was easily the best slut he had ever trained. 
“What’s wrong pup? That pussy still feeling empty huh?” He reached a paw down and easily slipped in 3 fingers into the sloppy hole as the little lascivious wolf pup.

Freddy could not hold back the moan, not that he would even want to. He loved being his master’s toy, his slut, his puppy. The wolf nodded as he shook his rump for the older male, biting his tongue as he looked over his shoulder at the ferret. “P-please sir! I need more, I want it, it burns.”
Mendaliave shot back the last of the whiskey, growling deep as he feels the heavy burn making its way down his throat and merging with the burning lust, and the desire he felt for the boy. With a slap he slung the remnants of his last load along the puppy’s back and staining his cute little outfit as he gives a laugh. “Well then mutt, I ain’t doing the work this time, you want this cock you gotta work for it.”
Freddy reached back and shook as his paws wrapped around the fat head of his master, he never knew how or why it fit so perfectly in his hole, but he was glad it did. Just the thought of that big dick could make his toes curl and his sheath stiffen. He slowly guided the dick back into it’s rightful place, moaning at the soft pop as it slips in. With each inch he pulls deep his own little prick drips onto his toes, and as he finally feels the heavy balls of his dominant as his back his eyes roll back and pleasure and he goes through the motions and series of event that brought him here.
Freddy yawned as he sat through Sunday school. Not that he didn’t typically enjoy the lessons, today however the lesson on being good and not letting the world corrupt you seemed a little silly though. The world was a remarkably interesting place, with many opportunities for an intrepid pup like himself. No, as much as he wanted to be good, he knew just how great it felt to be bad. Even now Freddy’s thoughts drifted to Mister Mendaliave and the surprise his master promised his later tonight. His toes curled as he thought about bouncing in the older male’s lap, shivers down his spine at the thought of being son roughly fucked and abused. He craved it. Soon enough the class let out and he quickly raced to his car, mother and father fellowshipping with their own church friends as Freddy waved goodbye to his classmates. The idea of Medaliave’s to bringing one of the pup’s little friends was interesting however as interesting as the idea seemed to the two, Freddy knew deep down he didn’t want to share the spotlight, nor did he wish to share his master. 

“Class go well, Kiddo?” Freddy simply nodded and climbed into the car eager to get home and talk to the ferret, usually he could put him out of his mind and focus. However very rarely did the puppy get surprises and rarely did the old fart sound excited. He wondered what tonight had in store for him, and as the soft pop tunes and the city passes by him, he closed his eyes and eagerly dreamt of debauchery and corruption. 
A loud holler greeted the pup as he stepped from the warm shower, dildo and paw and that familiar burn still lingering under his tail as Freddy sighed, he loved getting ready for the ferret. The toy wasn’t as big as Mendaliave, and it had been rather hard to sneak it past mom and dad, however it was worth it. It certainly helped easy lonely nights and in general anytime he felt the burning need to be bred. Sure, it wasn’t as good as the real thing, however it was close enough and that was good enough for him. He put his little buddy back in its hiding place, wiping the water from headfur as he leaned over the banister. “Be right there daddy! Just drying off!” Freddy shook himself off and raced down the steps and almost face first into his father as the older wolf smiled and handed him a box. 

“Seems someone’s popular huh? Maybe a gift from a special girl? Her dad just dropped it off.” His dad nudged him and gave the boy a big smile before ruffling his fur, padding off as Freddy read a small tag hanging off the box. ‘For my sweet dog,’ Freddy flattened his ears a bit as he twisted and turned the box over, giving a sniff he immediately smelled him. The heavy scent of alcohol, cigars and musk, a heavy manly scent that just stirred deep desires in the boy. Freddy quickly raced back to his room as he noticed his phone started to ring.
His tail sped up as he spied the name on the screen, answering it quickly as a heavy growl met his ears. “That was two calls you missed boy, what did I tell you about making me wait?” 

Freddy shuddered, a soft whimper escaping his lips as he kicked his door closed.  “Sorry sir! I was taking a shower and getting clean for tonight! I didn’t mean to keep you waiting.” The deep growls of the beast just drove the pup wild as his cock almost instinctively started peeking out from his sheath. 

“You better be, I have big plans for you boy. Met your dad, now I get why you’re such a bitch. No real man in that house.” Freddy’s ears tucked a bit as Mendaliave made fun of his dad. 

“Y-yeah I guess, but he’s nice and he has a good job, he just got promoted!” The snigger that met his ears worsened the sting he felt at the string of insults. “Hah, your dad doesn’t got a ‘good job,’ I do. I have a real job, your ‘daddy, is just a cog in the machine, a pawn for men like me to use as we see fit. Ah, you’ll get it when you get older, your dad is as much of a bitch as you are. You’re just more fun to use.”
Freddy’s ears flattened more as he just nodded stammering and shifting from paw to paw, unable to utter even a meep as he heard the ferret snort and shift. More of that funny powder he assumed before the gruff voice met him once again. “Just get ready mutt. Open the box and put on your present. Ill be around right at dusk and you better be in my car two minutes after I pull up or I leave without you.” The phone clicked as Freddy shifted the box open and he gave a soft bark. Oh, Mister Black was surely the evil his teachers warned him about.

Freddy tugged at the hem of the skirt he wore. He felt so embarrassed, the tight little French maid outfit made him look ridiculous, let alone was it a cliché. However this is what the ferret wanted and this is what he’d get. He silently thanked the lord, Mendaliave hadn’t put a set of high heels, his paws easily slipped into the little lacy flats, a thought crossed his mind on how the ferret knew his sizes however he just put it from his mind, really it didn’t matter. 

