“You need a name.”  Nevan’s opening remark as he set the restraints on the harness to clip Beau’s hands in front of him made Beau pause.

 

“I.. I have a name?”  He made it a question, but it shouldn’t have been a question, he had a name.

 

“Oh that, well, that’s not the same.”  Nevan said with a little frown while glancing over Beau thoughtfully. “You would have had your name removed for the auction and your trainer would give you one.”

 

“But I didn’t go up for auction.”

 

“Well, obviously.” The Rathan rolled his eyes as if Beau were slow.  “I’ll let you keep your real name, but only in private.  In public you’ll have the name I give you, a proper slave name.  This way you know when we are being serious and that you’ll need to promptly obey me.”

 

“Oh.”  He flinched a little, it didn’t sound that bad, and he was hopeful this meant that Nevan meant to treat him more like a friend in private.  “I suppose that makes sense.”

 

“Perfect!”  Nevan gave a wider smile as he glanced over Beau thoughtfully.  “I think I’ll go with Brownie, it’ll work pretty easily and it even starts with a B like Beau.”

 

“That’s… wait, that’s not… that’s not a real name!”  Beau protested and felt heat rise up to his cheeks.  Nevan hadn’t even really thought all that long, he’d just pegged the name on him dismissively.

 

He could feel the way his cheeks were burning with humiliation at the name while Nevan smiled at him. He looked pleased with the name.  “It’s a slave name, I’ll have to have a tag made for it.  Perhaps I can make sure you know you’re in training mode when the tag is on.”  Nevan offered thoughtfully and then gave his head a shake.  “However, we have other things to take care of on day one.”

 

The Rathan brought out a tablet and began to tap lightly over it, screen as he looked for something.  Beau shifted just enough that he could see that it was a calendar with a lineup of information laid out for him on the training program.  He didn’t understand a lot of it since there were acronyms and things that had never been brought up, but day one seemed to be firmly labeled as ‘bonding’ which was stretched out for quite a few days in the future.  Nevan was already going through the bonding activities with interest, frowning and moving his lips as he read, an affectation that he’d had as long as Beau knew him. 

 

“Right, I think a shower would be the best way to start things.”  Nevan said into the silence and glanced at him. “You didn’t get one last night or this morning.”

 

“Oh, well, yeah, I can grab a shower.”  He glanced down the hallway and the bathroom and made to walk away before a hand gripped his harness firmly.

 

“No, I’m going to give you one.  Or would you prefer a bath?”  Nevan tipped his head to one side and Beau felt his face go pale with a cold realization. 

 

“A shower, but I can do that myself!”  Beau protested before the grip on his harness was used to coax him to turn around and pushed him towards the door.  “Honestly, I’ve been showering for ages on my own.”

 

“This is a part of caring for you.”  Nevan said patiently and cast a sidelong look at him while Beau was pushed further down the hall. “It’s bonding for me to wash you, and you don’t want to go to bed messy tonight do you?”

 

“I.. b-but you don’t need to.”

 

“Yes I do, it’s on my list of goals to accomplish.”  Nevan’s words weren’t snapped, but they held a little frustration, a reminder that he’d been told that he’d have to be treated like any slave if he decided to through with all this.

 

He swallowed his urge to squirm while he was forced to walk forward step after step down the hall and the to massive bathroom.  He’d always sort of liked it since it had a large standing shower set against one wall and a bathtub in the other.  It looked luxurious by his standards, since his home—former home—had only had a shower and tub combo.  This one had several shower heads that ran from all directions and low level lighting that made it feel expensive. 

 

Beau didn’t give him a chance to protest, the older Rathan reached up to grab his stomach and lifted him up over the small step that led into the shower.  The moment his feet touched down Nevan pulled the harness forward and snagged at one of the D-rings that hung from it before clipping a short lead that was attached near the showerhead.  It was built in and retractable so Nevan was able to program it to tug Beau forward a few inches until he was in the spot his new owner wanted him in.

 

“Nevan!”  Beau choked out the word as the warm hands reached down and grabbed against the edge of his pants to thumb open the button.  “I can do that!”

 

“Ah ah, no.”  The firm reprimand came with a tug against the harness as he struggled to try and get his hands in a position to stop Nevan from undoing his pants.  “Stand!”

 

There was another firm warning jerk.  It wasn’t painful, but it reminded him of someone yanking against a dog’s leash, it was humiliating and he felt his cheeks burn even darker as his pants were undone.  He couldn’t remember a time he’d had to be undressed by someone else.  His memories of being a child were fuzzy and far enough away that they weren’t all that clear.  He just knew that he didn’t want his best friend to do it.

 

“Nevan, please!  You’re not supposed to do that!”  He squirmed again, tugging against the clip while his pants were pulled down and the harness adjusted briefly to allow them to come off. 

 

“I said stand!”  The warning was sharp and edged enough that Beau stopped writhing in place as his underwear were gripped. “This is part of bonding with a slave.”

 

“We’re already best friends!”  Beau offered frantically and he heard Nevan let out a sigh.

 

“I don’t want to gag you this early, but I will.  This is a part of your training.”  The Rathan paused briefly and seemed to be letting Beau make up his mind.

 

He felt his cheeks burning so hotly that it was hard to think.  He felt a surge of dismay and was mortified at the thought of his best friend stripping him naked.  He swallowed.  He agreed to this when he’d signed the contract and his other option was some stranger doing this to him if this was normal.  He bit his tongue as Nevan seemed to be waiting to see if he needed to be gagged or not.  The idea of being gagged was even worse so he just went still so that his underwear could be pulled off.

 

He'd been half dressed with Nevan before, but never naked, now the Rathan was stripping off his own clothes as if it were the most natural thing in the world.  He jerked his eyes towards his friend nervously and kept his eyes up at his face, not willing to look lower, even though he knew that Nevan was looking at him as he pressed the buttons on the shower.  He didn’t look uncomfortable at all, he looked as though this were something he did every day.

 

Beau tried to move his hands down to cover himself, but the position they were clipped at meant there was no way to cover his body.  He felt his stomach twist and tears sprang to his eyes as the shower heads flipped on and began to hammer around him at three points.  They were nearly too hot and he made a noise as Nevan moved behind him and adjusted the lead that clipped him in place, nudging him forward so that he didn’t end up with water right in his face.

 

“Alright, now stand.”  Nevan gave his shoulder a squeeze and then a pat, negligent and light as the hand stroked down his back next.  “We’ll start with the hair.”

 

“You really don’t need to, I can wash my hair, p-please.”  Nevan argued as his friend snagged a bottle that looked band new and hung in a special basket.

 

Nevan listened to his protests to a point, though Beau couldn’t very well do anything with his hands locked down the way they were.. He had to hold still as fingers worked down into his hair with shampoo that smelled rather sharp.  It wasn’t bad, but it it had different sense than the ones he was used to.  It smelled a little like citrus and he crinkled his nose up as fingers dug down through his hair until the claw tips lightly dragged against his scalp.  It was only as he tried to duck his head that Nevan broke the silence.

“You need to be cleaned and this is the way we do it.  You’re not being hurt, you’re just being taken care of.”  Nevan offered, but the words felt condescending. “You should enjoy it.”

 

It was all so wrong from any shower he had ever gotten before that he was grateful that the water was pouring down over him since it might hide the fat tears that started to well up in his eyes.  He couldn’t stop them, they spilled down as he sniffled unhappily and felt the fingers working and lathering up the shampoo vigorously.  Nevan seemed to be intent on what he was doing and didn’t even ask Beau to move, he just moved him as if he were a living doll.

 

By the time his hair was well lathered up some of the soap had dripped down Beau’s naked back.  He tried not to think about he must look, instead he swallowed a lump in his throat while Nevan sleeked off the worst of the suds before pulling him back.  He felt himself, briefly, pressed against the other naked boy’s body as his head was tipped back to allow the water to be washed away from his hair.

 

The fingers kept working through the strands, massaging and cleaning as the soap was washed away and soon replaced with conditioner.  It was slick and smooth as it worked down into the roots of his hair with gentle, but firm. The massaging was pleasant, but he was exposed and hunched as Nevan moved around him and shifted his footing a few times, not even asking, just grabbed and pulled.  It was degrading, making him swallow a noise of protest.

“You’re alright, you’re doing just fine, aren’t you?”  Nevan crooned softly and stroked the fingers a bit more firmly.  “I’m just making sure you don’t get anything in your eyes.  See?  No harm.”

“I-I guess.”  Beau conceded and shifted again, unable to hold still.

“I want to make sure your hair is sleek and healthy looking.  I need to make a good impression with taking care of you.”  Nevan said and smoothed a hand down Beau’s back, almost like petting him.

 

The conditioner was left in before the Rathan worked soap onto a sponge before Beau’s head was gripped and held still to be cleaned.  It half reminded him of when he’d been younger and his mother would scrub his face, but this was less personal.  He didn’t get a chance to close his eyes or do much else as the grip on his chin gave him no chance to hide.  Even his ears were soaped up and washed off as he squeezed his eyes shut and felt a lump form in his throat.

 

Beau had known logically that he’d have to do some things that were degrading, but he’d assumed that he’d have more freedom.  There was no freedom with Nevan washing him, the sponge worked even behind his ears vigorously until the Rathan was able to wash the soap away.  The hand on his chin left to grip his ear and gave a few tugs, turning it a little bit as if to make sure that it was well clean.

 

“Well, at least you have some good hygiene.”  Nevan offered cheerfully and patted his slicked conditioned hair.  “Open your mouth.”

 

“Huh?”  Beau made a noise before a small bottle of something green was produced and a finger suddenly pushed between his lips.

 

“I won’t repeat a command, you need to learn to obey.”  Nevan said seriously and used the finger to open up Beau’s mouth.

 

The liquid that spilled into his mouth tasted sharply of mint, burning against his tongue and he realized it was mouth wash.  He wasn’t allowed to close his mouth until most of the tiny bottle was dumped in and then Nevan closed his mouth for him.  He had to work his mouth, swishing and swirling back and forth unhappily.  When he was done he was tipped forward and told to spit, as if Beau was even unable to do that much on his own.  It was degrading.

 

“Alright, let’s get the rest of you clean.”  Nevan announced brightly, seemingly pleased with Beau’s compliance.

 

“Nevan, I really can do this myself, you can tell them you did it!”  Beau burst out as he felt the sponge sliding over his bare chest and a hand pressed against his back to keep him in place.

 

“I’m not cheating my way into becoming a trainer.”  Nevan’s words were slightly sharper, almost a warning.  “I want to do this right.  And besides, this is all important for you to learn, this is the easiest of the starting lessons.  How you do now, will carry with you through the rest of your training.  Now be still, I need to switch soap.”

 

The next soap picked had a peppery scent to it and it almost tingled as it was worked down his body with a series of firm scrubs with the sponge.  He writhed a little bit and was relieved when one of his arms were unclipped.  The relief didn’t last for long since it just gave Nevan better control over soaping up his forearm.  It was only when he watched the soap being lathered up that he realized that the small fine hairs along the back of his arm were being shed away.

 

At first, Beau assumed it was just a trick of the foam, but as it was rinsed off he saw his arm hair was gone completely, leaving his skin smooth and silky.  The same was being done to the other hand and he gave a nervous tug backwards, tensing up as there were firm vigorous strokes of the sponge that lathered the soap on thickly.

 

“What’s happening to my hair?!”  He squeaked the word out and Nevan huffed out.

 

“It’s pest control, I don’t want pests on you like fleas.” Nevan crinkled his muzzle up in distaste. “Humans can carry all sorts of things, you know.”

 

“I… o-oh…” He felt in shock as Rathan continued to work down his body, the lathering soap stripping him of the fine hairs even against his legs.

 

“Besides, it’s weird looking, much better to have you smooth.  Though, I’ll leave the hair on your head.”  Nevan smiled as if he were offering some sort of gift.

 

It didn’t feel like a gift, it felt humiliating, but that was nothing compared to when Nevan began to pay attention to his ass.  He felt the paws on his cheeks and let out a jerk forward, straining against the lead on the harness with shock as he tried to swing around to get away and Nevan let out a sigh before commanding him to hold still.  There was a slide of soap against him, scrubbing and working against his skin, trickling down the line of his butt crack while he tried to get away from the rubbing blunt claws.

 

“You need to get used to being handled!” Nevan said firmly while Beau tried to get away, squirming as far as he could get.

 

He moved his arms, but since the restraints had been put back in place it was worse than useless.  He felt the soap working down before one blunt finger pushed along the crease of his ass.  No matter how good a friend Nevan was, this was not where he should be touching.  He started to protest further before he let out a choked squeal of shock as the digit curled down to press against his furled hole with a flex that shocked him.


 He jolted in place as the rounded claw tip pushed in and suddenly the entire digit breeched him.  It didn’t hurt, per se, not really, but it was an assault that left him jerking to get away as the push spread the walls open.  It felt wrong to have a finger nudging into him and Nevan didn’t let up, he gripped one of Beau’s shoulders firmly and wedged the finger in deeper until he was buried up to the second knuckle.

 

The finger began to move deeper the moment he struggled to turn around.  He twisted and squirmed, but every movement only had the finger pushing in deeper until the last knuckle was in place.  As he started to squirm away he felt a second digit push up against his opening and froze, breathing raggedly as tears rolled down his cheeks.  They mingled with the water running down his face as he trembled and felt his walls flex and squeeze around the finger.

 

“Good boy.”  Nevan praised him softly as he went as still as he could, his breath caught in the back of his throat while he swallowed. 

 

The finger remained still inside of him as his cheeks and ears burned, humiliated and violated until Nevan seemed to think enough time had gone by.  The finger drew backwards smoothly, still covered in soap and he muffled a noise, but remained still as his ass was carefully washed.  It wasn’t over quickly, the Rathan took his time to work it over his opening, gliding back and forth and pushing all the way towards the back of his balls.

 

Beau dropped his head, trying to hide as his body was handled and cleaned before water sprayed down his back to clean him off.  Nevan didn’t act like anything had changed, despite the fact the finger had pushed into his ass.  Beau had never had anything in there, and he had done it like it was the most natural thing in the world.  Beau had to struggle not to let out a soft choked sob before a hand wrapped around his waist and began to soap up his dick.

 

He tried to squirm away again, twisting a little as the fingers wrapped around him loosely and massaged.  The moment he started to fight Nevan began to rub him with fingers that massaged over him.  He twisted to get away from the feeling, but the more he moved his hips, the more the Rathan made sure that he was being crowded in place.  There was no where for him to go and he had no way to push the hand away, but he tried to jerk his hips to drag himself out of the soapy slick hold.

 

“Stop it!”  Beau choked out, hearing the distress in his own voice before Nevan sighed.

 

“You need to be used to this, Brownie, now hold still.”  The use of the slave name made Beau’s heart drop as the hand kept working him.

 

It refused to stop and there was no stopping the way that his body began to react.  He felt his heart drop to his stomach as he grew harder in the palm that was squeezing him, leaving him horribly sensitive to the glide of the fine hide that covered the hands.  The fingers were never hard or rough, and it felt good which was even worse.  He tried to get away again and the hand sped up, making him suck down a choked noise at the feel of the fingers working over him, sliding higher up.

 

He finally made himself go still, tears rolling and blending into the water as he trembled in place.  The feel of the hands around his cock finally wet still as he bit his lip against a protest.  He felt awful, violated, the humiliation burning through him until his blush ran all the way down to his upper chest as the Rathan finished cleaning his penis.  The strokes and rubs were less pointed and more just working the soap around him before it could be washed off.

 

“Aww it’s okay, you’ll get used to it, Brownie.”  Nevan offered and stroked his hair before tipping it back to work out the conditioner.  “You’re going to be just fine.”

 

“Okay.”  Beau muttered and didn’t feel like he was going to be okay, he felt exposed and raw as he was rinsed off with a competent gentle hold.

 

Nevan seemed to sense that he had come to his limits since he finished with a soft murmur of praise that left Beau shaking slightly before the clip was moved from the shower to just outside of it where he stood on a warming mat.  There were no towels, instead the entire area began to grow warmer to dry him off as if he were a Rathan. 

 

Nevan took his time to wash himself and Beau watched him grab different soap entirely to use on himself.  It was clear that there were special products just for humans, which made him feel less like an individual person and more humiliated at how he had been handled.  He flinched just a touch and looked away as the Rathan worked his hands over his own bottle, stepping beneath the spill of water without shame.  He didn’t even try to cover himself, he seemed to be completely comfortable nude in front of Beau.

 

Before there would have been an attempt at modesty, perhaps erecting a barrier of some sort or telling Beau to move away.  The change in their dynamic seemed to be painfully obvious now while he fidgeted and did his best to act as if everything were fine.  He swallowed and kept his eyes fixed across the room and shifted in the harness, feeling the tension on the strap that held him securely in place so he couldn’t wander.

 

“Nevan?”  The voice came with a rap of knuckles on the bathroom door that made him give a jump. “I just got notice that you’d picked up your slave!”

 

“Hey, Mom!  Yeah, I did!”  Nevan called and the water shut off as Nevan reached out to snag a towel to wrap around himself.   “He’s in here!”

 

“Oh good!”  Nevan’s mother said with a pleased noise before the door opened, Nevan secured the towel around himself, but made no move to do the same for Beau.  “I thought that’s what I saw, but I wasn’t sure I was reading it right.  I heard about the whole messy situation.”

 

“Yeah, this is Brownie.”  Nevan grinned wide and there was a hint of pride in his voice as he said the name.

 

Beau shifted and tried to keep his hip to the adult Rathan, feeling as though he were being put on display as the familiar adult didn’t seem to have any problem looking him over.  Her eyes went up and down while he swallowed, unsure if he’d ever been so completely violated and humiliated in his life.  

“That’s–”



“His name is going to be Brownie.”  Nevan said firmly, interrupting his mother as if he didn’t even want risk his Mom to bring up Beau’s real name.  “I discussed it with my mentor, and she thinks I can at least give it a try.”

“How are you feeling about taking him on?”  His mother turned his head to one side, a curious lift of a brow, her voice sounded a bit dubious.  “It’s a bit of a dynamic change, isn’t it?”

“Yes, but so far, I think we’ll fit well.”  Nevan cast a fond look at Beau that made him want to squirm.  “He fussed a bit about the shower, but he eventually behaved.  If it doesn’t really work out, I have a chance to change out slaves, but I want to at least try.”

“Well, that’s to be expected when you have a young one.”  His mom gave a fond smile. “It’s a big day, how about I make you something special for dinner to celebrate?”

“That’d be perfect.”  Nevan’s tail gave a twitch and he cast another smile at Beau that looked smug.  “I think I have everything for him, but there’s some gear I’d like to get now that I know who I have. Some stuff has to be customized to fit a pet.”

“We’ll make sure to get it sorted, it won’t be a problem.  Remember you’re responsible for him.” Nevan’s mom smiled at her son fondly.  “Good luck, I’ll be sure to pick up food for him too.”

 

“Thanks, Mom!  I’ll send you the list!”  Nevan’s smile was beaming as his mother slipped back out and left the door open.  “See?  It’s gonna be just fine. C’mere, Brownie.”

 

The Rathan pulled off the towel from himself and gave a few rubs over Beau’s bare skin to get the last of the water off him.  By the time he was fully dry he was presented with new clothes that were marked in specialized colors that meant he was owned by Beau.  The pattern that ran along the outside of the pants unique for every new trainer, but there were no underwear and he wasn’t offered a shirt.  Instead, the harness was resettled and worked around him as Nevan hummed happily to himself.  He looked so happy and pleased with things.  He ignored the outraged embarrassment from Beau entirely.

 

 I can’t do this… I can’t.  I was wrong.  Being sold would better than ruining my friendship with Beau.  Beau thought while the harness was readjusted one last time and Nevan beamed at him.

 

“There we go.  Perfect.”  He said with a pleased sigh.  “I think this is gonna work.” 

