Beau had never felt as nervous as he did when Nevan took him out of the house to meet his mentor.  He’d always felt comfortable here, knowing that he was safe, but now he found his eyes darting around wildly as he spotted other humans.  He’d sort of gotten used to ignoring them when he was out, and eventually just didn’t notice how many of them were actually owned.  He was trying not to doubt his resolve, because in the cold light of day he knew that this might be his only real chance.

 

Nevan still didn’t seem to be fully sold on the idea, but Beau knew that it was for the best.  Why would he want a stranger when he could have his best friend?  That would make the most sense.  The Rathan couldn’t want to have some stranger in his home to train.  He knew Beau, they were best friends, they’d be unbeatable, and he’d just obey the commands he was given.  It’d be simple.  Things might change, but not everything and he wouldn’t be put up in auction.

 

Daarios proved to be a slightly imposing Rathan, her fur a deep blue-black and pale eyes.  Beau hadn’t ever had a reason to meet her and now he felt small as her eyes flicked towards him while Nevan tried to explain what he wanted to have happen.  The words were a little stilted, and certainly they were

 

“I thought you were going to go through the auction offerings.”  Daarios said with a small edge to her voice, not quite disdainful, but perhaps disappointed. 

 

“I was, I did!”  Nevan shifted a little and glanced over at Beau before going back to looking at his mentor. “But Beau is going to be put up on auction and this would be bypassing the system.  He’d be considered wild-caught and that is more impressive, right?”

 

“Wild-caught?”  Beau asked and shifted in his seat, he felt exposed as the mentor kept casting him looks.

 

“It means you’re not bought at auction, they do some screening for behavior and the like before humans go up.”  Nevan explained, but his attention was going back to Daarios before Beau could ask any other questions.  “That has to count for something.”

 

“I want to be clear, you will need to train him.  Now, the training program is designed to allow a trainer to make sure they have a certain level of forgiveness in the early days.”  Daarios leaned back thoughtfully. “If you insist on going through with this, you will have a window of only a couple of weeks for you to trade out your slave for another one.  I won’t hold it against you if you opt for that.”

 

“I… I mean, I can’t see how it can be any more difficult than with one bought from auction.”  Nevan squirmed and his tail began to do the telltale nervous twitch.

 

“You already have a prior relationship with him.”  Daarios pointed out and Beau felt the eyes sliding back to him, fixing him with a look.  “That complicates things and you’ll be more likely to want to be gentle with him.”

 

“He doesn’t have to be!”  Beau blurted out, unable to stop himself, and found himself being looked at with flat disapproving eyes.

 

“I understand that.”  Nevan seemed to get a little more confident. “I know I can make it work and at least I know what habits need trained out of him.”

 

“And if you fail him?” 

 

“I won’t!”  Neevan shifted a little closer to Beau which helped calm the human ever so slightly.  “I promise!”

 

Daarios continued to watch him before she let out a sigh and leaned backwards, making Beau struggle to figure out what that meant.  His heart was in his throat, not sure what he would do if this didn’t work.  “You’ve progressed to having your trainer’s permit, so it’s your choice.  I’ve offered my advice and concern.  Now, we’ll need to arrange some transfers of ownership, especially since he would technically be wild.”

 

Nevan nodded his head a little and drew out his tablet, flicking his fingers over it as he moved across the table to begin to bring up the internal sight that he had access to.  Beau let himself feel the surge of relief crashing over him as they began to talk about what needed to be filed to properly set him as legally tagged to Nevan.  A lot of it went over his head, especially they discussed what supplies he would need that he didn’t already have. 

 

It was distracting enough that Beau didn’t realize that several uniformed males had come in.  They blended with the rest of the café at first as the Ratha made their way around chairs.  It was only when there was a vibration along his wrist and it began to chirp in a short alarm that brought the officers in their direction, one of them already undoing a heavy looking collar and another was bringing up something on their tablet while their eyes settled on him.

 

“Right, that’s the child.  Go ahead and collar him and we’ll get him processed.”  The lead Ratha said with a flick of his ears, sounding bored.

 

“What?  No!”  Beau jumped up from the seat as the one with the collar approached him, watching carefully as if ready for him to bolt.

 

“What’s going on here?” Daarios asked, not seeming alarmed at all as Beau moved to try and step around Nevan’s chair to put his friend between himself and the officers.

 

“Just tracking a feral.”  The lead Ratha said with an appeasing smile.  “The system set off a warning that he’d fled his current residence and alerted us.”


 “Huh, wait, we were just figuring something out!”  Nevan protested and shifted to stand up while the officer with the collar moved in even closer.

 

“Is he a criminal?”  Daarios’ voice was mildly curious and the officer gave her a look before shaking his head, but her attention was on the tablet.  Her fingers flew across it, swiping a few times before humming.  “Then you are nearly an hour early.  It’s clearly before his status expires.”

 

“Barely.”  The officer scoffed.  “I’m not going to chase a feral all through down, even a young one.”

 

“I’m going to assume you know the law, but we are working out a contract now.”  Daarios shifted her tablet around and displayed lines of text.  “Legally you’re not able to take him until that time is up, otherwise you’d be violating the visa that is still valid.”

 

“Barely valid.”  The officer snorted, but the one with the collar withdrew a few steps.  “He’s supposed to go to the auction block.”

 

“And until then, he’s free to sign a contract, and once he does, it’s legally binding.”  Daarios remained firm, but polite.  “Nevan, if you’re sure, I recommend we get the contract put together otherwise you’ll have to go up against other bidders on the auction block.”

Beau swallowed a surge of fear.  He knew enough about how things ran that young humans were the ones that were likely to get higher bids since they had less habits to break.  The moment Daarios suggested the contract be worked out, though, Nevan seemed to relax and his attention was diverted to the contract.  His doubts didn’t seem to be stopping him from going through the contract while Daarios flicked on the official recording app on her tablet.

 

Most of it had to do with the role that he would play and care that would be expected in maintaining his first slave.  Beau tried to listen to all of it as Nevan read through it, but some of it went over his head, and other parts droned on.  Instead, he concentrated on the rights that he was given as a properly owned human that included food, shelter, protection and a certain standard of care that he would be given.  A lot of it seemed to be vague and open ended, but it was clear that he’d at least be able to stay with Nevan.

 

Eventually he was allowed to get closer to Nevan to look over the contract and was surprised to find that it wasn’t terribly long.  He’d seen things his Dad would bring home and they’d all been bulky with ten or fifteen pages, this was neat and organized to two pages, including a list of double-spaced lines that were currently blank.  His best friend seemed to realize it as well.

 

“There are blanks on the milestones?  Am I supposed to fill them in?”  Nevan paused and his mentor reached over to give the screen a few taps.

 

“There, we’re able to change them for each document depending on the experience of the purchased slave and the trainer.”  She said and then flicked a finger down.  “I expect you to hit the first milestone in ten days.”

 

“But I thought I got two full weeks!”  Nevan straightened up and Daarios gave her head a slow shake, not looking at all sympathetic.

 

“Two weeks was set for a random slave, as you already know Beau you don’t need the stage where you get to know each other.  You’ve already known each other for years.” She pointed out logically and Beau felt a surge of pleasure that it was making Nevan’s life easier too.  It was all going to work out.

 

“Okay.”  He bit his lower lip and nibbled it while he ran a finger down the lines.  “I can do it in ten days.  It’s just, I thought I’d have longer.”

“You need to learn to adapt, that’s a part of being a trainer.  No two pets are alike and each of them will require you to adapt on the fly.  With this one you will be hampered as much by what you know about him as you will be by what you don’t know.”  

Nevan’s head nodded slowly, clearly he was mulling over the words, not looking entirely sure of himself.  “Alright, then I agree to this, it looks pretty clear cut.”  He glanced over towards Beau.  “Are you alright with it?”

“I mean, it’s what I wanted.”  Beau answered, but he eyed the contract a little.  He wasn’t even sure what the contract should look like, but with the officers so close by all he felt was desperate to make sure he couldn’t be taken.

 

“Right, and you’ll put your thumb down here and state for the record that you are accepting the contract on Human B-8453-C.”  Daarios finished up with a smile and leaned back. 

 

“Do I need to make my mark?”  Beau asked and got an amused look as if he’d said something cute.

 

“Whyever for?”  She asked while Nevan put his thumb down on the spot indicated.  “This is just your ownership form that is going to be filed with the state.”

 

Beau startled at that and felt his cheeks turn pink in outrage that he wasn’t being asked to sign.  It was his life after all.  He suppressed the urge to say anything else, though, because this wasn’t the time to argue or cause problems, not with the officers so close and still watching them. 

Nevan looked up at the camera and asserted that he had read the contract and was taking ownership of Beau.  He stuttered a little and then glanced at the wrist monitor on Beau to get the number which startled him.  He had a name, but he didn’t dare say anything, not when it might end up screwing up the perfect solution.  After all, he would still be Beau, and things would change, but not that much.  It’d be fine, they’d just have to sort of adjust to each other!

 

“Now, I have brought along a harness so that you’ll be legal to have him out in public.”  Daario said brightly as she took the tablet back.  “Go ahead and get him kitted out.” 

 

“Oh, I have to wear a harness?”  Beau asked while the assortment of soft nylon straps were pulled out in a vibrant orange color that was marked with “IN TRAINING” in letters around the broadest straps.

 

“Come here.”  Nevan said, not unkindly, but firmly enough that Beau startled. 

 

“And, officer, thank you for your…eagerness to do your job, as you can see, this human is now under contract and legally owned.”  Daarios pointed out to the uniformed Ratha that had come to collect him. 

 

Beau was only half listening because the moment he stepped closer to his best friend the Ratha reached down and grabbed his shirt.  The move was so startling that he didn’t fight it at first, instead, he froze as it was lifted up and caught against his chin before he gave a squirm and tried to catch the material.  He could feel the cool air on his bare chest and stomach, making him flinch.

 

“Why’s my shirt coming off?”  He asked when Nevan gave a patient sigh and then pulled it up and over his head.  “I can’t be in here without a shirt!”

 

“Let’s get the harness on.” Nevan said smoothly, relenting only a little.  “It has to be fitted so you can’t get out of it on your own.  Here, bend over.”

A hand pushed against his back and he felt a flash of humiliation as he was bent over the table so that the harness could drape against his back.  It wasn’t uncomfortable as Nevan began to fix on the harness with a pull of buckles that were wrapped around him.  The nylon was padded slightly so that it wasn’t uncomfortable, but he felt humiliated with his shirt off in the middle of the shop.  Three bands ran around his upper body and two went down and around his thighs before up towards the main line that ran down the center of his back. 

 

By the time he was securely in the harness Beau’s cheeks were flushed red, but before he had to straighten up a smooth rubbery color was wrapped around his neck.  He’d seen them any number of times, they were made of the same material as his bracelet, but this was designed to mark him as an owned slave.  It was done with a mark that would trace back to Nevan and hugged along the length of his throat.  He let out a breath, feeling it shake slightly as Nevan gave it a small tug.

 

“One finger or two?”  He asked as Beau felt the finger pushing beneath the collar as if to see how it fit.

 

“It’s a bit tight.”  Beau muttered and couldn’t help but feel his ears even going red in humiliation.

 

“One finger, just like that, you don’t want there to be enough room for him to get it snagged on something.  Remember, it’s designed to remain on him, younger humans can be squirmy, so make sure it’s secure, but not painful.”  Daarios answered and that was the person Nevan listened to. “Very good!  Now, get him to stand straight against that wall, before they leave the officers can take his official picture.”

 

Beau felt as though everyone were looking at him as he was walked to a clear expanse of wall and made to stand in front of the wall in nothing but a pants and harness for his picture to be taken.  He could feel his cheeks flushing a deep red in embarrassment, but there was no hope for it as his picture was taken and entered into the contract along with the officers recording him as being a claimed pet.  

By the time they left he felt flustered and uncomfortable as he realized that people were treating him differently.  He was used to walking around on his own and largely he was ignored, now he found himself being avoided.  There were people that actively gave him a wider berth as if they were afraid he might do something and others seemed interested.  They would look him up and down and gave an occasional approving nod to Nevan.  It made him feel more exposed.

 

Beau had known that things would change between him and Nevan, he could adjust to that, but it was still a lot for his first day.  When they got to the house, however, he was surprised when they didn’t go back to Nevan’s bedroom.  He was used to coming into the house and they always just bolted back to the bedroom to play games or figure out a plan for the rest of the day.  However, today Nevan went into the kitchen to rummage through the bottles in the pantry.

 

“Cool is best, not cold, cold can cause headaches.”  Nevan muttered to himself as he pulled out a bottle of water.  “Come here, Beau.”

 

“I’m not thirsty.”  He answered as the bottle was opened and the Ratha reached out to catch his harness, using it like a handhold to bring him in.

 

“Head back.”  The command was given in the same firm voice he had been using since the café.

 

Beau sighed and automatically reached out to take the bottle, since if he was supposed to drink, he’d make it work somehow, instead Nevan lifted the bottle up higher so he couldn’t get ahold of it.  The other hand moved up until his head was tipped backwards and he was pulled in close with the Ratha.  He felt the warmth of the body pressed against him and carefully wedging him between the counter and his friend.

 

Nevan used his thumb to catch his bottom lip while lifting the bottle up, seemingly intent on making him drink.  He tried to reach for it again, but it was kept out of reach and the thumb on his bottom lip pulled harder so he parted his lips.  That seemed to be the right answer since the edge of the bottle pressed in and tipped up with a splash of water that spilled over his lips when it came too fast.

 

“Open up, now, you don’t want to spill, you need to be hydrated.”  Nevan told him and he had to obey, the water spilling over his tongue until he was swallowing.

Beau reached up to brace the bottle with one hand, but the moment he tried Nevan made a sound and clucked his tongue on the roof of his mouth before setting the bottle to one side.  His hope that Nevan had decided to just let him drink if he wanted to was lost as the Ratha reached down and unhooked two of the straps on the harness into loops that were pulled out and he found out just what they were for as his wrists were fastened securely behind his back.

 

There was nothing painful about it, but it was a shock to have both wrists pressed together and the nylon pulled snug so that they were resting just above the band of his pants.  He gave a pull automatically, but all that did was pull the harness that much more tight around him.  His frustration turned into a stab of near panic that he couldn’t pull his hands around, but Nevan was utterly calm as he picked the bottle of water back up again.

 

“Let’s try that again, shall we?”  He offered kindly, as if he hadn’t just locked Beau’s arms behind his back.

 

When the bottle came forward again he had to open his mouth and the lack of hands was painfully obvious as he tried to find a way to drink the water with someone else being in control of just how fast it flowed.  It wasn’t too bad, for the most part, until Nevan misjudged canting it back and it dribbled out of the corners of his mouth.  He balled his fingers up into fists behind his back as he felt humiliated and suddenly powerless as Nevan controlled everything.

 

“That’s it, very good, you’re doing so well.”  The praise was murmured out in something that was probably supposed to be soothing, but instead felt even more demeaning.

 

“Nevan!”  He gasped as he was given a brief break to swallow his mouthful and the Ratha looked at the bottle with a frown before giving it a shake back and forth.

 

“It’s barely half drunk, come on, open up.”  The thumb pressed Beau’s lower lip again and he had to open his mouth.

 

The water came again as the lip of the bottle was pressed firmly forward and Nevan cupped the back of his head to make sure it was angled backwards.  He wasn’t thirsty, but he didn’t seem to have any choice in the matter.  He was powerless to really fight back, after all, he had agreed to this.  He’d decided he wanted to be owned by his best friend, but the feel of cool water trickling along his bare chest was uncomfortable and he really wasn’t that thirsty!

 

That didn’t seem to matter to the Ratha, he seemed more concerned at making sure that he drank the whole bottle.  He never drank a bottle of water all in one go!  The feel of the hand on the back of his head was firm, though, and when he tried to turn away he was coaxed into the position again.

 

“You didn’t drink anything since last night, and you need to stay hydrated.”  Nevan said as if he were reassuring himself that he was doing the right thing.

 

It didn’t feel like the right thing, it felt humiliating to be handled like this.  He couldn’t even remember being a toddler and treated like this!  Every time he tried to stop swallowing, there was a patient pause and Nevan waited until he parted his lips again.  He acted as if he had all the time in the world to wait for Beau to behave, and invariably, he did just that.  There didn’t seem to be any other option.

He felt his ears burning by the time the bottle was tipped all the way back and emptied.  It had been too much and he felt full, as if he could feel water sloshing in his belly.  His arms remained secured behind his back while Nevan tossed the bottle into the recycling and glanced back with a wide smile at him.  The expression on his face looked more than pleased while there was a dribble of water still running along the line of Beau’s chin.  He flinched and gave his head a shake to get it free before Nevan huffed a fond sounding laugh.

 

“Made a bit of a mess, didn't you?  I’ll take care of it this time, next time you’ll need to do better.”  He said and snagged a towel to begin to dry his lower chin with gentle touches.

 

Beau swallowed and gave his arms a little pull.  “Can you take these off?”

 

“I’m going to, I have mitts to put you in.”  Nevan informed him with a smile.  “There we go, all clean, I’ll feed you later before bed.”

 

He said the last with a matter of fact air about him, but all Beau felt was a surge of humiliation as he was left swallowing.  It felt awful not being able to use his hands, it felt even worse that Nevan seemed to be cheerfully viewing it as something natural.  He couldn’t do anything for himself with his hands behind his back.  He’d seen humans like this, though Beau had rarely looked that closely.  And what sort of mitts was he supposed to be wearing?

 

There were too many questions and he silenced them.  He had agreed to this and he was going to have to do his best, even if he felt a curl of panic starting to build.  This was what he agreed to.  This was the only way to keep himself from the auction block, and he knew Nevan.  The Ratha would take good care of him, even if he had to do some training, Beau would just have to deal with it.  After all, it was just water, no harm done.

