The trainer of Pokemon Trainers 2

Loupy was captured by Team Rocket and left inside of an Arcanine Zoo. It’s been two months since then and much of the wolf’s spirit is broken. But some defiance remains and Team Rocket does not like that.
Loupy had been stuck in the Pokémon zoo for two months. At least… he thought it had been two months. There was nothing to mark the passing of days and he had to rely on his increasingly faltering memory. The faces watching him all day blended together. He had been forced to serve as a bitch to Pokémon and trainers alike so many times that he had stopped trying to fight it at all.

It had just become another part of his day. He usually woke up with a snout of one of the Arcanine against his crotch. They tried to lick and nuzzle at the artificial shaft, but his chastity device kept it from providing the extent of pleasure the Arcanine intended. The more mornings like this, the hornier he was getting, the sooner he gave in to the Arcanine’s pleading by offering his backside. Even if an Arcanine did not wake him up, the discomfort of a failed attempt at morning wood did. And then Loupy would find his own Arcanine to beg them to scratch an itch he could not get to himself.
He was fed together with the other Arcanine; tasteless kibble and a bowl of water to wash it down. It was hard to eat or drink inside of the suit, but hunger had motivated him to learn quickly. Some of the Arcanine would mount him while he was eating. He was glad when they did, because then there was less competition between him and the food.

After each dinner he would spend a good half an hour near the water trying to wash the remains from his artificial muzzle. Otherwise he had to smell the bits and pieces all day long. The process took long and involved him dunking his muzzle in the water and then shaking with determination. When he was done, he would groom the rest of his suit. His captors refused to wash anything but the inside, so he had to keep the fur clean himself. Considering the amount of cum that regularly stained him, it was a difficult daily task.

After lunch, he spent most of the afternoon playing with the Growlithes. He had to keep his mind busy to keep himself from going mad. The Arcanine had all established their dominance to him, but the little ones seemed to look up to him as a silly old brother. Loupy would throw a stick around and they would all race to fetch it back. Sometimes there was wrestling, or there was a rope to play tug of war with. The visitors all seemed to love seeing the Pokémon act so playfully together.

He had learned to smile at the people watching him instead of pleading for help. At first he kept trying to communicate to the people non-verbally. But whenever he got close, he would feel the plug sent a strong and painful electrical pulse into his rectum. If he tried to continue, the next shock rendered him paralysed on the ground, wetting himself without control. Not that the wetting was that big a problem with the diapers he was kept in.

After playtime, it was time for dinner. On the days where he had behaved himself, he was invited inside the habitat by the zoo keepers. They would serve him up proper food, under the condition that he did not try to speak. They would call him a good boy. After the meal, they would gag him up and clean out his suit with him still in it. Soft mechanical bristles would enter through stretchable parts of the suits and reach every nook and cranny. 
They would fit strong metal cuffs around his Arcanine paws to keep him tied down on all fours while they tested his health and changed his diaper though a series of holes that stretched up to two inches in width. He had no idea how, but the new diaper was brought in through the same holes in pieces where mechanical hands somehow assembled it into a whole.

At first he thought it was a temporary measure, but since his arrival he had not spent a second out of the suit. They would test the plug and measure all his vitals, but they would not even touch the zipper that had trapped him inside. He often found himself wondering if the zipper even still existed.

They would make him endure an enema to clean his insides, and they would feel free to abuse his true tail hole however they saw fit. They had two inches of width to work with and their cocks fitted through that. Some preferred to watch their Pokémon abuse Loupy. Some preferred to watch as they had some outside stranger mount ‘the puppy’, taking their money in exchange. Each of them had their fun however they liked and then finally put Loupy back in the habitat to sleep with the Arcanine. Though smelling as much of sex as he did, most first had to satisfy their urges by claiming their favourite bitch.
That treatment was the reward if he had behaved. On days where he had stood up for himself, they would have the machines spank him. They had so little room to work, but it felt like a paddle punishing him like he was a toddler on his father’s lap. His bottom would be red, sometimes blue, by the time they would move on to administrating their other penalties. More abuse would follow, crueller than on the good days. Nipple clamps on his chest and electrical stimulation on his locked up dick while they called him a naughty puppy. Enough to make him horny and strain against his chastity device, never enough to cause orgasm. Afterwards, they would double or triple the layers of padding and skip several maintenance sessions over the days afterwards. Sometimes, they ‘forgot’ to remove the other torturing tools before they sent him back. Four days of nipple clamps had broken his spirit like nothing before.

Loupy shook his head, trying to forget those days. He knew how to behave now and avoid such behaviour. He was going to eat his dinner and have a good day.

But this day was different than most. 
He was brought into the habitat by his keepers like usual, but they all seemed in a hurry. Before Loupy knew it, he was collared and chained in a corner. The keepers were leaving the room and it became quiet.
“I hear you’ve been enjoying yourself.”

It was the cheetah that had captured him and forced him in this predicament. Loupy whimpered softly, but there was nothing he could do as the feline stalked through the room. Not trapped inside of a fur-tight suit which was shackled to the floor. 

The wolf suddenly felt a paw on his padding, rubbing at the soggy diaper from back to front. “You have been using these like a good little boy. I’ve had other pets whom I have eventually allowed to pee like a dog out of a suit’s sheath. But you are particularly cute in these pampers. And I greatly enjoy that it completely removes the need to remove the suit. I could keep you in it forever.”

Loupy trembled. But he was not sure whether it was out of fear from the villain’s words, or the movements of the strong paw over Loupy’s pent up crotch.

Loupy wanted to look back, but his collar was chained too tightly to the wall. The baby bottle also came out of nowhere.

“Drink.”

Loupy opened his muzzle obediently. He cursed himself at how rapidly he submitted, but his time in the zoo had had a profound effect. He had to listen to the good caregivers. Those who fed him were caregivers. This cheetah was to be obeyed. Loupy felt it deep inside of him. No matter what his mind thought of the situation and how palpably he recognised the cheetah as a threat.

Loupy closed the suit’s muzzle around the bottle’s teat and started sucking. It was hard to drink through the suit, but he had months of practice at this point. Spilling from a baby bottle led to punishments after all. And he had become very good at avoiding additional punishments.

When the milk was done, he actually nuzzled the cheetah’s paw. The feline seemed to enjoy that and kept the paw there for quite a while. Part of Loupy was pleased with that. He had made his caregiver happy. He gave an excited little bark for his master. That earned him pets. His tail was wagging. His whole body was getting excited. It took the greatest effort not to let his mind follow.

“I know this place is fun for you, but I’m afraid it’s time I brought you home with me. Would you like that, little guy? Would you like to come live with me?”

Loupy would hate nothing more on this earth. But his tail wagged harder. His head was already nodding with enthusiasm. And his mind was flashing with images of a happy caregiver, of rewards instead of punishments if he did what he was told. If only he pleased his master like a good boy.

“People are looking for you, can you believe it? Team Rocket thinks it’s too dangerous to keep you here. They’re worried we might lose you together with all the other eager bitches I’ve captured over the years. They’d have to start all over to train new subs to please their horny employees.”

Loupy froze. They were looking for him? That meant there might be hope. Somebody might actually find him and free him from this prison. He might finally return to a place where the best days were not defined by getting raped less.

“Awww, how cute. You found some hope?” the cheetah chuckled. “Here I thought they were done breaking you. But don’t worry. Daddy will make you a good pet. We’ll squash that little bit of hope you have so you can let go of those silly delusions that you might ever get away. And then you can concentrate on the only thing that matters. Pleasing me.”

The chain to the wall was undone. Loupy tried to move his head, but strong paws kept him in place. He did not have the strength to fight. Not after two months in the suit. He heard a click and the paws went away from his head. A leash had been attached to his collar and he was being led away.

“Trust me, little pet. Nobody will ever find you.”

It was strange to see the zoo from the other side of the bars. Between the exhibits were countless laboratories. It was a maze to find the way through, but the Cheetah had no trouble leading. Team Rocket had infiltrated every single exhibit. Loupy could see into most labs and almost all had one man that was at least half naked, about to take advantage of a Pokémon there. Or somebody in a suit that was made to look like a Pokémon. How many people were they keeping down there?

Eventually, they reached an elevator. The cheetah used his key card to activate it, together with his thumb print and a retina scan. Then they could finally head up. The elevator exited to the outside of the zoo. They were immediately on their way.

It was the first time in a long while that Loupy had been out under the sun without being trapped inside of the exhibit. It was about an hour before dusk with the sunlight slowly fading. He was bound to the cheetah’s leash now, but it was the best chance for escape. He waited a few seconds for a good chance, where there were not too many people around, and then he made a dash for it.

The leash stopped him, but he kept going, trying to pull free from the cheetah’s grasp. Suddenly he felt himself choking and he had no choice but to stop. He collapsed, unable to breath. Loupy gasped desperately while bringing his paws to his neck, but there was nothing he could do.

“You will not run away from me, you idiot mutt. Did you really think I would let you?”

Loupy’s vision started to cloud. He could just barely make out the small device the cheetah was holding. The cheetah finally pressed a button on it and air returned to the wolf’s lungs. He panted hard, stars still in front of his eyes. He was crying too. Was there truly no escape?

“Get back up.”

It was hard, but the pup listened. He did not want more punishment. He did his best to behave as they just kept on walking. The feline avoided heavily populated areas and minimised interactions when people passed by. But it seemed he had made a small miscalculation. The park he went through was usually pretty quiet. But a lot of people were there now, walking their dogs.

The cheetah seemed in a hurry. He increased their pace. Loupy just kept an eye out for anyone who could help. There was a reason that they had put him in an exhibit where people had to stay far away. There was a reason that the feline rushed by people. The suit was good, but it did not stand up to closer scrutiny. He just needed one person to look at him. One person to really look.

He finally saw his chance when a little girl followed their movements. He stopped in his track and yelled out the loudest ‘HELP’ that he could. It came out as a playful bark.

The girl giggled. The cheetah would be pulling him away now. Except, he did not. He walked back a little to stand next to Loupy. “Do you like my Pokémon?”

“He’s a real cutie. What’s his name?”

“I call him Pet. It’s short for Petunia.”

“That’s a weird name for an Arcanine. And I think he’s a boy.”

“Well, he was mine to name and so I did. Just because he was born a boy, does not mean he is entitled to a boy’s name.”

The girl got a little closer. She was looking right into Loupy’s eyes now. She just had to see the desperation.

“Does he know any tricks?”

“I have not taught him any yet, but he’s pretty smart. Let’s see if he can figure them out. Sit, Pet.”

Loupy bent his hind paws and sat down like a dog. He whined desperately, hoping the girl would hear it. All that came out was some panting.

“Beg!” the girl said.

Loupy shook his head. How was she not getting this?

“Beg, pet.” The cheetah repeated.

Loupy’s paws went up to his chest. He tilted his head too, to the delight of the little girl.
“He’s really amazing. Can I show him to my mom?”

“Of course. Why don’t you get her? And anyone else you’d like. We’ve been making good time and we can afford to rest here a little bit.” He sat down on a park bench, before taking out a doggy bowl from his bag. He placed it on the ground and filled it up with a bottle of cold water.

While Loupy drank, the cheetah scratched behind the pup’s ears. Strangely, he could feel it through the suit. It was the way of it. The suit muffled anything Loupy wanted to feel but amplified all those things he could have happily gone without.

The cheetah whispered. “You thought she’d notice, didn’t you? You are still underestimating me. There is nothing you can think of that we have not already countered in the suit. You think this is a test? Actual professors were not able to see through this suit. It doesn’t matter whether you believe me. You’ll see.”

Dozens of people came to them. Some petted Loupy, some asked for tricks. He was made to perform. Nothing he did made anyone suspicious. He tried to write in the ground at one point, but the suit seemed to detect it and made his muscle spasm so that only a smudge was drawn. Even the police came by for a little while. They just said they hoped their Growliths could turn into such a big, strong Arcanine one day.

The cheetah had been right. Loupy’s hopes had been squashed.

After the park it was just a small walk towards the cheetah’s house. Loupy was not even led into the living room, instead guided to a side room on the ground floor. There was a bed in the room with dark black sheets. But it was very clear the dog cage in the corner was to be his sleeping place. The floor was mostly dark wood, but there were some tiles in the corner where the doggy bowls were laid out. One read Loupy, the other read Pet. There was also a machine in the corner that the wolf recognised from the zoo. Maintenance for his suit.

It was hard to put a label to the room. The bed suggested this was a guest room, but the built-in accommodations made it feel like a vet’s office. The walls had shelves with doggy toys and a few baby items. There was a stack of diapers right next to sex toys on one, dog food and horse whips on another. Above the bed was a large painting of the cheetah, posing naked with that ever-present smirk.

“This will be your living space. If you are a good boy I might let you into other rooms as a reward. Be naughty, and you will be trapped here. In more ways than one.” The cheetah undid the leash and let Loupy walk around to check everything out. “Just because you are here now, does not mean the zoo’s rules stop applying. You will not be able to talk. You will not attempt to walk on two paws, or the suit will punish you. And of course, you must never attempt to run away from home. There are cameras that will see you and then I will punish you. Do you understand?”

Loupy nodded his head. Up to a few weeks ago he might have answered verbally, but even with the suit’s vocal suppression, the zookeepers disliked him trying at all.

“Get up on the bed.” The cheetah said.

It was a little hard on all fours, but Loupy crawled onto the bed. He tried to turn around to face his new master, but he was quickly handled to face away from him. Loupy’s head was pushed down hard, so that he would be presenting his Arcanine butt.

“You tried to escape today. Twice. I punished you severely for the first time, but you are owed a punishment for the second time. Take it like a good pup, or it will only get worse.”

The cheetah grabbed a paddle from the shelve and brought it to the pup’s rear. It seemed like just a flick, but Loupy felt it through the thick padding and the suit all the same. He yelped loudly and had to consciously subdue his shaking paws from moving too far. The spanking only got worse from there.

“You were a naughty little puppy. Daddy does not want to punish you, but when you worry him he has no other choice. You should not be such a bad pup.”

The paddle came down harder and harder, thudding through the room. There was no end to it as Loupy felt his bottom turn from pink to red. It had to be glowing by the time the Cheetah finally deemed himself finished. Loupy had tears in his eyes. Mostly because of the physical pain, but being called a bad pup made it so much worse. 
When the cheetah opened his arms for a hug, Loupy jumped against him. Loupy nuzzled the feline’s chest. If he could have licked at him, he would have. Why had he been so silly? He just wanted to be a good boy for his daddy.

“Present again.”

Loupy hesitated for only a second, before getting back into position. But the cheetah was putting away the paddle and was getting on the bed instead. He started teasing the fake Arcanine hole in the back of the suit, before pushing a finger inside. The plug inside Loupy started buzzing immediately from the attention.

“I hope you learned some tricks in that zoo. Would hate to have to exchange you for a puppy who knows what he’s doing.”

The cheetah entered with force. The cock pressed against Loup’s padding and pushed the plug in further. The more Loupy was filled up, the harder the plug would vibrate. But there was so little control he had over it. He pushed back in the Cheetah’s rhythm. Though uncomfortable, the other Arcanine had always enjoyed it when he did that.

“Now that’s a good boy. Show daddy how much you like it.”

Loupy started panting. Then he started howling. He was not even acting. It was like the suit was made with the cheetah in mind as its master. Every angle aligned perfectly in ways no other fur had managed in the two months he had been trapped inside. The cheetah rewarded him by going harder and faster, which seemed to activate the plug like it had never before. It pressed right against the wolf’s prostrate, making his dick strain in his chastity device. He had to be soaking the front of his diaper with pre.

The cheetah came violently, digging his claws into the suit and possessively claiming the wolf’s body. The plug rewarded him with a few minor electrical shocks to his most sensitive spots. If he had not been locked, it might have been enough to send him over the edge. As it was, he was just forced to helplessly hump air.

“That was just what I needed.” The cat said. He lay down on the bed with a big grin, before patting his tummy.

Loupy was not sure what to do, so he let his instincts take over. He crawled to the cheetah and resting his head on the feline’s torso. It was not the most comfortable position, but it pleased his new master. He was actually getting pets. He could get used to this.

The feline had gotten a remote from somewhere and had turned on a television mounted against the wall. Loupy had not even noticed it. He could not see from this position and he had a feeling that was intentional. So he just listened to the sounds. It was some kind of comedy show, but it was being broadcast in a language he did not understand.

They were halfway through a second episode when the Cheetah’s mobile phone went off. “Yes?” the cheetah scooted the pup away and stood up. “I see. I’m on my way.” The phone was quickly stowed away. “I’m afraid we’ll have to cut this short.”

Loupy nodded, before moving towards the puppy bed.

“Nope. That’s only when your daddy’s home.” The cheetah went to the wall and opened a secret compartment. In there was a safe that required a combination to open. And from there he retrieved a jet black pokeball. He pointed it at the pup. “Don’t want to risk anyone finding you.”

There was a red flash. When Loupy opened his eyes again, the cheetah was lying naked on the bed. The lighting had changed and it must have been hours since he had gotten stowed away.

The suit was still on him. That was supposed to disappear when a pokeball was used on furs. He was still diapered and in chastity. It was as if time had frozen. But how much time had actually passed? Was it late at night or early in the morning. Without a clock, he only knew it had been a maximum of 24 hours. That was the maximum.

Sensing the pup’s confusion, the cheetah simply chuckled. “You did not think Team Rocket was done developing these things, did you? We developed materials that could be turned into energy just like people and I was sure to make your suit consist of them. Now come join daddy on the bed. Use that muzzle of yours for some good.”

Loupy blushed, but climbed onto the bed again. He crawled between the Cheetah’s legs and started licking. The cheetah seemed pent up, like had been thinking about this for hours. But for Loupy it had only been half an hour since he had last been used. He could still feel the numbness under his tail hole from all the attention.

The plug did not care as it started to reward him for the good job. Loupy used his padded paws to stroke the cheetah’s thighs. He gently played with the feline’s balls as he sucked as hard as he could. His chastity device felt tight in his pampers from all the big cat’s purring.

“Fuck me, you’re good at this. I wanted to play a bit longer, but I just can’t resist anymore. Be a good puppy and present yourself.”

Loupy wanted to be a good puppy, no matter how sore he still was. He turned around and raised his tail. The cheetah wasted no time to take up position behind the wolf and mount him as roughly as Loupy had gotten used to with him. It was as intense as it had been half an hour before. Longer for the cheetah and it showed with how much enthusiasm he was abusing the wolf.

Within minutes the cheetah was nearing orgasm. 

Then his phone started buzzing. He answered while still plowing the Arcanine suit just as hard. “What is it?” He asked, unashamedly grunting into the phone between words. “Again? Fine. I’ll be right in.”

Loupy could feel it as the suit’s hole was filled with seed and the plug shot out more electricity to reward him. It was still going as the black pokeball was retrieved and his vision became red again.

The puppy whimpered as he reappeared. The plug was still stimulating him and getting him so close to orgasm that his whole body could feel it. He was spent and used. He needed a proper rest.

But the cheetah was standing in front of him, naked and expecting more from him. They were in the cheetah’s bedroom now. The sheets were red and looked really soft. Not that Loupy could really test it with the suit separating his fur from the fabric.

And there was little to focus on with the cheetah pushing Loupy’s muzzle to the bed and making him present himself once again.

“Stop it!” Loupy tried to yell out, but all that happened was a needy whimper escaping his muzzle.

The cheetah crawled behind the wolf and pushed in again. The plug kept at its endless assault. His tailhole was too sensitive and the plug was getting uncomfortably hot from the near constant vibrating. Loupy’s prostate still responded to the stimulation by causing boner attempts in the wolf’s chastity device. Everything about him felt sore. The worst part was, even with all this abuse, there was still a part of him that liked it. The part that had been denied orgasm since the abduction and made him hunger for any sexual experience at all.

It was hard to concentrate through the intensity of the experience, but he did notice when the cheetah was finally done again and collapsed on the bed. Even if it was mostly because Loupy almost passed out.

It had been the third time in a row Loupy had been fucked. Three times that the Cheetah’s seed had been shot into the suit’s tailhole. Three times that his plug had ‘rewarded’ him with an electrical charge.

The wolf’s muscles felt like pudding and he was unspeakably grateful he could collapse without having to do anything else.

“Sit, puppy.”

Loupy cursed the harshest words he could. All that escaped was a happy bark.

“Come on, do it for your daddy. We wouldn’t want to have to use the pokeball again, now would we? And I’ve got a special treat for you if you behave.” The cheetah held out some bologna. It was processed meat and not one of Loupy’s favorite luncheon meats. But he had been fed nothing but dog food for months. There was nothing that had ever looked more delicious to him.

No matter how much his limps protested, he got into the proper position and waited.

“Shake paw.”

Loupy lifted his arm and let the Cheetah shake it.

“That’s a good dog.” The man grinned. “Open your muzzle.”

Loupy opened wide. When he tasted actual food on his tongue, he was on the brink of tears. It tasted like ambrosia. He chewed desperately and put off swallowing as long as possible. Dammit, he was going to savour this.

The Cheetah turned on a television and laid back on the bed. He grabbed Loupy and pulled the wolf against the feline’s body. This time he could actually see the screen and it was nice. The cheetah was a sadistic lover, but he turned out to be a good cuddler.

The show was in that same language Loupy did not understand, but it was a nice white noice. His eyes soon started falling closed and he slept. It had been a very long day and the wolf could use the rest.

~*~

Like the zoo, Loupy lived with a tight schedule in the Cheetah’s house. In fact, there seemed to be only a little difference now that he had changed locations. Both his muzzle and his tailhole were frequently abused. Either by the Cheetah himself, or by guests that Petunia the Arcanine was expected to service. His diapers were changed daily by the special machine that used the holes in his suit instead of letting him out.

The main difference was the freedom he had. At the zoo, everything was decided. In here, he was allowed to wander the apartment. His doggy bed was in the original room he had been put into and it was where he slept most of the days away. He was free to go into the living room to catch some sun or to the kitchen to scour for crumbs. He was still fed dog food for most of his meals, but he got more human food treats regularly now, which was a big plus.

They had been living together like this for months. Whenever the feline had to step out for work, Loupy was put in the black pokeball. Usually he had to be the Cheetah’s bitch when he came back out.

So it was not strange when the Cheetah was packing his suitcase and he told Loupy to heel. It was not strange to have a pokeball pointed in his direction.

It was strange that the suitcase was thick and seemed to be for at least a week’s journey. It was strange that the pokeball was not black, but deep purple.

“Do you know why we’ve never been able to capture Pokémon trainers for more than 24 hours? A mind can only be dampened for so long before it rejects the prison and breaks itself out. Meet the new prototype. It’s finally passed the final testing rounds and I got one of the very first in the new line of production. I’d tell you how we solved the problem, but you’ll find out soon enough.”

The world turned red and then it was no more.

The new reality slowly came into focus, as if it were booting up. His Arcanine paws were raised, shackled to a white surface. He could hear mechanical arms moving and groping him. They found the holes in his suit and then touched his real body with no modicum of respect of the wolf’s modesty.

Team Rocket had found a way to slam virtual reality into a tiny pokeball. His mind was engaged. Loupy swallowed. In theory, he could be kept here indefinitely. He noticed the baby bottle one of the machinal hands held. Another was holding a new diaper for him. He had no doubt they would give him food and water to keep him alive. Would change his diapers as long as he needed.

There was no telling how long he could be stuck in this thing.

He struggled, pulling against the restraints.

The arms did not like that. The fingers in his suit grabbed him roughly and held him in place. For his efforts, the machinations managed to fit a new harness over his body beneath the suit. It was a metal rink against his chest that connected his sides and his neck. One piece of the harness went under his diaper, pressing it extra tight against his body.

The message was clear. The more you fight, the more we’ll restrain you. Loupy wondered how much more mobility the arms could take from him. He was already at the point that there was nothing he could do.

The wolf wanted to cry. So he did.

He felt it when the arms petted the suit and brought the baby bottle to his lips. He obeyed, because there was nothing else to do.

He just hoped the Cheetah would be back soon to let him out. Maybe if he was a really good puppy, he would trust him enough to keep him out of the pokeball next time.

Maybe.

The end
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