1 - Loyal Dog (I)
"Hazel."

When I called her name, Hazel tilted her head.

Hazel is the dog I'm raising... or rather, used to raise.

Because we have to part ways now.

"It's not like I want to abandon you, you know?"

Maybe it's just my imagination, but Hazel's expression seemed to darken after hearing my words.

She must have thought we were going for a walk. I could clearly see that the tail she had been wagging had stopped moving.

"There's no way you can understand me... Am I finally going crazy? Sigh."

They say dogs can read people's emotions through their eyes, but seeing her droop like that after I spoke, it seemed like she understood something and changed.

I don't know. We won't be seeing each other anymore anyway, so there's no need to care.

"Live well with a better owner. And don't get abandoned by someone like me again. Got it?"

With that, I petted Hazel's head for the last time and got into the car, leaving Hazel, who was looking at me with pitiful eyes, behind.

As I got into the car, Hazel, reflected in the side mirror, didn't chase after me but just sat there, staring at the car.

I don't know if she knew it was no use following, or if she herself realized that I wasn't worth being with anymore.

One thing was certain: she knew she had been abandoned.

-Click

I released the parking brake to drive off and looked in the side mirror one last time.

"What...? She's already gone...?"

I was sure it had only been about five seconds since I turned my head, but Hazel had already disappeared from sight.

"Did she already go to find a new owner? I treated her pretty well, so I'm a little sad."

I thought I had treated her pretty well, but it's sad that she just left like that.

Were we never meant to be? Well, it's for the best.

A few days passed since I parted ways with Hazel, and today, as always, I dragged my tired body home after work.

But today is Friday, and once I take a shower, I'll have free time, so I'm in a good mood.

-Vrrrr

I was taking off my clothes to take a shower when my phone suddenly rang.

"What does this bastard want now..."

The caller was my friend.

Did he call to ask if I wanted to grab a drink since it's Friday?

"I can't be bothered..."

No matter how annoying it is and even though he's my friend, it's not polite to ignore the call, so I answered it anyway.

"Ugh... Hello?"

[Hey, would you be interested in going on a blind date right now?]

"Suddenly? Is there someone who wants to go out with me even after seeing my height?"

My current height is 161cm, far below the average height for Korean men.

It's just amazing that there's someone who wants to go out with me even knowing that.

[Yeah, there is? Maybe it's because you're kind of cute, even though you're short... and you have a lot of money. Anyway, let me know if you're interested.]

"I'd love to. Anytime is good."

[Really? Then I'll set up a date for Sunday.]

"Okay, thanks."

-Click

"I have more to do now."

I usually live a busy life and don't take care of myself, but since I suddenly have a date, I should go to the hair salon tomorrow.

No matter what, I can't meet my blind date looking like a worn-out bum.

"But why me... Is it because of the money?"

Maybe the looks are just an excuse, and it's because of the money?

There aren't many people my age who own a foreign car and a two-story house with a basement and a garden like I do.

Actually, I didn't buy any of this with my own money; it's all my parents' money.

I'm still just an entry-level salaryman, so I can't buy such a big house with my own money.

"But did she mention money...? Or was she wearing luxury goods in the picture I saw...? I don't know."

I look average, so there's only one reason why she would choose a short guy like me.

It's just the money.

Even if it's because of the money, I don't really care. It's better than being alone, right?

After taking a shower, I got dressed and went to the living room, and strangely, dinner was prepared.

I'm definitely alone at home.

"Did Mom come by? She should have said something..."

Sometimes Mom comes by and leaves side dishes or makes dinner, but she always tells me in advance or at least leaves a note.

But this time, there was nothing, just a dinner table set.

"Was she in a hurry...? Oh, it's sushi. And udon..."

Sushi and udon? I've never seen Mom make Japanese food... Did she learn something new?

She said she wanted to take a cooking class a while ago, so I signed her up, but I don't remember it being Japanese cuisine, but as long as it tastes good.

"Ugh... I'm full."

My original plan was to order chicken and eat it with beer, but it feels good to have a hearty dinner like this for the first time in a while.

"Oh right, I should call Mom."

She left without saying anything, but I should at least thank her.

It takes at least 40 minutes to get here from her house, so I wish I could have seen her face.

"Oh, hello?"

"Why are you calling at this hour?"

"No, I just wanted to say that the dinner you made was delicious. That's why I called."

"I did?"

What's with this reaction?

Then who was it if not Mom...?

"Huh? Didn't Mom make dinner? Udon and... sushi..."

"What are you talking about? Have you ever seen me make sushi?"

"Huh?"

Yeah, I've never seen Mom make sushi.

And she'll never want to make sushi in the future.

"If you've been drinking, just go to sleep. And don't call your ex-girlfriend again and say you're going to kill yourself~"

"O-Okay, I got it... Hang up."

-Click

Who on earth can come into my house and use the kitchen freely if it's not Mom?

Dad's cooking skills aren't that good, and my ex-girlfriend would never touch cooking.

Even if my ex-girlfriend was good at cooking, there's no way she would come to my house to do it.

"Ugh... What the hell...?"

Could it be an intruder?

They take advantage of the empty house to cook and run away...

But why the hell would they do that?!

They should be using that money to feed themselves... What the hell is wrong with them?

"Is it like a house fairy...? But I don't raise snails... What the hell is going on?!"

I'm starting to get scared.

Someone made food in my house, and I ate that food without suspecting what might be in it.

"Should I call the police...? But... Ugh..."

What would they think if I called the police and said, "Someone set a delicious dinner table in my house and ran away!"

I think they would react the same way as Mom.

As I was worrying about that, I suddenly started to feel a languid sensation all over my body.

"What... What's wrong...?"

So, there was something in the food after all?

Yeah, there's no way there would be a pervert in this world who would set a dinner table in someone's house and run away without any intention.

"I need to... call the... police..."

The speed at which my strength was leaving my body was increasing exponentially, and I hurriedly picked up my phone to call the police.

-Thud!

But all the strength left my hand, and the phone slipped out of my hand and fell to the floor, going under the table.

This is dangerous. I need to pick up the phone on the floor quickly.

I knelt on the floor and leaned over as much as possible to find the phone under the table.

-Thump

But when I bent my back all the way, my body couldn't support the weight of my upper body and collapsed miserably to the floor.

"Ugh...!"

Still, with the determination to call the police and then lose consciousness, I picked up the phone again and quickly dialed 112.

As I made the call, the ringing tone echoed repeatedly, and the speed at which I was losing consciousness doubled, and my vision became blurry.

[Emergency call, 112.]

The police finally answered the phone, and I tried to speak, holding the phone close to my body.

"H-Hello..."

But those two words were all I could utter.

[I can't hear you well. Can you speak a little louder?]

Now I can't even open my mouth.

I need to tell the police about my situation quickly, but my body won't listen.

My vision was so blurry that I couldn't even open my eyes, I lost all sensation in my body, and my mouth wouldn't open at all.

[Caller, are you listening?]

With the police's last words, I lost consciousness.

-Step... Step...

Seeing me collapsed next to the table, an unidentified woman approached me slowly with leisurely steps.

"Oh my... Master, heehee."

Then she picked up the phone.

[Caller? Can you hear me? Are you in a dangerous situation? We're dispatching right now...]

"No, it's okay."

She said to the police, who were talking to me in a serious tone, as if to reassure them.

[Yes?]

"My master... no, my husband seems to be very drunk. You don't have to worry about it."

[Ah... Is that so?]

"Yes. I'll give him a good scolding. I'm sorry for the trouble."

[Ah, I understand.]

"Thank you for your hard work."

-Click

In the end, even the last resort of calling 112 was dismissed.

I don't know who this woman is or what her purpose is in doing this.

And I don't know what she's going to do to me now, but I've lost consciousness and can't do anything.

"It's been a while, Master. Heehee... If you were going to abandon me, you should have done it more thoroughly. Since you kept me alive like this, I had to come and find you myself~♡ Now, shall we have a cozy conversation, just the two of us?"
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2 - Loyal Dog (II)
A chilly sensation ran down the back of my body, and I could feel the cold air brushing against my skin, so it seemed I wasn't in the master bedroom.

Had a lot of time passed, enough for the drugs to wear off? I slowly began to regain consciousness on the cold floor.

"Ugh..."

As each part of my body awakened, the first thing that came out was a groan. I must have been lying on the cold floor for too long, making my body stiff.

The splitting headache from the drugs probably wasn't helping either.

"Oh my, it seems you're coming to your senses?"

The moment I regained consciousness, I heard a woman's voice.

I couldn't open my eyes yet, so I couldn't see who it was, but one thing was certain: I didn't know her.

"Wh-who... the hell... ugh...!"

I tried to sit up, but my whole body was so stiff that it ached when I tried to exert any force.

"Don't try to get up. You must feel very weak, so it's best not to push yourself."

She spoke to me kindly, stopping me from straining myself.

Why would someone so kind do this to me?

"Who... are you... really... to me...!"

I forced my eyes open to see who had done this to me.

My vision wasn't fully focused, so I could only make out a rough silhouette, but I could still gather some information.

In a dark space, lit only by a single bulb that barely illuminated the room, she was kneeling beside me, looking down. Her face was shadowed because she was looking down, giving her a dark aura.

Looking around, it seemed I was in the basement of my house, surprisingly.

She had long, yellow hair, blue eyes, and fair skin.

Around her neck was a black band of some kind, and she was wearing a blue shirt, but no pants.

"Hmm... I suppose you wouldn't recognize me. I've never shown you this form before."

This form?

So she had shown me another form?

"Another... form...? What is it...!"

"Why aren't you petting me now? I thought you'd like me better in this form, so I came like this, but you haven't even touched me... Have you really fallen out of love with me?"

Petting?

The only women I've ever petted were my cousin or my ex-girlfriend. None of my cousins have blue eyes, and it's definitely not my ex-girlfriend.

Now that my vision was fully restored and I was clear-headed, I realized there was no one like that in my life.

"I've never petted anyone like you...!"

"Then what was that warm touch I remember?"

"My hands aren't warm, and I don't know you...!"

Maybe she's just out of her mind and mistaking me for someone else?

Maybe she's taking revenge on the wrong guy after being dumped, something ridiculous like that.

"Haa... Then let me explain who I am... No, before that, I have an important question."

"What is it...? First, tell me who you are..."

"Why did you abandon Hazel?"

"Huh?!"

How did this woman know I abandoned Hazel?

Could she be from some extremist animal rights group?

Someone from a cult that teaches people like me, who abandon their dogs on the street after driving them out there, a lesson...

"H-how do you know that...?"

"I'd appreciate it if you answered the question."

This woman seemed very angry.

She ignored my questions and stubbornly pressed on with her own, glaring at me with fierce, blue eyes.

"W-well... it's just that... I have a dog hair allergy..."

I had to make it sound like I had no choice.

If I said I abandoned her for some trivial reason, she might get angry and do something to me.

"I know that's not true. I'd like you to tell me the truth."

"How do you know that...!"

"I want you to answer knowing that I know you better than anyone else."

Someone who knows me better than anyone else? Who could that be?

It's definitely not family, so is she a stalker or something?

"Who are you...!"

"Answer the question."

"Okay, okay... I just... a retriever doesn't look cool..."

I originally planned to get a Doberman after sending Hazel away.

Honestly, having such a cool dog in the yard looks a little better than a retriever.

"...You abandoned me for such a reason..."

And after hearing my words, the woman seemed to be filled with rage.

Her expression was blank, but her eyes were filled with a murderous intent.

More than that, I abandoned Hazel, but why is she using the pronoun "I"?

As if she were Hazel herself.

"B-but... who are you...? My abandoning a dog... has nothing to do with you...!"

"...Nothing to do with me?"

"You're not the police... Why are you doing this to me...!"

"Master."

She called me "Master," as I trembled in fear and anger.

I wondered if there was someone else behind her, but her gaze was fixed on me, and there was no one else in the dark basement but me and this woman.

So, the "Master" she was talking about was likely me.

"Who...? Me...?!"

"Haa..."

Without answering, she sighed and took off the black choker around her neck, pressing it into my hand.

"You'll know who I am when you see this."

The object she placed in my hand was quite familiar to me.

"N-no way... could it be...!"

The object was the black collar I had bought for Hazel when she became an adult.

Holding it in her hand, no, wearing it around her neck, probably meant...

"Hazel...?"

"...Yes, that's right."

"B-but... Hazel is a dog...!"

Hazel is a dog, not a person.

But this woman is a person.

Her ear shape and hair color are the same, but logically, this woman can't be a dog.

"Wait, but why do you have ears..."

Why does a person have those ears?

Two ears on the side of the head are enough for everyday life.

There's no need for those dog ears on top of her head.

"It seems you still haven't grasped the situation."

"Then... could it be...!"

She turned into a human?

The ditzy Golden Retriever I abandoned turned into a human?

"I don't know what you're thinking, but you're probably right."

If what I'm thinking is right...

"I'm screwed...!!"

I'm seriously screwed.

First, for abandoning Hazel.

And second, for saying to her face that retrievers don't look cool and that I threw her away without hesitation because I wanted to get another dog.

"Master."

Hazel finally realized that I had come to terms with my situation and spoke to me in a cold voice.

"Y-yes..."

"Did you really have to abandon me to feel satisfied?"

"N-no... it's just that...!"

I mustered all my strength and knelt down in front of Hazel.

I had to survive, so pride didn't matter.

I didn't realize it when I was lying down, but Hazel was quite large when I knelt down.

With that kind of physique, I would have been overpowered by the overwhelming physical difference even if Hazel hadn't used drugs.

I guess that's because she's a retriever. I should have raised a smaller breed like a Maltese or Pomeranian.

"I was wrong...!"

"...Really?"

I only said "I was wrong!" but Hazel surprisingly showed me a merciful reaction.

What? Is she the type to accept apologies easily?

Even if she's angry, is she still a retriever after all?

Yeah, she's supposed to be an angel dog.

"I-I'll never abandon you again... spare me...!"

"Oh my? Would an ungrateful dog dare to bite its master to death? I won't kill you, Master."

Judging by the tone of her voice, she seemed to be back to her normal self.

She got over it so easily with just one apology?

Is she surprisingly simple-minded? She was originally the type to go crazy and love it if you just threw a frisbee at her, so maybe.

"That's right...! My Hazel is so kind...! Haha..."

Damn it, I said it too soullessly.

I should have just shut up, I feel like I made things worse by saying something...

"...Really?"

But why is she smiling?

Could she have taken it seriously?

"Y-yes...! Our Hazel is so reliable... and kind... W-where else in the world would you find a dog like this...!"

"I'm so grateful that you think so. Aaaah...♡"

I don't know why, but my actions somehow worked.

"Can I pet your head...?"

"Of course~♡ Aaaah... Master... I'm so happy right now...♡"

"T-that's a relief...! Come here... I'll pet you a lot..."

Surprisingly, this worked, so I showered Hazel with praise and carefully petted her head, and that's how I barely managed to escape from the basement with Hazel's permission.

I came out of the basement and looked out the window to see that it was a dark night.

"She's huge..."

And when I saw Hazel standing up, she looked at least 180cm tall.

She's so tall that I have to look up at her when she's close, so I can't even think about fighting her.

Besides her height... other things were also quite large.

"Master, you absolutely mustn't go outside, okay?"

"O-okay, but... why...?"

She let me out of the basement, but she doesn't seem to want to allow me to go outside at all.

"Just because... I'm afraid you'll disappear..."

"A-ah, this is my house... there's no way I'll disappear..."

Actually, I was planning to take advantage of Hazel's carelessness and run to the police station as quickly as possible.

Anyone can see that being with a ticking time bomb like her is dangerous.

"Ummm... is that so?"

"Of course...! So... you can go about your business without worrying...!"

"If you try to go outside... I think I'll get pretty angry..."

This is a threat.

She's sticking to me and rubbing her body against me while speaking in a cute tone, but it's clearly a threat.

She's scaring me so that I won't even think about trying to go outside.

"Our Hazel shouldn't get angry...! W-why bother... going outside...! Haha..."

"...Are you more worried about me getting angry than me being sad?"

I can feel the murderous intent in her words.

I can see a future where I become a cold corpse if I answer wrong.

"N-no...! It's just that... f-fury is better for the body than sadness... I-I want to live a long life..."

"Such deep meaning... I'm sorry for speaking without knowing properly..."

Fortunately, I gave an answer close to the model answer, and Hazel seemed satisfied.

I almost made Hazel angry.

"More than that... where's my phone...?"

It would be easier to escape if I had my phone, but I couldn't find it in my pants pocket no matter how much I searched.

"Um... can I give you your phone after I gain a little more trust in you?"

She asks as if she's asking for permission, but this is just a notification.

She's not going to give me the right to object in the first place.

"O-of course...! I don't feel good if our Hazel feels uncomfortable, so... do whatever you want...!"

"Hehe, thank you so much for understanding."

"Y-you're welcome..."

I made Hazel feel good, so now it's time to escape.

It's only about 1km from my house to the police station, and I can reach it in 5 minutes if I run well.

I just need to buy 5 minutes.

My goal is to bring a dog butcher or a police officer and somehow deal with this mad dog.

"Hazel."

"Yes? What is it?"

"I suddenly want to eat sushi so badly... I miss the sushi you made before..."

Making sushi itself doesn't take long, but preparing and preparing the ingredients takes a long time.

It's the perfect food to buy time.

"I'm so grateful that you enjoyed it~♡ I'm going to be happy again~♡"

"I'm hungry, so prepare it as soon as possible...!"

"Yes. Then Master, please rest in the master bedroom. I'll call you when the meal is ready."

"Thank you...! Then please do your best...!"

As Hazel turned around and started rummaging through the refrigerator to prepare the ingredients, I pretended to go to the stairs leading to the master bedroom and quickly walked straight to the front door.

She would suspect me if she heard me running, so I deliberately made walking sounds.

The house is large, but not at the level of a mansion, so I was able to reach the front door quickly.

When the door lock is opened from the inside, it can be opened immediately by pulling the doorknob without any separate unlocking, so it does not generate unnecessary noise.

-Click...

Thanks to that, I was able to escape to the outside with minimal noise.

I thought Hazel was a meticulous woman, but she's more clumsy than I thought.

Now I just need to cross the garden, get to the street, and run to the police station.

"Okay... run, you bastard...!"

-Thump, thump, thump!

I immediately started running at full speed towards the front gate to cross the garden.

When I reached the middle of the garden,

-Crack! Crash!

"Ugh?!"

I clearly stepped on the grass, but the grass gave way weakly to my footsteps and led me down into a deep pit.

"Augh...! Damn it... what is it...!"

When I came to my senses, I realized that the pit was exactly as deep as my height.

The tree branches for supporting the grass that fell into the pit with me, the remaining tree branches hanging over the entrance of the pit, when I put these facts together, it was clearly a man-made trap.

I'm not a professional athlete, so I couldn't overcome a hole as big as my height on my own without any tools.

And why is the soil so firmly packed? My hands would be worn away before I could dig with them.

She didn't even use any hard and large branches that I could use to dig out the soil in the trap, just in case I tried to dig out with the branches.

"Damn it... who did this...!"

There wasn't a pit like this before, and there's only one person who would do this.

-Thud... thud...

"Of course it's me, Master."

While I was panicking and flustered, Hazel had already come to the entrance of the pit and was looking down at me with a murderous, cold gaze.

She must have known that I would do this and pretended to be fooled, since she came as soon as I fell into the pit.

The fact that she seemed careless was probably a kind of loyalty test.

I was tricked.

Yeah, I should have realized it when I was being so stupidly naive and not suspecting anything in those simple words, and acting like a crazy woman.

I was so caught up in the joy of solving a serious problem that I lost my judgment like an idiot.

I was stupid, and Hazel was cunning and meticulous.

"H-Hazel...! T-this is...!"

"Whatever the reason, I told you not to go outside... and you pulled off this cute stunt in less than 3 minutes."
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3 - Affection
I'm fucked.

I'm really fucked.

Hazel stared at me for a long time with a look of hatred mixed in her eyes, a look that seemed to say there would be no mercy.

"Shall I get you out?"

It was Hazel who broke the chilling silence first.

"I, I was wrong...!!"

"I asked if I should get you out."

I could feel the deep frustration in every word Hazel uttered.

Should I ask her to get me out?

But how is she going to get me out?

I'm scared of what she might do to me, even though it's just getting a little help out of the pit.

"Why aren't you answering?"

"G-Get me out...! Please..."

If I didn't answer after saying that, I felt like I would really offend her and get killed, so I quickly replied.

"Yes."

-Thump!

As soon as she heard my answer, Hazel jumped straight into the pit I was in.

"Eek...!!"

I was very embarrassed by Hazel's sudden action, and I backed away as much as possible from Hazel in the narrow pit.

The pit wasn't that small, but Hazel was so big that the pit quickly felt cramped.

".....Why are you avoiding me? Do you not like me?"

And that action seemed to have offended Hazel.

I have to make an excuse again.

"I-I'm not avoiding you... I mean... I thought it might be too cramped for you...!"

"Is that so? I'll support you from below, so grab the wall and get out on your own."

Then, Hazel squatted down, looking at me, and wrapped her arms around my knees, hugging them tightly.

As she hugged me like that, Hazel's chest pressed deeply against my calves, as if burying them.

But this wasn't the time to be conscious of that.

As soon as Hazel gets me out of this pit, I have to escape this house.

Hazel will need time to get out of the pit too, so I have to use that time to escape.

"You're not too angry, are you...?"

"Master."

"Huh...?"

"If you run away... don't run away."

Hazel warned me in a stiff, low voice, as if giving me a final warning.

She seemed to want to say something more, but after thinking for a moment, she ended her words with just a brief warning not to run away.

But now I know.

If I can get past this obstacle, there's a high chance there won't be any more obstacles.

"O-Of course not...!"

"Step on my shoulders when I lift you up."

"Okay..."

As Hazel put strength into her waist and lifted me up, my feet left the ground and floated upwards like a light feather.

And in an instant, my sternum approached the ground, and I finally reached a height where I could get out on my own.

This rapid ascent was an important experience that allowed me to guess Hazel's immense strength.

As soon as I reached the right height, I immediately stepped on Hazel's shoulders and escaped the pit as if running away.

"Hiss..! Haah... Haah... I'm out..."

Now Hazel was left alone in the pit, and I was free to run away.

"Master, now pull me up too."

Hazel asked me to pull her up from inside the pit, but I easily ignored her words.

This is your fault for being stupid, not mine.

"Aw, crap...!"

So, I started running towards the front gate as planned.

The garden wasn't that big, so I was able to reach the front gate after sprinting for about 5 seconds.

But the problem occurred when I reached the front gate.

Originally, the front gate was designed to be opened from the outside with a password, fingerprint, or remote control from a cell phone, and from the inside, you could just press a button to open it and go out.

So now, I can just press a button to unlock it and go outside, but the problem is that an analog device made of a solid padlock has been additionally installed on the front gate, in addition to the digital lock, without my knowledge.

This must be Hazel's doing too.

"Shit, damn it...!!"

"Is Master really incapable of learning?"

It had only been about 15 seconds since I saw the lock and stood there dumbfounded, but Hazel was already standing close behind me, denouncing me as someone incapable of learning.

"Aah...!!"

I immediately turned around and was startled by Hazel, who was closer than I thought, and fell backward.

"You just had to... do this..."

Looking at me fallen, Hazel clenched her fist tightly.

And slowly approached me,

-Snug...

Leaning down towards me, she placed her hands on my neck.

Hazel, with her eyes full of murderous intent, grabbed my neck, and with our faces so close that our breaths touched, my heart began to beat madly with fear.

"Ugh..! Haah..! Haah..! Please..! I'm sorry...!!"

I didn't really know what it was like to die of a heart attack, but I realized that if I were to die of a heart attack, it would feel like this.

"It doesn't seem like Master is going to come home on his own two feet."

-Squeeze...

Hazel's hands, placed on my neck, began to tighten with force, strangling my neck with strong pressure.

"Cough...!!"

At the sudden pressure, I was startled and weakly tapped Hazel's hands that were strangling my neck.

But the more I tapped Hazel's hands, the more Hazel tightened her grip on my neck.

"I... warned you..."

As she strangled my neck, Hazel's expression gradually changed.

Hazel's expression, which had been close to expressionless before strangling my neck, gradually changed to a look of anger and madness as she strangled my neck.

"Keugh..! Let go..! I can't breathe...!!"

I desperately pleaded with Hazel, but Hazel showed no sign of letting go.

As my consciousness became increasingly blurred and my vision spun, I felt like I would really faint if I was strangled any longer.

I have to stop her now, but unfortunately, I don't have the strength to resist this power.

"Haah... Don't try to resist. It just makes my hands tighten more."

As I continued to be strangled, I became unable to think, my will to resist disappeared, and my eyes gradually lost focus, and Hazel's face began to blur.

All the miscellaneous sounds, like the sound of wind in my ears, disappeared, and I could hear nothing but a humming sound resonating in my ears.

Then, the sensation of my whole body floating disappeared, my vision was covered with a white film, and I gradually couldn't feel anything, and soon I lost consciousness.

When I came to, I was sitting in a chair.

This was the basement, my arms were tied to the armrests of the chair, and my ankles were tied with ropes so I couldn't even spread them apart.

The rope around my waist was tied to the backrest, so I couldn't escape unless at least my arms were free.

"Hah..! Hah..! What...!"

As soon as I came to, I immediately looked around, but Hazel was nowhere to be seen.

"What the hell...! Seriously...! That crazy bitch, seriously...!"

As I trembled with anxiety and searched for a way to escape again,

-Tap... Tap...

The sound of footsteps coming from the stairs leading down to the basement began to resonate throughout the basement and reach my ears.

I don't know if she's coming because she knows I'm awake, but the timing is perfect.

"Damn it... She's coming...!"

Hazel's figure descending the stairs gradually became visible, and I began to tremble with fear again at the sight.

This time, Hazel is really pissed, so I don't know what she's going to do to me.

"H-Hazel...! You see...!"

I tried to make an excuse and called out to Hazel, but I lost my words when I saw the sharp, silver object in Hazel's hand.

"Did you sleep well?"

"Hey... W-What's that in your hand..."

No matter how I look at it... that's a knife.

It's not big, but it's presumed to be a paring knife used for peeling fruit.

Of course, she didn't bring it to peel fruit.

Hazel didn't answer me and just stopped right in front of me, holding the knife and silently looking down at me.

"Master."

"Huh...? U-Uh...?! B-But why the knife...!"

"I've been thinking about various ways to keep Master from running away."

As expected, Hazel didn't answer my question and just continued her own words.

"Various... ways...?"

"But, it turns out the method was so simple."

Then, Hazel suddenly squatted down in front of me.

"W-What is it...?"

"An obstacle to me, nothing more, nothing less, these legs."

Hazel said, squatting down and tapping my ankles with the back of the knife.

"W-Why the knife...! Why...! L-Let's calm down and talk...! Okay...?!"

"If I didn't have these, Master wouldn't run away. Such a simple and efficient solution. Don't you think?"

Could it be that the reason she brought the knife...

Is to cut off my legs so I can't run away?

"I-I really won't run away...! Please...! Please don't do that...!"

I began to beg Hazel, sobbing with a voice full of fear.

I couldn't help but be afraid when I imagined that sharp knife piercing my flesh and scraping my bones.

Leaving aside the fact that I would have to live as a disabled person for the rest of my life, I couldn't even imagine how painful it would be.

"I didn't really want to do this either... but Master likes to run away so much. Even if Master's legs are cut off and he becomes a disabled person who can't walk for the rest of his life, I'm confident that I'll love Master madly, so don't worry. I can swear that I'll never abandon you."

Hazel gently stroked my legs with the back of the knife and spoke while looking straight at my face.

"I-I was wrong...! I'll never run away again...! I mean it...! If I run away one more time, then cut them off...! Okay...?! I'm really confident I won't run away...!!"

"This is already the third time!"

Suddenly, Hazel raised her voice as if angry.

"S-Scared me...! Why are you shouting all of a sudden...!!"

"You've already tried to get away from me three times. How much longer do I have to endure? The three times of patience are already over. I can't take it anymore."

She continued, speaking to me in a voice that seemed full of resentment.

Her tightly clenched teeth and eyes full of madness made it clear how angry Hazel was.

-Squeeze...

Hazel strongly gripped my ankles with her hands and brought the blade of the knife to them, as if she was about to start cutting them off in earnest.

"Aah?! P-Please stop...!!!! I'm sorry...!! I'll never do it again!! Please save me!!! Please...!!"

I started to beg Hazel, going beyond just sobbing and crying loudly.

If Hazel just put a little force here, my skin would tear and the knife would start slicing my legs, so I had no choice but to beg so desperately.

"What can I believe? It's definitely more certain and cleaner this way."

"I-I'll do whatever you tell me...! You can implant a tracking device in my body...! O-Or even write a marriage certificate... Do whatever you want...! I really don't care...! Please don't cut me...!! Okay...?!"

No matter what I suffer, it's a hundred, a thousand times better than having any part of my body cut off.

"Really?"

"P-Please...! Tie me up with a leash at home and lock me up... O-Or build a prison-like place and leave me in a cage... I-I don't care...!! I-I really don't care about anything...! Please... Okay...?"

"....."

Hazel seemed to be lost in thought for a moment, looking at me sobbing and begging so desperately.

Hazel, who had been looking at me, looked down for a moment and carefully pondered, then finally raised her head as if she had finished pondering, made eye contact with me, and opened her mouth.

"I don't want to lock Master in a cage. I want to sleep in the same bed and play in the garden together like we used to."

"Oh... Okay...! I-I can play with you...!"

"Actually, I don't really want to cut off your legs either. The memories I made walking around the neighborhood with Master will really only remain as memories. If Master can't use his legs."

"I-I see..."

"Master, I'm just going to ask you one thing."

If I answer that one thing, can I save my legs?

So many thoughts are running through my head, but let's think as positively as possible.

"A-Ask me anything...!"

"Do you still... love me?"

"O-Of course I love you...!! W-Where else in this world would there be such a loyal dog...! Haha... I'm so proud of you...! So please...!"

To be honest, I don't think this is a loyal dog at all, and I feel so fucked that I want to sell her to a dog butcher right away.

But if I don't answer like this, I'll be disabled from today.

"It doesn't matter if that's just empty words or not... From now on, please make sure that I don't have to... no, that I don't have to damage any part of Master's body."

"I-I'm alive...! O-Okay...! I'll definitely do that...! Believe me...!!"

"I'll believe you. Because I love Master."

I don't know if this is real love or not, but I'm glad I saved my legs for now.

"Th-Thank you...! I really love you...! Our Hazel is so kind...!!"

"But, if you try to run away from me again in the future, I don't know what I'll do, not just to your legs."

"I-I'll try not to let that happen..."

If there's something beyond leg amputation, I don't even want to imagine it. It's just terrible.

"Then, Master."

"Okay...! Hazel..."

"I want to do something for you as a sign of reconciliation."

Hazel seemed to have finally calmed down, and she got up from her seat and gave me a slightly warm smile.

"R-Really...? Our Hazel is so admirable...! So what is it...?"

I asked Hazel, but Hazel didn't answer that and leaned her upper body closer to me, and soon my nose and Hazel's nose approached so close that you could say there was only a piece of paper's distance between them.

Then, Hazel suddenly put her big hands on both of my cheeks and grabbed them as if embracing them.

"W-What is it...?!"

To me, who was embarrassed by the sudden action, Hazel suddenly grabbed my cheeks and pulled them towards her, covering my lips with her wet lips.

Then, she forcibly broke into my tightly closed lips with her tongue and skillfully continued the kiss for about 5 seconds.

Finally, Hazel, who had finished the short but intense and stimulating kiss, wore a satisfied expression, separated her lips that had been touching each other, and continued her words while breathing heavily.

The saliva that had stretched like a spider web as my lips and Hazel's moved away lost its elasticity and broke as Hazel completely moved her head away.

Unlike before the kiss, Hazel's face was slightly flushed and she seemed to be even more excited, judging by the way she was smirking lewdly.

"Haa... Master, let's not be uncomfortable here... Let's go to the bedroom."
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4 - Carrots and Sticks (I)
After that brief kiss with Hazel, she hugged me and effortlessly carried me up the stairs to the master bedroom on the second floor.

I weigh about 59kg, and Hazel carried me, all 59kg of me, up to the second floor without even breaking a sweat.

Hazel carried me into the bedroom and immediately threw me onto the bed, then quickly pounced on me as I lay there, startled.

She supported her upper body by planting her arms like pillars on either side of my head, spread her legs on the mattress, and raised her pelvis to meet mine.

Hazel's hair drooped down due to gravity and touched my face, and watching that scene from below, the dark shadows on her face and her hanging hair made her look almost like a ghost.

"W-Why all of a sudden...!"

"Master, how do you see me?"

I have no idea what she's trying to get at with this question.

It would be nice if she could be a little more specific about what part of herself she wants to know about, but when she leaves out all the key details like that, it's quite difficult to answer.

Some might look at my actions and say, "You dense idiot, just ask her again!" but I hope you'll consider my position, where I have to worry about offending Hazel if I don't understand her the first time and have to ask for clarification.

"...Why aren't you answering?"

"W-Which part...?"

But after hearing Hazel's suddenly cold words, I ended up asking again, preparing for the situation to get even worse.

"Like, my body, or my face... things like my charm as a woman."

Fortunately, Hazel didn't get angry with me and kindly explained everything one by one.

I guess she doesn't usually get angry about these things.

There were so many things that could set off Hazel's berserk button that I ended up worrying and thinking about whether each action would bring her great anger.

"Pretty..."

I just threw out that answer because it felt like I had to, but it's not a lie.

Just looking at her appearance, she's overwhelmingly beautiful compared to any other woman I've ever seen.

I'd say there's really no comparison.

But so what? The way she treats me makes her seem like a crazy, personality-shattered psycho.

The saying "Comedy from afar, tragedy up close" is for times like this.

"Pretty... Pretty, and, what else...?"

Hazel gently stroked my chest with a lecherous hand as she asked the question.

"W-Well... uh..."

What am I supposed to say in a situation like this?

The only things that came to mind were things like "Nice tits," "Damn heavy," and "Just... sexy," which wouldn't be enough to satisfy Hazel, and some could even be taken as derogatory.

Of course, aside from being big, there's nothing to criticize about her body.

It's just a problem with my ability to express myself.

"You can just say whatever comes to mind. Please be honest."

Okay, since I'm only thinking positively about everything except her size, let's just be honest.

"S-Sexy... Like a model..."

"Really?"

Hazel's lips curled up even more, as if she was satisfied with my answer.

I'm alive. I saved my ankles.

"Y-Yes, really...!"

"Then, Master, can you look at me as an object of desire?"

If Hazel wasn't a crazy psychopath and sociopath, maybe I could.

But the chilling sensation of the blade on my ankle is still etched in my mind and hasn't been forgotten.

No matter how outstanding Hazel's beauty is, my fear of her hasn't diminished at all.

But I'll leave it to your imagination what would happen if I said, "You're a psycho and a sociopath, so I'm scared and not turned on."

"Y-Yeah... Hazel is pretty and sexy, so...! K-Keep doing what you were doing..."

"Hehe...♡ If you say so."

Fortunately, I got through the crisis, and Hazel boldly threw off her top.

Hazel's voluptuous breasts, covered in a sexy black bra, were revealed in all their glory.

The visual impact was stronger than I expected, and my lower body began to react against my will.

"Oh my... We haven't even started yet... Ahem~♡"

Hazel, seeing my surprisingly quick reaction, started caressing one of her breasts with her hand, further stimulating my instincts.

"T-That's just because... you're rubbing against me...!"

"Don't try to deny your instincts. Everyone's an animal in bed. You don't have to."

Then, Hazel slightly lifted her pelvis, which was touching mine, and slowly took off her pants.

Even as she took them off, she maintained eye contact with me with a flushed expression and a lecherous look.

When Hazel's lower body was revealed, I saw a black thong that seemed to be a set with her bra, creating a natural harmony.

"I tried to match Master's usual taste as much as possible. How is it?"

Hazel definitely nailed my taste when she chose her underwear.

I don't know how she knows my taste so well.

"G-Good job... Accurate..."

"Haa..♡ Then now, this panty too..."

-Swish...

Hazel didn't take off her panties quickly, but slowly and gently, emphasizing the flesh pressed by the panty straps as she gazed into my eyes, creating a suggestive scene.

Then, she hung the completely removed panties on her index finger and brought them close to my eyes, almost touching them.

At that close distance, the fragrant scent of fabric softener, sweat, and a hint of vaginal fluid from the panties, which were soaked with vaginal fluid, deeply stimulated my sense of smell.

"Oh my... You're not telling me to take it away? You seem to like it, so I'll put it on your pillow."

Seeing that I didn't show any particular resistance, Hazel carefully placed her panties on my pillow.

Then, she brought her hand to the waistband of my pants and grabbed the elastic part on the right side of my waist.

-Swish...

The way Hazel took off my pants was like unwrapping a delicious food wrapped in wrapping paper.

She stuck her tongue out slightly and licked her lips, and the more surprised I looked, the wider she opened her eyes and leaned forward slightly, narrowing the distance between our faces.

That look was both burdensome and arousing at the same time.

Maybe I'll have to retract my statement that I'm not turned on because she's a psychopath.

Maybe that's just how male creatures with XY chromosomes are.

And Hazel seems to know that in a frighteningly meticulous way.

"Ah... Now the only thing standing in our way is this thin underwear."

Hazel completely took off my pants and then stroked my hard-on over my underwear as if scanning it.

"Uhh...!"

I'm in a state of extreme arousal right now, so even Hazel's gentle touch was a great stimulus, and I couldn't help but let out a short moan.

"Oh my, you're so healthy..♡ I'll calm you down soon, so just hold on a little longer."

Then, Hazel completely removed my last line of defense, my underwear, and placed it on my ankle, then pounced on me again in the same position as when she first attacked me.

Before, she looked like a ghost because of her drooping hair and the dark shadows on her face, but now, with only a bra on, Hazel was just a beautiful woman.

Just the drooping hair slightly brushing against my face was arousing, and the fragrant lavender shampoo scent from her hair tempted me to sniff more on my own.

"Haa..♡ Looking down like this, you're even more lovable. I love your cute body that fits perfectly in my arms."

-Kiss.

After commenting on my body, Hazel's next action was to give me a light kiss on the cheek.

Because she kissed me with her lips full of saliva, a moist sensation remained on my cheek even after Hazel pulled away.

But for some reason, I didn't feel bad.

-Squish... Squelch...

This time, she started rubbing my stiff cock with her vulva, applying pressure.

Even though she hadn't penetrated me yet, it was a very stimulating experience for me.

In the process, the vaginal fluid secreted from Hazel coated my cock stickily, and her vulva grabbed and stretched my cock stickily, properly stimulating my weak point.

"Ugh... Haa...! What are you doing..."

"Master."

"Uhh...!"

"If you want to put it in, tell me."

Do I really have to say it?

I'm too embarrassed to say it myself, and I didn't want to have sex with her because she was a psycho, but now it's a bit awkward to beg her to let me put it in.

But continuing to rub like this is nothing short of torture for me.

"D-Do I have to..."

"You have to 'ask' me, Master, for me to understand and swallow you up. Come on, tell me."

I feel like she's playing with me.

"Put... it in..."

My pride was hurt, but I spoke in a small, subdued voice.

"I can't hear you?"

I even spoke, but Hazel pretended not to hear me because my voice was too small.

That's it.

It's not like I can't move my hips, and I can just put it in myself, so there's no need to say anything more. I'm not an idiot.

She wouldn't have expected this.

I immediately put it into action, and I succeeded in getting the head of my cock slightly caught in Hazel's entrance.

But Hazel quickly noticed my actions and pulled her hips back, rejecting my attempt.

"Ugh...!"

"Oh my, how rude."

Seeing my sudden action, Hazel instantly changed her expression from a lecherous smile to a cold, contemptuous one.

In short, Hazel was pissed.
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5 - Carrot and Stick (II)
Hazel's expression is unsettling.

It's that cold look she had when she held a knife to my ankle.

What am I going to suffer this time?

I messed with her, so is it going to be a lower-body amputation?

Just imagining it is horrifying.

The gruesome scene flashing through my mind feels like my future, and I break out in a cold sweat.

"P-Please, anything but a lower-body amputation...! Spare me...!"

"Huh? Lower-body amputation all of a sudden? What are you talking about?"

If not a lower-body amputation... then where?

"Th-Then where..."

"I never said I was going to cut anything off."

"S-Sorry...! I misunderstood...! I-I'm just stupid..."

From Hazel's words just now, I saw a chance for survival.

If she's not cutting anything off, there's a chance she'll just stab me in the heart for convenience, but I think that's extremely low.

Hazel wouldn't want me to just die a meaningless death.

"Just a moment."

Hazel, who had been looking down at me with a cold expression from on top of me, got up and left the room.

I don't know why.

Is she going to get a switch or something?

Hazel's range of actions is so wide that she could do anything, so I can't predict what she'll do at all.

That aspect of Hazel makes me even more afraid right now.

"What the hell...! Seriously... crazy bitch..."

-Screech

"Eek?!"

Just as I was clearly saying "crazy bitch," Hazel opened the door and came back into the room with perfect timing.

"I'm a crazy bitch, am I?"

"Th-That's...! N-Not you... a-another woman..."

"Well, it's not really important."

Hazel didn't say anything about my comment.

I was relieved for a moment, but suddenly Hazel lay down right next to me on the bed.

"Wh-What the...!"

I instinctively tried to move away.

But remembering how I tried to get away from Hazel in the pit, I didn't act on it.

I knew very well that it was an action that could provoke Hazel and wouldn't lead to good results.

I mustn't try to avoid her.

"Master."

"Yeah..."

"Do you know what this is?"

Hazel showed me a pill she had been holding in her hand since she came into the room.

It wasn't a capsule pill.

A white, oval tablet. It looked exactly like the acetaminophen pain relievers people often take for headaches.

They usually sell for 2500 won a box at the pharmacy. Did she bring one from my medicine cabinet?

"I-It's a painkiller..."

"It looks similar, but it's not."

"Then what is it...?"

Is she planning to poison me with medicine instead of physically harming me?

"You'll know if you eat it."

"O-Okay..."

I thought Hazel would put the pill in my mouth, but surprisingly, she stuck out her tongue and gently placed the pill on it.

"Bleh..."

Then, using her right hand to grab my left cheek, she leaned in and looked me in the face.

"Wh-What is it...?"

Hazel brought her face so close to mine that there were only about two finger-widths between us, and then, with her tongue, she poked at my tightly closed lips.

This is probably a sign to open my mouth.

She can't talk with a pill on her tongue, so this is the only way to express it.

Understanding Hazel's intention, I immediately complied.

I didn't have the right to refuse in the first place, and as if Hazel knew I would open my mouth willingly, her tongue immediately pushed its way to the back of my throat as soon as I opened my mouth.

As if holding my cheek with her right hand wasn't enough, she wrapped her arm around my neck and grabbed the back of my head with both hands, hugging me tightly so that I couldn't escape this violent kiss.

Hazel's arm tightened, and my lips were pressed together so hard that they felt like they were about to burst.

"Ugh...!!"

Hazel succeeded in taking over my mouth and closed her eyes, focusing all her senses on her tongue.

When I kept resisting and trying to push Hazel's tongue out, Hazel dropped the pill into my throat and poked my uvula with the tip of her tongue.

"Ugh?! Cough..! Ack..!!"

I almost gagged and threw up, but luckily I was able to hold it in.

But in the process, the pill that was hanging precariously in my throat went down my esophagus.

Hazel swirled her tongue around in my mouth, and after confirming that I had swallowed the pill, she slowly pulled her tightly pressed lips away with a satisfied expression.

Hazel's arm slowly loosened, and I finally started to breathe heavily.

Tears streamed down my cheeks as a result of being forcibly injected with the pill through a kiss.

"Khah...! Haa...! Haa...!!"

"Did the medicine go down okay?"

"Y-Yeah... cough! Haa...!"

"Then, let's go to sleep now."

-Kiss

Hazel lightly kissed my cheek, which was half out of my mind from the lingering effects of the kiss.

Then she got out of bed and stood next to the bed, looking down at me.

For some reason, Hazel's face after the kiss had a faint, sly smile.

I don't know what this medicine is that makes her smile like that.

But seeing her smile like that, it's probably not a normal medicine.

"Hazel... what the hell is this medicine...? Huh...?"

"Master. I have a command... no, a request."

I think she said command just now.

This clearly shows that she doesn't really treat me like a master in her heart.

"Wh-What is it...?"

"Until I allow it, you must never cum."

"C-Cum...? What kind of cum are you talking about..."

There are two meanings of the word "cum."

First, to tell someone about the situation or reason for something and ask for something.

Second, the reflexive ejaculation of semen from the male genitals... or, to put it simply, jizzing.

"Haa... are you really asking because you don't know? I'm telling you not to jizz."

Not jizzing refers to the second meaning of cum.

She's just telling me not to masturbate.

Is that so difficult?

I don't know why she's talking like I can't do that, but it's not hard to abstain from masturbation for a week or even a month.

"Ah... okay..."

"If you do, your wrists will be gone from that day on."

"Eek...?! O-Okay...!"

I'm confident that I'll never do it.

But she said it with such extreme expressions that I can't help but be afraid.

It's like she's daring me to try it, so there must be something in the medicine.

But I'll do anything to protect my wrists.

No matter what happens, I will definitely protect my wrists.

"Good night. I'll be in the living room. Is that okay?"

"O-Of course...! Your doghouse must be too small for you now...!"

Hazel used to live in the yard.

So there's a pretty big kennel in the yard.

Even if it's a kennel for large dogs, it's too small for Hazel, who is now bigger than an adult man, so I have no choice but to let her sleep in the living room.

Even if the kennel was big enough for Hazel to fit in, I wouldn't think of letting her sleep outside.

If I did, I might hear things like, "Are you really going to make me sleep outside in this cold weather?" or "Is that all the affection you have for me?" and end up in a bad situation.

"Thank you for allowing me. Have a good night, and I'll be lying on the sofa, so come find me if you want."

"Ah... yeah... you too, sleep well...!"

-Screech...

Hazel said good night to me and left the bedroom.

I don't know why she's telling me to come find her, but I'm going to try not to go.

Honestly, I don't really want to see her.

Every time I deal with Hazel, I want to get out of there as soon as possible.

"I hate her. That bitch..."

"Haa... Heuk...! Fuck... why am I like this...! Heuk..♡"

While I was sleeping, I woke up because of a burning sensation all over my body and a frantically beating heart.

My dick was swollen as if it was about to burst and showed no signs of calming down, and my body was so weak and sensitive that it was hard to even get out of bed.

Even the slightest touch of the blanket sent a tingling, electric shock-like sensation through me.

When that sensation was transmitted to my brain, an unbearable groan immediately escaped as if it had been waiting for it.

"This sucks, fuck... eugh...!!"

Maybe it's because of the medicine, but my dick felt like it was about to burst with pain, as if semen would be ejected at any moment.

I feel like if I just cum once, just once, I'll feel a little better.

But I can't because of Hazel's warning.

I'm not going to be stupid enough to jizz and lose my wrists.

"Should I just do it...? Fuck, this sucks!!! Augh..♡"

It may seem like I just woke up, but I've been writhing in pain for about 30 minutes now.

No matter how hard I squeeze the blanket with my hands, no matter how much I scream and bang on the wall with my hands, this pain doesn't seem to go away.

I could just cum, and the thought that it would be okay if I cum and didn't get caught dominates my mind and causes an internal conflict.

But Hazel is no ordinary woman.

She'll definitely find out somehow and cut off my wrists.

"Should I just go and beg her...! Haa..♡ Fuckfuckfuckfuckfuck...!!!"

If I endure any longer in this state, I feel like I'll either lose my mind or give in and touch my dick.

But if I go to Hazel and beg, I won't be in a good state, but I think I can at least protect my wrists.

As time goes by while I continue to worry about this, the pain only gets worse and my endurance decreases in inverse proportion.

"I can't take it anymore... I have to go and beg her...! I'm going to die..♡"

In the end, I was exhausted by the torture-like pain.

I reached the limit of my mental strength.

The pain that was pulling up from my lower abdomen gradually spread to my entire lower body, and my body, which had been burning, was now so weak and throbbing that it felt like it was going to melt and flow away.

In this situation where there seems to be no worse, I had a glimmer of hope that Hazel would forgive me if I begged her.

In fact, it's unlikely, and she might give me an even bigger punishment because she's in a bad mood, but there's no other way.

Besides, there's also a theory called the infinite monkey theorem, right?

It's a theory that even if something seems impossible, if there is a probability, however small, that it will happen, the possibility of it happening cannot be denied if it is tried infinitely.

Of course, unlike that theory, I only have one chance, so the risk of executing that theory is too great, but I decided to believe in that small probability.
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6 - Carrots and Sticks (III)
I came out of my room and am now quietly watching Hazel, who is asleep on the couch.

Lying with her back against the sofa's backrest, she breathes peacefully in her sleep, looking like a beautiful angel, but inside, she's nothing short of a devil.

I hope no one is fooled by her looks.

Anyway, I steeled my heart and came out of my room, standing here now.

But I hesitate.

Is it okay to wake her up now?

She did tell me to come, but what if I wake her and she gets angry, saying I'm disturbing her sleep? That would be a disaster.

Dogs really value their sleep.

Their recommended sleep time is between 12-14 hours a day, so disturbing their sleep is even more unacceptable.

And what if I'm waking her up to ask for permission to release some semen, interrupting her sweet sleep?

Then, she might say, "Do you think of me as a sex toy?", "Are you doing this on purpose to make me angry?" and I might get assaulted or punished, or something even more terrible might happen.

With all sorts of negative thoughts, I spent about 10 minutes debating whether or not to touch Hazel's shoulder.

Now, no matter how great my fear, I can't take it anymore.

I can't take it, but I'm scared.

The longer I look at Hazel, the more the pain of the accumulating semen seems to increase, so I need to make a decision quickly.

Is it because I have two egos as a man? My lower ego is going crazy looking at Hazel, and I feel like I'm going to die.

"Ugh... Shit... What do I do...!!"

It might seem like I shouted loudly, but I'm not that brave, so I spoke softly, whispering so Hazel wouldn't hear and wake up.

"S-Should I wake her up politely...? As respectfully as possible... W-Would that be annoying in its own way...? Ugh...!!"

I came out with a big decision.

But I'm so worried about every little thing that I can't figure out what to do.

"No... She told me to come...! Let's wake her up confidently..."

Anyway, my weak mental strength can't withstand the pain.

I'm going to wake her up eventually, and it's just happening now.

I have to think like this to feel less anxious, so I made up my mind like this.

I'm going to wake her up, but waking her up with a loud voice or sudden movements would only annoy Hazel.

Gently and kindly.

Even if it's a dog-like situation of waking up in the middle of the night, I want her to feel as little annoyed as possible.

"Hazeell... C-Can you wake up for a second...?"

I spoke softly to Hazel, but she didn't hear me and continued to sleep.

I don't know if she's pretending not to hear on purpose, or if she's really asleep.

"S-Sorry... C-Can you wake up for a second...! Please...! I have something to say...!!"

Knowing that she wouldn't wake up with words, this time I gently placed my hand on her shoulder and shook her gently, hoping she would wake up.

"Umm... What is it...?"

Fortunately, Hazel opened her eyes without needing any further action when I shook her shoulder.

But even though Hazel opened her eyes, my heart started beating even faster.

I was afraid that she might be angry, or that she might get extremely angry after hearing what I was going to say next.

"I-I'm really sorry for waking you up in the middle of your sleep... I-I'm really sorry for disturbing your sweet sleep...! I-I'm really sorry that the thing I'm saying after disturbing your sleep is something like this...!!"

"Haaam... I wish you would just get to the point."

It seems like Hazel is angry that I dragged out the introduction too much.

But I'm still scared to get straight to the point, but I have to try.

If I say it's nothing and tell her to go back to sleep, she'll get angry and say I'm playing around.

"I... Th-That is... Well..."

"I'm going back to sleep if you don't say it quickly."

"L-Let me masturbate...!!"

Hazel didn't say anything for a while after hearing my words.

Looking at Hazel, I felt an earthquake of magnitude 9.0 or higher occurring in real-time in my heart.

Is she going to tear my mouth for saying such vulgar words?

Or my dick?

Either way, I'm scared.

"Oh my... It seems like the medicine is working properly. Haaam..."

But after hearing my words, Hazel put a faint smile on her face, sat up on the sofa, and stretched.

It was the exact opposite of what I expected, which was that she would get extremely angry and do something violent to me.

"O-Oh...?!"

"This is the problem, right?"

-Thwack

With a lewd expression, Hazel grabbed my crotch with her big hand in an instant.

I felt the sensation of her hand directly on my dick, and I almost ejaculated right then and there.

"Eep...!"

"Hehe... To come to me in this pitch-black dawn, finally horny... You're quite cute."

The reason I came to this bitch in this pitch-black dawn because I was horny is obviously because of the medicine she gave me.

It's ridiculous that she's saying I'm cute or whatever, even though she knows that.

"S-Sorry...! I-If you just give me permission... I-I'll take care of it myself...!! Please, I'm begging you...! Just give me that much permission...!"

"Master."

"Uh...?"

"If the person asking for a favor has a higher gaze than the person granting the favor, what do you think about that situation?"

At first, I didn't understand what she meant, but after thinking about it for a moment, I understood.

In this situation, Hazel is the boss, and I'm the subordinate.

In that situation, I'm daring to commit the rude act of looking down on Hazel from above.

But I can't order Hazel to get up from the sofa.

So what's the answer?

"I-I'm sorry...!"

I kneel down and look up at Hazel.

It's a humiliating position in some ways, but there's no point in standing on my pride right now.

When I knelt down, Hazel looked down at me with her legs crossed.

Hazel wasn't wearing pants, only panties and socks, and a top, so her panties were clearly visible between her legs.

"Good job. This is the posture of someone asking for a favor. Isn't that right?"

"Ugh... I was too... Thoughtless... Ugh...!"

Even while waking Hazel up, talking to her, and kneeling down, the pain is getting worse and worse.

Now, I'm at the point where groans automatically escape my lips even with simple movements.

"Oh my, you seem to be in a lot of pain. I guess we have to solve it quickly, right?"

"Please...! I'm begging you... I feel like I'm going to die...! You don't have to bother helping me...! I-I'll take care of it myself... Please, I'm begging you...! Just give me that much permission...!"

I really begged Hazel, groveling with my hands and feet.

And I didn't hold back the tears mixed with pain to look pitiful, which was a bonus.

"Master."

"U-Uh...!"

"A person who begs earnestly is careful with their words and actions."

"W-Words and actions...?"

"Yes. Think about what mistake you're making right now."

What mistake am I making?

I didn't use any swear words or slang.

I didn't use any forceful language.

Rather, I'm speaking while being considerate of Hazel, so I really don't know what I'm doing wrong.

"I-I don't know...! I-I'm really sorry...! It's because I'm stupid...!"

"I would appreciate it if you spoke to me with a little more respect. I wish you would understand by now."

I really didn't know anything, so I begged Hazel as much as possible, but Hazel just looked down at me with a cold expression.

How much more respect do I have to show here?

I'm speaking with as much respect as I can, to the point where it's safe to say that this is the first time in my life that I'm speaking so carefully.

"I-I'll think about it...! Please wait a little... I'm sorry...!"

"Haa... Again."

-Press

I don't know what I did wrong just now, but Hazel seemed really disgusted and put her foot on my solar plexus and pressed down on it with her toes.

Because my body is in a sensitive state, just a slight pressure on my solar plexus caused a sharp, stabbing pain to overwhelm me.

"Ugh...!! P-Please take your foot off, I'll think quickly...!"

"Do I have to tell you this directly for you to understand? Haa..."

"I-I'd appreciate it if you told me... I-I'm sorry... I'm really sorry for being such a stupid master...!"

It seems like she's angry that I couldn't understand what she meant, but I'm the one who should be angry right now.

She explained it terribly and is getting angry at me for not understanding, isn't that something I should be angry about?

"I, who am in the position of granting the favor, am using honorifics to Master."

In the end, it seems like she's upset that I didn't use honorifics to her.

In a situation where I'm already kneeling and being stomped on the solar plexus, it's not difficult to use honorifics, but I need to be told to use them.

You didn't explain it properly and didn't tell me properly, so I didn't know, right?

What the hell is that crazy bitch getting angry about?

From the beginning, I gave up on complaining about things that could be considered minor, like telling me to use honorifics.

"A-Ah...! I-I understand what you mean...! Yes..."

"Hoo... It's a little better now."

"I-I understand now... I'm sorry...!"

"Then now, try asking for permission again with the way of speaking I've corrected."

Hazel finally loosened her expression and looked straight into my eyes with an expectant look, as if giving me one last chance.

I tried my best to think of words that would satisfy Hazel.

An answer that would have the 'respect' that Hazel wanted, so that she wouldn't lose her mind to grant me permission even after hearing it.

"P-Please... Please allow me to masturbate...! I will try not to disturb you as much as possible...!"

"No."

I spoke to Hazel with sincerity and respect, but Hazel rejected my request.

As soon as I heard that, I got angry for a moment,

"But why...!!"

I shouted at Hazel without realizing it.

It felt like she was playing with me, and it was also because I had too much expectation.

No, honestly, it's not even a big expectation.

Isn't it humanly right to give me permission after I've done this much?

"How dare you raise your voice?"

Seeing my disrespectful attitude, Hazel put even more force into her foot than before, properly pressing down on my solar plexus.

"Ugh..!! It hurts..!! Haa..! Huk...!"

"You're talking as if I have an obligation to grant you that. Seeing you act like this, it seems like you don't really want to get permission, right?"

"T-That's not it...! I-I'm just... Well... Because it's too hard...!"

"Master has no learning ability, and in terms of emotional control ability, you're really the lowest of the low."

It's not that I lack emotional control ability.

I was more desperate than ever right now, and I was betrayed by that, so I just got angry for a moment.

"I'm sorry...! Huk...! I was wrong...! Please... Please give me permission...!!"

"It seems like you don't care about me being angry. As expected, that dick that's about to burst in this vulgar situation is more important than me, right?"

"N-No...! Th-That is... Hazel's feelings are more important...! Th-That is, please...!"

"Well, whatever."

-Thwack!

"Keuh...?!"

Suddenly, Hazel kicked my solar plexus with the foot that was on it, knocking me back and making me fall to the floor.

With a sudden, unexpected action that I couldn't even prepare for, I fell helplessly to the floor with a great shock felt in my solar plexus.

Seeing me fall, Hazel got up from her seat and once again put her foot on my solar plexus and stomped on it, looking down at me vertically from a standing position.

"S-Suddenly...! Huk...! Haa...!"

Because I was kicked in the solar plexus and fell to the floor, I groaned and breathed heavily for a while due to the pain that hadn't subsided even after falling to the floor.

"You want to get permission from me, right? Right?"

"Yes...!"

"Okay."

-Press...

Hearing my desperate answer, Hazel moved her foot from my solar plexus to my face and mercilessly stomped on my face.

She didn't stomp hard, but because she was wearing socks, the rough surface kept rubbing against my face.

Because my body is several times more sensitive than normal, even a slight touch of the socks felt so painful that a strong stimulus flowed into my brain through my nerves.

"Ugh...! It hurts...!!"

"Master."

"Yes...!"

"As much as Master is desperate, lick, suck, and kiss it hard."

And the words that Hazel gave me were truly shocking.

She gave me the order to lick and suck her foot with my mouth.

"B-But still, that's...!"

"It's the only way to allow you to express Master's desperation. Giving up is also up to you."

"B-But this is... F-Feet..."

"The choice is up to Master. Now, what are you going to do?"
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7 - Carrots and Sticks (IV)
-Smooch... Gulp! Squeak...

The sound of me diligently sucking and licking Hazel's foot, as if performing a sacred duty, filled the silent room.

"Haa... T-That's enough, isn't it...!"

About five minutes had passed since I started sucking so diligently.

My dick felt like it was about to burst from the blood rushing to it, and my tongue was starting to sting.

But despite my hard work, I was getting seriously annoyed that she wouldn't let me finish.

I couldn't take it anymore.

I had reached my mental limit and woken Hazel up with great determination, but I had been forcibly holding back from cumming for quite a while now.

This was a disaster.

"Whether I'm satisfied or not is for me to decide. Why are you making decisions on your own, Master?"

"S-Sorry...! P-Please... Save me...!"

My mouth was blocked by Hazel's foot, and I had to suck on it constantly, making it difficult even to breathe.

So, I couldn't close my mouth even while speaking, and during the short breaks I got, I was desperately trying to stay conscious while gasping for air.

"Haa... Really."

I don't know if it was because I begged her so desperately to save me, or if she had planned to stop here from the beginning.

There were many possible reasons, but for whatever reason, Hazel removed her foot from my mouth and placed it back on the floor.

"T-Thank you...! Thank you so much...!"

"What are you thankful for?"

"B-Because you're finally allowing me to..."

"I never said I would allow you to, though?"

Is this crazy bitch kidding me?

Then what the hell was all that diligent sucking I did?

Was it all just a prank to mess with me?

"A-Are you kidding me right now...?! Huh...?!"

In the end, I couldn't hold back my anger and made the mistake of expressing my rage again.

But I think anyone would be angry in this situation.

I'm not lying, this really sucks.

I've been straining my body so much to endure that I can barely muster any strength anymore.

".....You're raising your voice?"

"Honestly, this isn't fair...! I'm really going to die, you crazy bitch!!"

"You still have the strength to shout, so you must be fine. You just want more punishment, right?"

It's not that I have the strength to shout, it's just what people generally call a last-ditch effort before dying.

Every time Hazel torments me with false hope and betrays me, I feel my autonomic nervous system twisting.

I'm starting to feel a lot of self-loathing, wondering what the hell I'm doing because of that crazy sadist.

"N-No... I-It's not that, it's just too hard...!"

"Master."

"Y-Yes...!"

"You're already speaking disrespectfully again. And you're even raising your voice."

I had a feeling that I was seriously screwed.

I couldn't see anything in Hazel's expression.

But a formless terror crept in, and the murderous intent dug deep into my bones, making me tremble like an aspen leaf.

Hazel seemed even more enraged now than when I was caught in a trap trying to escape from the house.

"I-I'm sorry...! J-Just a mistake..."

Seeing that, it didn't take me long to realize my mistake and deeply regret it.

I am Hazel's master, but I had become an ironic situation where the master didn't know his place and was trying to climb over Hazel.

-Squeeze!

As I trembled and looked at Hazel's eyes pleadingly, Hazel suddenly put her foot on my dick and stomped down hard.

There were two layers of fabric between my dick and her foot, underwear and pants, but Hazel put so much force that I could feel her foot pressing directly on my dick.

Was she finally going to let me cum?

Was I finally going to be freed from this terrible pain?

"T-Thank you...! Thank you so much...!"

"....."

Even though I thanked her, Hazel didn't say anything and just continued to look down at me with a cold expression.

-Slide... Press...

As she looked down at me, Hazel put her weight on her foot that was on my dick.

Then my dick was pressed down even harder, and in that state, Hazel rubbed my hard-on with the sole of her foot, starting to stimulate me in earnest.

"Haaah...! Haa..! T-Too much... P-Please be gentle...!!"

I begged Hazel to be a little gentler because of the intense sensation, but Hazel didn't care at all and continued to rub my dick roughly, maintaining the same intensity.

My whole body was already sensitive, and the genitals are naturally more sensitive than other parts of the body.

So, just Hazel stomping and rubbing my dick sent waves of tingling pleasure through my body, making me tremble.

It was an unprecedented, terrifyingly ruthless level of intense pleasure.

My dick, which was swollen and ready to ejaculate at any moment, was already on the verge of cumming.

Hazel seemed to sense that too, and she pressed down on my dick even harder, moving her foot violently as if she was going to make me explode.

"I'm gonna cum...! Haaahack..!! Hyaaack..!! Stop..! Ugh..."

"....."

I trembled violently on my own, making all sorts of strange moans.

But on the contrary, Hazel still maintained a cold, expressionless face and only moved her foot that was pressing down on my dick.

Now, almost right before cumming.

My body trembled as if my whole body had become a vibrator, and all the nerves in my body were focused on my dick, the subject of ejaculation.

The pleasure was so intense that it felt like it was about to burst, and I clenched my sphincter and hands with all my might, making a fist stronger than ever before.

My body, which was groaning, contracting, and vibrating so pathetically, was perfectly ready to spew out a large amount of semen into my pants like a fountain.

"I-I'm coming...! Ugh...!!!"

In the end, my pleasure, which had been building up to the max, inevitably pressed the ejaculation switch,

-Bleurgh! Bleut...

I felt the pleasure pierce through my brain and cum grandly, pathetically spewing a large amount of semen into my pants.

At the same time, Hazel put her foot back on the floor, which had been stomping on my dick, and stood up on both feet.

While the semen was coming out, I had a terrible experience where my head and mind seemed to be disconnected for a moment, my head went white, and my whole brain tingled.

After the ejaculation, my emptied balls ached as if they were being pulled, along with the intense and violent pleasure I was experiencing for the first time.

After finishing cumming, I trembled for a while with unfocused eyes, and only after some time passed was I able to recover my mind and vision.

"Haaa..!! Haaack...♡ Hic...!" I'm gonna die...♡"

"Master."

When I recovered my sight, the first thing I saw was Hazel, still looking down at me with a cold expression.

Hazel called me, and I responded to her.

"Y-Yes...♡ Hic...!"

"When did I tell you to cum?"

Wait a minute.

Hazel never told me to cum.

She just rubbed my dick without saying anything.

No wonder she didn't say anything even though I kept talking and crying out, she was testing me after all.

Which comes first, the order or the release of one's pain?

She was just testing which of the two I would choose.

I quickly realized this fact, and my body, which had been burning hot with the afterglow of ejaculation until just now, soon felt a chill down my spine and goosebumps.

I realized for sure that I was really screwed.

"I-I'm sorry...!!!"

"I asked when I told you to cum. I never gave you the order to apologize."

"I-I'm sorry for apologizing...! S-So...!"

I apologized repeatedly to survive, but Hazel didn't even listen to my apology and stared at me with a murderous look.

She knelt down towards me, who she had firmly subdued with just her murderous gaze.

"I didn't tell you to apologize."

"Yes...?"

-Slap!

Then, she suddenly swung her big hand violently and mercilessly struck my cheek.

-Beeeeep-

Being slapped almost full swing with a huge hand that could easily hold a basketball with one hand, I was shocked so hard that I lost my hearing for a moment and heard ringing in my ears.

I didn't scream, cry, or moan after being slapped.

I was just stunned by the sudden and overwhelming shock, staring blankly at Hazel and belatedly clutching my cheek where the pain was coming from.

"Aah..! Ugh...!!"

"I asked why you came. Are you playing with me? Do you think I'm easy? Or do you enjoy seeing me get angry? Why don't you answer what I asked and do things I didn't tell you to do?"

Hazel spewed out countless words that were hard to accept to me, who was still in shock and hadn't calmed down.

"T-That's... T-That's because...!"

"If you wanted to make me angry on purpose, you've succeeded perfectly."

"N-No...! I-It's not that...!! P-Please save me...!"

I wasn't exaggerating, I really felt my life was in danger.

I was threatened with death in a sentence that didn't contain a single word about death threats.

"Master."

"Y-Yes..."

"Exactly 3 minutes, 3 minutes. Hide yourself in the meantime."

"H-Hide...?"

Why the hell am I supposed to hide?

She doesn't suddenly want to play hide-and-seek, so what the hell is it?

I'm so out of it that it's hard to figure out what she's talking about.

"Hide yourself well so that not even a strand of hair can be seen."

"W-Why...!"

"You don't know what will happen to you if you get caught, Master. You won't see anything good."
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8 - Article 254 of the Criminal Law
Even right after ejaculating, I was so drained that I couldn't muster any strength.

But with the will to live, I managed to force myself up, lean on the wall, and slowly walk around the house.

That's the three minutes I had.

Hazel thought I'd just run away with my tail between my legs, but I was going to take both defensive and offensive actions.

That's why I came to the kitchen.

Because there's a tool here that will allow me to take "offensive action."

Fortunately, Hazel showed me a little consideration by going to the bathroom while she was counting down, instead of staying in the living room.

-Clatter... Clatter...

I rummaged through the cabinet under the sink, looking for a reasonably useful and aggressive kitchen knife.

I don't usually cook, but surprisingly, I have quite a few knives.

My mom always nagged me to cook instead of just ordering takeout, and she sent me a bunch of cutlery and cooking utensils, including several useful knives.

"This, this is it...!"

The knife I grabbed was a steak knife with a blade over 30 cm long.

This is definitely a good choice for me, who is at a disadvantage in close combat because my reach is shorter than Hazel's.

The blade is thin, so it might break if I stab wrong or miss, but if I used a regular kitchen knife, I probably wouldn't even be able to scratch her and would just get my wrist grabbed and subdued.

Of course, it's uncertain whether Hazel has the self-defense skills to skillfully grab and defend against a knife attack.

Since I haven't seen her fight, there's a possibility that she's a pushover who can't even subdue a baby with a butter knife and gets stabbed.

Nevertheless, considering the various variables, it's never a bad idea to make the best choice possible.

Besides, before, she tried to cut off my ankle with just a paring knife.

You can't cut through bone with that, no matter how much you sharpen it, so either she didn't intend to cut it off from the beginning, or she's never handled a knife before.

You need to bring a saw to cut off a limb in the first place.

"I, I have to hide...!"

Now that I've found the right weapon, all I have to do is find a place to hide that's not obvious and hard to find.

Fortunately, the house is quite large, with two floors, a basement, a garage, and a yard, so there are plenty of places to hide if you look.

Of course, obvious places like closets, cabinets, and under blankets are out of the question.

Unless she's an idiot, she's going to search those places.

But if I try to go outside, I might step into a trap somewhere and meet a gruesome end.

So, the place I decided on was not obvious and not easy to find.

Actually, it's not really a place, it's just that there's a mascot costume in the house.

A long time ago, my mom bought it to volunteer at a children's hospital run by an acquaintance and left it abandoned in my house's storage room. I can just put it on and sit in the storage room.

There's no need to hide, and even if Hazel searches the storage room, she won't be suspicious of a mascot costume sitting out in the open.

So, I put on the mascot costume that was stored in the shed where I keep the lawnmower, hose, shovel, and other miscellaneous items from the yard, and sat in the corner, holding my breath and quietly hiding.

The size fit me better than I thought, so I didn't have any trouble putting it on.

Even if it's a mascot costume, it would be weird to be holding a knife, so I leaned a picture frame next to my hand and hid the knife behind it so I could grab it easily at any time.

My heart was pounding so hard that I thought I'd be heard just from the sound of my heartbeat, but it would be fine if I just calmed down a little.

Besides, my body is still a mess from the aftereffects of the drug.

I'm still sweating profusely, and my dick, not satisfied with just one ejaculation, is swollen again and demanding release, but I'm still in much better shape than I was earlier when I was doing all sorts of crazy shit to survive.

The inside of the mascot costume was full of sweat, which was quite unpleasant, but I had to live first, so it wasn't something I couldn't handle.

A heat rash is a very light thing that can't be exchanged for my life.

"Haaah...! Hot... Ugh...!"

Right now, I'm feeling more heat than standing in the scorching sun in the middle of summer.

The storage room is quite cool, but considering that the inside of the mascot costume is full of sweat and the effects of the drug haven't completely worn off, it can't be helped.

But even though I'm hiding so well, one anxiety kept leaving my head.

How long do I have to hide?

Hazel is going to keep looking for me anyway.

She won't stop until she finds me.

There's nothing to eat or drink in this storage room.

The fact that I'm hiding like this is just a desperate attempt to live a little longer.

I'll have to try to escape someday, but that's when Hazel's search has calmed down a little more.

But this also requires that I don't get caught. If Hazel comes into the storage room and immediately throws off the mascot costume, then the plan will all go to waste.

-Chirp! Chirp!

But Hazel didn't find me even when morning came.

"Ugh... What is it..."

I woke up to the sunlight seeping into the storage room and the clear chirping of sparrows.

"What... She still hasn't found me...?"

Hazel probably didn't expect the mascot costume, so she still hasn't found me.

If she had found me, she would have woken me up, dragged me away, and done something terrible to me.

The mascot costume that I used to hide acted like a warm blanket, so I fell into a deeper sleep than I thought.

But I don't know why I feel something heavy on my thigh.

It feels like there's a bowling ball on my right thigh.

So, I lowered my head to see what was pressing down on my thigh.

"Heuk...! Ugh...!"

Surprisingly, the object that was partially stimulating my thigh was none other than Hazel's head, which was breathing softly in her sleep.

The two holes in the mascot costume made it difficult to see, but I could tell right away that it was Hazel.

I was so surprised that I almost screamed, but I quickly regained my senses and covered my mouth, because that would wake Hazel up.

She didn't not find me, she just found me and fell asleep next to me without waking me up right away.

"Shit, I'm screwed...! No, wait a minute..."

Hazel is defenseless like this right now, isn't this an opportunity?

The problem was that she was too close to me, but if she's this defenseless, now is my chance to take care of Hazel.

Besides, the knife is easy to grab, and if I just swing my arm, I can stab Hazel in the heart.

There's no reason not to.

She looks like a person on the outside... but Hazel is a dog, and no one will look for her even if she dies.

If I just stab her now, it's over.

-Creak

I carefully grabbed the knife hidden behind the picture frame with my left hand, moved it to my right hand, and aimed it vertically between Hazel's chest, who was resting on my right knee.

My first murder... no, the first time I've ever killed a 'mammal' with my own hands, so I was so nervous that my hands were shaking badly.

Even though she's a dog, her appearance and intelligence are completely human.

It was almost impossible for me, who can't even catch a bug properly, to easily stab such a being with a knife.

But I had to do it quickly.

What if Hazel wakes up? But what if the first thing she sees when she opens her eyes is me trying to stab her with a knife?

She would obviously resist or even attack me.

So, I decided.

I'm going to stab her right now.

Because if I don't, I'm the one who's going to die.

So, I aimed at Hazel's heart, turned my head to the left, and squeezed my eyes shut.

I didn't have the courage to see that gruesome sight.

"Damn it...! Die...!"

Then, I immediately swung my arm down hard and said with a sob.

-Thwack!

But my powerful stab was stopped by something grabbing my wrist.

I should have felt the gruesome sensation of piercing flesh, but I felt a completely different sensation interfering with my hand.

Hazel was definitely asleep.

So, what stopped me?

I turned my head to see what was stopping my stab.

And I couldn't help but be shocked by the sight that came into my view.

Hazel was staring at me with her eyes wide open, confidently grabbing the wrist of the hand I was holding the knife with and swinging down.

"Hyaaak!!!"

"Does Master usually give such terrible morning greetings?"

Hazel frowned slightly while resting under my knees and said to me in a stiff tone.

I was so surprised by the sight that I squeezed my arm even tighter and desperately tried to stab Hazel.

Of course, I was the one with less strength, so it was a hopeless act.

Nevertheless, I seemed to be possessed by something and just put strength into my arm without thinking.

"You're still not giving up? Haa..."

Hazel looked at me with a pathetic expression and sighed.

Then, using her overwhelming arm strength, she pulled my arm so that the tip of the knife, which was perpendicular to her chest, was facing the floor of the storage room.

-Squeeze...

She put a lot of strength into the hand that was grabbing my wrist, causing me to drop the knife.

"Aaaagh...!!"

-Clang! Ting!

I couldn't withstand Hazel's strong grip, so I had no choice but to drop the knife, my last resort, on the floor.

"But you seem to have put some thought into choosing the knife."

Hazel got up from her seat and bent down to pick up the knife that had fallen on the floor.

"M, Mom...! N, no...! T, that is...!"

"Master."

Hazel picked up the knife and lowered her head to my face, which was leaning against the wall, and put the knife directly on it.

I couldn't feel the coldness of the blade with my sense of touch because I was wearing a mascot costume, but my whole body already felt the chill, and as proof, cold sweat was dripping down my back and I had goosebumps.

"P, please save me...! Please...!!!"

To me, who was scared and begging for my life at the sight,

"Haa... This knife is so... cold."

-Lick...

Hazel answered by licking the blade with her tongue in a sticky way.

The sound of Hazel's tongue and the blade rubbing against each other stickily due to saliva filled the storage room.

It was the most terrifying friction sound I had ever heard in my life.

Then, she showed the knife right in front of my face,

"I like warm things, though."

-Thud... Thud...

She poked my neck with it and said something chilling.
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9 - Judgment
I was absolutely certain that if I just stabbed myself in the chest, this would all be over and I could go back to my normal life.

Clearly, Hazel was asleep, and I couldn't even manage the simple task of stabbing her in that defenseless state.

Would I have been any better off if I had treated Hazel with a gentle caress instead of a sharp knife?

She always liked being touched, almost to an excessive degree.

She might have been in a good mood and let it slide.

Why didn't I think of that?

Because I didn't think of that, like an idiot, I ended up in this mess.

I marked the wrong answer, "deal with it with a knife," instead of the easily deducible "caress," and now I'm facing this terrible ending.

So, what is that ending?

"Sigh... Master, why do you always make such bad choices?"

Hazel, half-dead, squatted in front of me, who was sitting against the wall naked and listless.

And the sight of me, a complete wreck, that Hazel is looking at now is the 'result.'

Arms, legs, stomach, chest, back.

Except for my head, there wasn't a single spot on my body that wasn't covered in mottled bruises.

To look at me, you'd wonder how I was even alive, I'd been beaten so brutally.

It wasn't like I was hit with a wooden stick or a baseball bat.

Hazel used only her 'body' to make me like this.

Simple actions like kicking and punching.

She wasn't using any professional techniques, just venting her anger and beating me haphazardly.

Trampling on me, swinging her arm wide and punching me, slamming down on me.

Just beating me relentlessly. No, she is beating me.

-Rustle...

Hazel squatted down and grabbed my chin, forcing me to lift my head.

Then, my eyes, clouded with tears of despair, met Hazel's eyes, still filled with pure anger.

"Just... kill me... please..."

It hurts so much.

My whole body aches and stings as if I'm being stabbed mercilessly with sharp blades because of the bruises everywhere.

The bruises are so bad that even a breeze makes me groan.

Some places might already have hairline fractures or be broken bones.

I don't even feel alive, and I don't want to live in this pain.

I'd rather she just kill me.

"Kill you? You didn't kill me, Master, so I won't kill you either."

"I... was wroong... save mee...!"

"Master, do you know why I came to find you?"

To me, writhing in pain and desperately begging for my life, Hazel asked a sudden question.

"I, I diid wro,wrong..."

"I'm going to give back everything I received. All of it. Without missing a single thing. Simple, right?"

"....!"

Of course, I knew she came to get revenge.

But what really scared me was Hazel's words that she would give me back everything I had done to her, exactly as I had done it.

The fact that she would repay everything without missing a single thing.

Hearing those words, I lost all hope.

Just abandoning her isn't that bad? Why are you losing hope over that?

I've done so many things to Hazel.

In short, I have a lot of bad karma.

Things I did without thinking, without even being aware of them, I now regret deeply.

"Hmm... Ah, the time you came home after being dumped by your girlfriend and beat me mercilessly, I still can't forget that, it's etched in my mind."

What Hazel is talking about now, to summarize it roughly, is this.

The day I was dumped by my girlfriend, I drank a lot and came home.

I wanted to vent my anger, and my emotions were running high.

It's not like I had a punching bag at home.

That's when Hazel caught my eye.

As soon as I opened the gate and entered the yard, Hazel ran up to me and scratched my clothes.

As a result, my emotions, which were already filled with nothing but anger, were further stimulated.

She was just happy to see me, but how could I not be angry when she tried to climb on me with her dirty, muddy paws?

So I kicked Hazel off, beat her up, and then went inside and passed out.

I know it was wrong, but I couldn't control my emotions at the time.

"And after doing that to me... the next day, you didn't even apologize, you just kicked a ball around a few times as if you were doing me a favor and said, 'Are we good now?' That's all."

"Th,thaaat...!"

"There are probably more things you don't remember, Master. You probably can't even remember the times you beat me when you were drunk. I even gave up counting."

When I blacked out, I don't know what I did.

I really don't remember anything.

"I can understand and overlook the times you were drunk. I've never been drunk, but I know it's hard to control your emotions and you lose your reason... that's what I know."

"Th,thank you..."

"Do you remember the time you starved me for four days because you were too lazy to feed me?"

"Th,that... I'm really... sorry..! I, I didn't do it on purpose..!"

"I was so hungry that I ate some grass in the yard, and you got angry and hit me for it. Because the grass was torn up and looked ugly. You don't even remember, do you?"

I keep apologizing to Hazel, saying I didn't do it on purpose,

But I don't remember any of it.

I don't remember if that happened.

I know I did a lot of things to Hazel, but I don't remember any of that.

Could it be that she's making up a story because she needs a reason to torment me?

It just seems like she's making it up to create a reason to torment me more.

"There are many other things that happened, but I'll stop here because it'll take too long to tell them all. Experience the rest for yourself. Then you'll remember them one by one."

-Rustle...

With those words, Hazel let go of my chin, which she had been holding tightly.

Then, she stood up and looked down at me, who was shivering, and continued.

"If you were going to be cruel, you should have been consistent. Why were you kind to me sometimes, making me so confused? I wouldn't care if you hadn't given me any affection at all."

-Clatter

I didn't even have the strength to lift my head, so I didn't know exactly what Hazel was doing, but I heard a clattering sound and knew that Hazel had picked up some blunt object.

"Affection... If it weren't for that, I would have killed you without hesitation, I would have torn you to shreds. I'm still foolishly longing for that warm touch... that's why I didn't wake you up when I found you in the storage room, and I lay down quietly with my head on your lap as if I were possessed. What came back was a 30cm steak knife aimed right at my heart."

Hazel spoke to me with a trembling voice, struggling to speak, and brought the heavy object she was holding close enough for me to see.

The object was a baseball bat.

Not a wooden one, but a solid baseball bat made of steel.

"Hyaaak...!"

I couldn't help but be horrified at the sight of the baseball bat's chilling presence.

If the worst-case scenario happened and I got hit with that, it wouldn't just be a fracture, it would be completely destroyed.

"I could just beat you to death with this... but I can't. No. I don't even need to use force, I could just use that knife from earlier... but I can't..!"

Hazel's sobbing voice trembled more and more, and now she didn't even try to hold back and burst into tears.

"But you, without a moment's hesitation... you tried to stab me in the heart... I stopped you, so the knife didn't go in, but my heart was already torn to shreds at that moment."

-Drip... Drip...

Hazel's tears, flowing as she wept miserably, overflowed and began to fall to the floor.

One drop, two drops, the gray cement floor was gradually being painted darker and darker, and I could see it all.

"I thought you might like this form a little more than the beast form... Even as I came here with the determination to kill you, I came with that foolish heart. But now I understand."

-Squeeze...

Hazel's hand, gripping the bat, contracted as she lost control of her emotions, and I could hear the sound of her hand squeezing the bat tightly.

As if she had made some great resolution.

"You are someone who will never give me affection. And,"

Hazel's voice, which had been sobbing for a long time, stopped crying at this point and completely changed to a resolute voice.

"There's absolutely no need to show any mercy to such a person."
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10 - First Shopping
-Screech...

The pharmacy door opened, and Hazel, wearing a hat pulled low, entered.

She drew attention due to her height, tall for a woman, and her striking beauty, noticeable even from afar.

Hazel was already quite exhausted from the stares alone.

"Welcome."

As Hazel entered, the pharmacist sitting at the counter greeted her warmly.

"Hello."

"What do you need?"

"Saline solution, bruise ointment, bandages, gauze, and antibiotic ointment. Please give me those."

"Um... just a moment."

After hearing Hazel's request, the pharmacist hesitated for a moment before gathering all the requested medications and returning to the counter, placing them in front of Hazel.

"For bruises, applying ointment along with ice packs or massage can help with faster recovery."

"Oh... really?"

"And you should avoid irritating the affected area as much as possible. Doing just this much will show quick results."

"I see. Thank you."

Hazel smiled, expressing her gratitude to the pharmacist who kindly and thoroughly explained how to use the medicine and manage bruises.

"That's 36,000 won in total."

"Please give me two more bruise ointments."

"Um... one of these should last you quite a while, do you need more?"

The pharmacist, seeing Hazel asking for two more ointments when one would usually last for months, asked with a puzzled look.

"My... boyfriend enjoys boxing as a hobby. So, he told me to buy plenty."

In reality, I don't enjoy boxing and have never even worn gloves.

It's a lie because I can't exactly tell the pharmacist that he beat me to the brink of death.

"Ah... I see. Here are two more. Will you be paying by card?"

"Ah, yes. Here you go."

Hazel handed the pharmacist the card she took out of her wallet to pay for the medications.

"Okay, all done. Would you like a bag?"

"Yes."

Confirming Hazel's preference, the pharmacist immediately grabbed a bag large enough to hold all the medications, packed them, and handed the bag to Hazel along with her card.

"Here you go."

"Thank you."

"Excuse me, but..."

Just as Hazel was about to leave the pharmacy, the pharmacist suddenly spoke to her as if he had a question.

"Yes?"

"How tall are you, by any chance? You're very tall..."

Indeed, she was significantly taller than the average woman, so her stature was bound to pique curiosity.

"Ah... I think I'm about 185cm."

185cm is not only taller than the average Korean man but also on par with the average height of Dutch men, who are known to be the tallest in the world.

I guess this is the power of a giant golden retriever.

"Wow... that's really tall."

Even before hearing her height directly, the pharmacist had been looking at Hazel with curiosity, but upon hearing the numerical height, he exclaimed in amazement.

"Haha... is that so."

"Oh, you must be going. I've held you up with unnecessary things. Please go ahead."

"No, it's okay. Goodbye."

"Yes. Come again."

Having purchased everything she needed from the pharmacy, Hazel left to head home, walking down the street.

As she strolled along, looking around, a building caught her eye.

"Now that I think about it, I need to buy clothes too..."

It was a department store.

The clothes Hazel was currently wearing were the same ones she had worn when she first came to my house.

Since she hadn't brought many clothes in the first place, she needed to buy some.

"...It should be okay to spend a little more, right?"

Hazel stared intently at the department store, and after some deliberation, she found the entrance and went inside.

Entering the department store, Hazel was amazed by the numerous shops boasting glamorous displays, the huge crowds, and the many things to see, wandering around here and there.

She knew about elevators and escalators, but it was her first time riding them.

It was probably because the only places I ever took her were parks or animal hospitals.

That was only because my ex-girlfriend kept nagging me to take Hazel out, saying she would get stressed if left alone.

In fact, I ended up raising Hazel because of that bitch.

"Oh? There's a place I quite like."

As Hazel continued to wander around the department store, a shop displaying various beautiful clothes in its windows caught her eye.

It was clearly a shop that only sold luxury brands, but Hazel, not really knowing such things, headed straight for the shop, opened the door, and went inside.

To her, clothes are just clothes.

"Welcome."

Whether it was usually a quiet time or not, there were no customers inside the shop.

Only the staff who were supposed to be there were present, and they greeted Hazel warmly as soon as they saw her.

"Ah... yes."

"Feel free to look around."

"Um... could you possibly give me some recommendations? I don't really know much about clothes."

Hazel didn't really know what kind of clothes suited her or how to dress well.

The clothes she was wearing now were just ordinary enough not to stand out, but they were definitely not well-dressed.

In fact, the all-black look and black ball cap made her look like a criminal (...).

"You don't know much... um..."

Naturally, the staff member was probably taken aback when someone who didn't know much about clothes and wasn't interested in them suddenly came into a luxury store and asked for clothing recommendations.

"What kind of clothes are you looking for...?"

"Casual wear. To wear outside."

"What kind of situations will you be wearing them in?"

"Um... I think I'll wear them for walks or... going to the hospital."

The only times Hazel went out were for walks or to the hospital.

That's why those words came out automatically.

Naturally, the staff member couldn't hide their bewilderment upon hearing those words.

"Walks...? The hospital...?"

"Um... I guess it sounds a bit strange when I put it that way."

Hazel was well aware of how absurd and awkward her answer was.

"Yes..."

"They're clothes to wear when I'm with someone I love."

And that was the best answer Hazel could come up with.

I don't know if she really loves me enough to say those words, but it made it easier for the staff member to respond.

"Ah... I see. Do you usually prefer any particular style?"

"I'm not really sure. Um... I think it would be great if you could just style me as you see fit... Is that too much to ask?"

It certainly seemed like the best approach Hazel could suggest.

Hazel was asking the staff member to recommend clothes without explaining any particular purpose, situation, or desired style, so the staff member must have been in a difficult situation.

"Um... no, I'll do my best."

"Thank you."

"First of all, you're quite tall and have a good physique, so anything you wear will probably fit very well."

"Is that so? Haha..."

"Could you take off your hat for a moment?"

"Ah... that's a bit difficult. I have to wear a hat."

If Hazel took off her hat, her dog ears would be revealed.

That's why Hazel had been wearing her hat pulled low from the start, and why she rejected the staff member's request.

"Ah... I don't know what your circumstances are, but you have to wear a hat, right?"

"Yes. It can't be helped."

"The outfit I was going to recommend doesn't really go well with the bleak ball cap you're wearing. Ah, should I recommend a hat first?"

"I would appreciate that."

"Um... come this way and choose one from these."

"Okay."

And so, the staff member and Hazel began to seriously choose clothes, and the staff member put in her best effort to style Hazel, as if it were her own job.

After a long time, thanks to the staff member's passionate help, Hazel was finally able to complete an outfit that suited her.

"Let's take a look in the mirror."

"Okay."

Hazel stood in front of the full-length mirror in the middle of the store and made a satisfied expression as she looked at her reflection.

She wore a bucket hat made of a clean material with a large brand logo on it.

For her top, she wore a white wool knit and a beige half-trench coat with two rows of buttons over it.

She even wore a belt with a logo to add a touch of style.

She wore neat charcoal-colored wool pants to avoid looking too cluttered.

For shoes, she wore plain-looking sneakers with a stripe around the back.

"It really suits you so well. I could really believe you're a model."

"Is that so? I like it."

"It feels like your looks are enhancing the style of the clothes."

The staff member's compliments were not empty words.

She was really looking over Hazel's overall style with amazed eyes, as if she had never seen someone so beautiful before.

"Haha... thank you. I'll take it as is."

"Please come to the counter and I'll help you with the payment."

"Okay."

Hazel decided to wear the outfit as is and headed to the counter to pay.

"The total comes to... 2.4 million won."

"Here you go."

2.4 million won was clearly a considerable amount of money, but Hazel handed the staff member her card without any hesitation.

"Would you like to pay in installments...?"

"Please pay in full."

I don't know how she knows the concept of installments and full payment, but she asked the staff member to pay in full instead of in installments.

"Okay. Please sign with the pen in front of you."

"Okay."

When the staff member asked for a signature, Hazel signed the signature line with my signature, which she remembered.

There was not much to remember, as it was a simple signature that ended with a quick scribble in the shape of a w.

"The payment is complete, would you like to wear the clothes?"

"Yes."

"Okay. Thank you for your patronage. Please visit us again."

"Thank you. Good work."

Having finished shopping, Hazel started walking towards home again.

Her beautiful appearance, the luxury clothes with large logos she wore, and her tall height combined to create a great synergistic effect externally.

As a result, she headed home while receiving even more burdensome stares from people than before she left the house.
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11 - Another Karma (I)
"Master, I'm home."

The front door opened, and Hazel, having finished her outing for the day, stepped inside.

But I couldn't, and didn't want to, greet her.

My whole body was already a wreck.

It wouldn't be an exaggeration to say I was barely clinging to life.

And I wasn't even lying on the bed in that state; I was naked on the living room floor, tethered by a collar attached to a cold metal chain that started from the sofa leg.

This was treatment below human dignity, bordering on animal abuse.

"You're not even welcoming me home... I'm a little disappointed."

Hazel, seemingly disappointed that I wasn't greeting her, walked towards me.

"More importantly, how do I look? I tried to dress up a bit..."

Right now, I was practically on the verge of death, a living corpse.

But Hazel, knowing this, didn't care and stood in front of me to show off the clothes she had bought.

"....."

"Hmm... not much of a reaction? Or is it because of your condition that you can't answer?"

It would be a lie to say that Hazel in front of me wasn't beautiful.

I think it's the first time I've seen someone look so good in those clothes.

More than any model, her clothes, body, and face were in perfect harmony.

But it would also be a lie to say that Hazel in front of me wasn't scary and creepy, despite her beauty.

She was the one who put my body in this state.

I was beaten with a baseball bat for the first time in my life.

And I was attacked by the dog I raised for the first time in my life.

I never expected it to be a woman, generally weaker than a man.

"...Save... me..."

"Haa... Master, how many times have I told you that I would never kill you?"

Hazel always says the same thing when she sees me asking to be saved, regardless of her question.

A promise that she would never kill me, which, in this situation, is losing credibility.

If I had been hit a little more, I would probably be a cold corpse right now.

"Hmm... it seems difficult to have a conversation in your current state."

Hazel, seeing me struggling to even say "save me," finally seemed to realize my condition.

I think she knew it from the start, but I don't really know what she's thinking.

"Rest a little. I'll take a shower and then apply some ointment."

"....."

".....Answer."

Regardless of my poor physical condition, she seemed angry that I wasn't even answering and just staring blankly.

"Y-Yes, yes..."

"Good. Just wait a little."

Satisfied with the answer she got after getting angry at me, Hazel gave me a faint smile and immediately went to take a shower.

As soon as Hazel disappeared from sight, I relaxed again and lay still, staring at the ceiling and resting.

Whether she puts on ointment or not, I honestly just don't want Hazel to appear in front of me.

But Hazel wasn't the type to disappear just because I wished it.

After a shower of about 30 minutes, Hazel came to me wearing only a bra and panties, without any clothes.

I don't know if she was too lazy to put on clothes, or if she forgot to buy clothes to wear at home.

"Hoo... I feel so refreshed after a bath. I hated even touching water when I was a dog, isn't that strange?"

Everyone knows that dogs hate baths.

I don't know why, but Hazel would always throw a fit whenever I tried to put her in the bathroom to wash her, so I always took her to a pet shop to get her washed.

"....."

"Do I have to make you answer? Or are you deliberately trying to make me feel ignored?"

I'm definitely not not answering to upset Hazel.

It's just that my body is so battered that I can't even say a short answer, but Hazel gets angry about it.

I'm so frustrated that I want to argue, but I don't have the strength, and there's no benefit to doing so.

"S-Sorry... I'm sorry..."

"That's right. Isn't it so much better when you answer so well?"

"Yes... Ugh...!"

Every time I have to put even a little bit of strength into my stomach when I speak, the bruises all over my stomach are stimulated, and the pulling pain is so great that I can't help but groan.

"Anyway, I'll apply the ointment. You need to get better quickly."

"Th-Thank... you..."

"Lie on your back and look at the ceiling. I'll start with the front."

I listened to Hazel and lay on my back, exposing my stomach to the ceiling.

Then Hazel came to me, sat upright next to me, looked down at me, tore open the ointment packaging, and smeared it on her hand.

"I'll start with your chest."

"Yes..."

Starting with applying it to my chest, Hazel gradually expanded the range, applying ointments to other areas and successfully applying it to all the bruises on my body.

I was startled and groaned every time the cold ointment touched the bruises, but Hazel applied it slowly and gently, so it wasn't too painful.

She shows quite a delicate side in these parts, but when she was beating me with a bat in a fit of anger, she was really rough.

Even now, just thinking about getting hit makes my body ache and gives me the chills.

The pain and fear I felt were beyond anything I could have imagined.

"Hoo... all done."

"Th-Thank... you..."

"Aren't you hungry? You haven't eaten."

I don't remember how long it's been since Hazel found me, but I haven't eaten anything since then, and it seems like it's been at least two days.

But right now, I have no appetite at all.

I'm too busy writhing in pain and trying to suppress it, so appetite is a luxury for me.

"Yes..."

"Hmm... I understand. If you get hungry or need anything, call me."

I can't even raise my voice right now, and I can't go to Hazel whenever I need something.

I'm chained to the sofa, so there's no way I can crawl to Hazel.

"Ah, you can't do that right now... just a moment."

Hazel knew my situation well.

So Hazel got up and disappeared somewhere for a moment, then reappeared in front of me.

Hazel brought something, and I couldn't hide my embarrassment when I saw it.

"If you need to call me, just press this."

The thing Hazel handed me was a clicker used to train dogs.

It's a thing called a "ttokttak" (onomatopoeia for "click"), used to press and give treats when a dog does something worthy of a reward, but I never thought it would be used for this purpose.

".....Yes."

"Then I'll go rest now. I have a guest coming later."

"A g-guest...?!"

No, even after putting me in this state, she has a guest to invite?

Is there anyone who would be okay with seeing me in this state?

Unless it's some neighborhood mutt friend of Hazel's, no one would stay still after seeing my appearance.

They would probably report it to the police, or at least run away from the house.

"It's someone you know very well. Maybe the person who knows you better than anyone except your family."

Who knows me better than my family?

Excluding family, maybe a boss or a friend?

That's all I can think of.

But there's no reason for Hazel to show my appearance to a boss or a friend.

Hazel doesn't gain anything by showing this state to those people.

She's such a cunning bitch that she probably has a plan, but at least I don't think so right now.

"Wh-Who... is it..."

"Hehe... you'll see when they get here. You might not be too happy about it, though."

Someone I wouldn't be happy to see?

I wouldn't be happy to greet anyone in this state.

I wouldn't even want my mom to see me like this.

"Yes..."

"Then I'll see you later. I'm going to rest now."

Leaving me with nothing but questions, Hazel left me tied to the cold living room floor and went to her bedroom to rest.

I'm a patient right now, and I think I should be in bed before someone who's tired from shopping.

So I can't help but be very dissatisfied with this treatment, but I have to end it with dissatisfaction.

There's no point in arguing with Hazel, and I'll probably just get punished for resisting.

No more baseball bat beatings, please.

Around 7 p.m., as the sun was setting, Hazel came out of her room to greet the 'guest' and approached me, who was asleep.

"Wake up. You need to get ready to greet the guest."

"Ugh... Yes..."

I thought I would be okay if I woke up after sleeping, but my head really hurts like it's going to break, and my body is shivering.

But thanks to the ointment I applied, the pain in the bruised areas has decreased a lot, and after sleeping, I can barely have a conversation.

Rest is the best when you're sick.

"B-But... in this state..."

"It doesn't matter. They know what's up."

If they're coming knowing this state, I don't think they're a normal person.

"It's almost time for them to arrive..."

-Ding-dong-!

At the same time as Hazel predicted that it was almost time for them to arrive, someone rang the doorbell.

"Ah, it looks like they're here."

And Hazel went to the front door to greet the person.

"Welcome, sis."

Hazel called the guest who came to the house "sis."

The only person Hazel would call "sis" is... wait.

The only person Hazel would call "sis" is my ex-girlfriend?

I quickly looked at the front door, hoping that my ominous premonition wouldn't come true.

"Did our golden retriever guard the house well?"

And then I heard her voice.

I hoped that my prediction wouldn't come true, but no matter how I listened, the voice didn't deviate from my ex-girlfriend's voice.

Even after hearing that voice, I kept praying that it wasn't her.

I absolutely didn't want to show her this side of me.

"Of course. Come in."

"Okay."

After exchanging greetings, Hazel and the mysterious woman... no, the woman who was strongly presumed to be my ex-girlfriend, came into the house together and walked towards me.

The familiar silhouette, along with the familiar face, gradually came into my eyes, and a woman who perfectly fulfilled what I had presumed was getting closer and closer to me.

"N-No way...!"

"No way what. Long time no see, Jeong Ha-on?"

I kept praying that it wasn't her.

I prayed that anyone but her would be okay, but it wasn't her.

I didn't want to show this side of me to anyone more than her, but,

"B-Baek... Ha..."

"That's right, it's Baek Ha-rin. How have you been... judging by your condition, it doesn't look like you've been doing well."

In the end, the identity of the person who appeared in front of me with a nasty smile, as if enjoying my misery, was my ex-girlfriend, 'Baek Ha-rin.'
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12 - Another Karma (II)
"Just... why are you here?!"

Someone I never imagined, someone I hoped more than anyone else wouldn't be here.

My ex-girlfriend.

Why the hell is she here?

She might have been more attached to Hazel than I was, but now she's a person.

Usually, if a woman like that came and said, "I'm Hazel's sister!" you'd assume she's crazy and call the police.

Did Hazel, being bigger, forcibly hold her back from reporting and try to persuade her?

But Baek Harin is such a psycho that you can't predict her actions at all.

Just looking at the current situation, you get the feeling she's a psycho and a nutcase, something like that.

"Why else? I came after hearing about our Hazel, didn't I?"

Unlike me, who was seriously asking a pretty serious question, Baek Harin sat next to Hazel on the sofa, looking down at me while playfully pinching Hazel's cheeks.

It was as if she was deliberately trying to belittle my seriousness as if it was nothing.

As everyone knows, that's a pretty unpleasant thing to do when dealing with people, and it's definitely something you do when you see that person as beneath you... a very rude thing to do.

"Yeth, that'th right..."

Because Baek Harin kept pulling on her cheeks, Hazel's pronunciation became increasingly slurred.

"Ah, you crazy bitch...! Of course, you would have told her...!"

"Aww~ Our Goldie's cheeks are so squishy, I'm not jealous of Shiba Inus."

As expected, she lightly ignored my anger.

"Thank you..."

"What the hell did you do to such a cute kid? Huh? Hearing about her, I was seriously shocked for the first time in years. I should have rehabilitated you and released you into society."

Baek Harin was talking to me in a nasty way, as if I were trash that shouldn't be out in society.

What right does this bitch have to say such things to me? I feel like absolute shit.

"What do you know, you crazy bitch!"

"Oh, Master. Weren't you supposed to speak nicely? I gave you a pass once, you should have corrected yourself."

Hazel didn't seem to like me calling Baek Harin 'crazy bitch', 'fucking bitch', and so on.

I don't know why she's interfering with me cursing at that bitch.

I thought it was unfair, but since I'd be screwed if Hazel got upset, I didn't argue.

"I'm, I'm sorry..."

"Wow... she's using honorifics. You must be scary."

"Haha... it's nothing. I just gave her a little warning, you could say."

In her mind, beating someone half to death with a baseball bat is just giving them a little warning.

Usually, that's seen as assault or attempted murder.

"Are you going to lie to your sister? It's obvious her body is a wreck."

"Hmm... still, wouldn't it be okay if the result is good?"

Hazel is definitely a sociopath.

Saying that the result is all that matters is something only a sociopath would say.

A fantastic collaboration between a psycho and a sociopath, just hearing about this terrifying combination makes me feel like I'm going crazy, and I'm experiencing it firsthand.

"Well, good job. I couldn't do it, but at least you make her a person. I'm giving up."

"Just leave it to me. Even now, well... she'll do anything I command."

That's true.

I'm currently obeying Hazel's orders, anything, 'to survive'.

There's no point in being proud in front of her, so I'm following her, but it's a little different in front of Baek Harin.

There's no way I can do whatever she tells me to do in front of that bitch.

"Just scaring her into obedience is different from fixing her inside and making her a person. I don't know if it's because I'm a little picky about the methods, but looking at this, I think you can do it."

Baek Harin talks about me as if she's good and I'm evil, as if I'm not a person who needs to be fixed.

What the hell did I do wrong to her for her to act like this?

Did I tell her I was breaking up first, and she's angry and upset about that?

We weren't a good match in the first place, so I unilaterally told her and broke up.

I don't know why she's acting like this, even though it just makes her look pathetic.

"What gives you the right to talk about me like that!"

".....Yeah, you don't know your own faults, so you can't be fixed. Goldie, you're the only hope."

Baek Harin sighed, looking at me, and stroked Hazel's head repeatedly.

Hazel didn't reject Baek Harin's hand and smiled slightly, enjoying it with a happy expression.

Was that what she wanted from me?

I don't understand why she wanted that so much, it's a really hard to understand.

"Hehe... just leave it to me, Sister. I'll definitely make her a lovable and affectionate Master again. It's what I want, even if you didn't ask me to."

"Sigh... you're amazing for not killing her even after being treated like that. How are you going to live in this harsh world being so kind?"

Kind my ass, can't she see her body is a wreck?

No matter how bad the deed, violence cannot be justified.

Hazel committed violence against me, not just violence but attempted murder, so logically speaking, she's not kind at all, but a vicious bitch.

"You're all full of shit! What makes you so good and righteous! Why the fuck am I the only sinner!"

"Master, your mouth."

"I'm, I'm sorry!"

In the end, I got too excited and crossed the line Hazel set, and when Hazel showed signs of getting angry, I quickly lowered myself and apologized, not caring about Baek Harin's gaze.

If I had to choose between pride and my safety, it was more profitable to choose the latter.

Being mercilessly beaten with a baseball bat is really enough once in a lifetime.

"That mouth too... she only got angry when I told her. Sigh... the more I see it, the more I feel disillusioned. I'm leaving."

"Oh? Are you leaving already?"

"It's just... watching this scene makes me feel empty, and I wonder what I've been doing all this time. I thought it would be all good, but it's not."

Baek Harin thought she would laugh at my current state like a psychopath, but instead, she seemed drained and spoke as if she was disillusioned.

I don't know what elements can satisfy that bitch, but it doesn't seem to be the current state and situation.

"Hmm... well, I understand. We can see each other again later."

"I hate her! Don't come, please..."

Now that I've seen her, I really don't want to see her face again.

What else do I need to see in a relationship that's already been cleanly broken up?

"I'm the one who called her?"

"Th, that's... I'm sorry! I didn't know..."

Since Hazel called her, I have to put up with it no matter how much I hate it.

If it weren't for her, I would have kicked Baek Harin out as soon as she set foot in my house.

"I don't particularly want to see you either. You only want to see someone if you have good memories, if you need them, or if you want to get revenge."

"You want to see me because you want to get revenge!"

There's no reason for Baek Harin to set foot here unless she's going to get revenge.

There are no good memories among those three, and there's no reason for Baek Harin to need me.

That leaves the last one.

"I told you, I already gave up."

"Then what is it!"

"I can put up with what I went through. But you know."

Is it right for someone who puts up with it to come and do this?

I'm arguing because I don't understand, is Baek Harin mentally retarded?

"But what!"

"What you did to Hazel... are you even human? Why the hell did you scream and insist on taking her if you were going to be like this, you crazy bastard."

"No... I adopted her with my money, why would I give her to you, you crazy bitch... she's mine!"

When I adopted Hazel, when I went to the hospital, when I entrusted her to the shop for grooming or bathing, it was all with my money.

I think that money is easily over 50, and there's no reason for me to hand Hazel over to Baek Harin even after spending that money.

It's okay if it's a small amount of money, but if it's that much, I'll be more than jealous.

".....Ha. I'm going crazy. In the end, it was money?"

"Then you should have said you'd take her with money!"

"Did you even ask? You just got angry and dragged her away, and that's what caused this mess. How much resentment must she have had, how betrayed must she have felt, to become a person and do this?"

"She deserved to be beaten! Did I beat her for no reason! Did I starve her, or neglect..."

"You did it all. You did everything you said. You know you did wrong. You know it, and you're still doing this? What's wrong with you?"

I can't believe I did all those things even after I said them.

I have a common sense that I shouldn't do those things, but when I actually do them, I don't feel anything, and I don't even recognize it, so I don't remember it unless I try to remember it.

"S, Sister... why don't you just stop here for today and go back? I'll take care of the rest..."

In the end, Hazel, who couldn't stand watching our argument, intervened.

The coercion she showed when dealing with me 1 on 1 is gone, and I feel betrayed by her being a little more careful because Baek Harin is here.

How easy am I? You son of a bitch.

"Ha... since Goldie is stopping me, I'll stop here for today. I wasn't going to come again, but you. Let's keep seeing each other? If you're released into society in this state, there will be more victims."

"Released my ass... am I your dog, you crazy bitch...? Just die on the way, you bitch..."

"Master, if you keep talking like that, I'm really going to punish you."

"Ha... yes."

It's so annoying that I have to stop when Hazel tells me to, even if I'm having such a heated argument.

Originally, when a person is focused on doing something, especially if they're in an emotional state, they get twice as annoyed when they're interrupted.

"This is a gift, so use it well, Goldie. Look up how to use it on the internet, or call me if you really don't know."

-Thump

Baek Harin got up from her seat in a fit of anger and threw a box at Hazel.

It's a small gift box that she's been holding since she came into the house, and I don't know what's inside.

"Ah... thank you. I'll use it well."

"Okay, use it well. Don't starve, don't get beaten. Take care until I come again?"

"Yes. I will."

"It's unlikely, but if you ruin her more here, you'll die by my hands."

"Whatever! You crazy bitch..."

"I'm leaving."

Whether it was because she felt bad after arguing with me, or because she had planned to stay for a long time, Baek Harin quickly left the house not long after coming to my house.

".....Master."

"Y, yes...?"

And as soon as Baek Harin left, I quickly regained my senses and started to lower myself again so as not to upset Hazel.

"I don't know what kind of person she is to Master, but Sister is quite precious to me."

"I, is that so...?"

"So don't treat her carelessly. This isn't a request, it's a demand."

"I, I understand! I'll be careful..."

The fact that the word 'demand' came out of Hazel's mouth means that she's very angry.

No matter how much I hate it, I have to be careful in the future.

"Ha... okay, that's enough. By the way, Master, you're curious about what the gift is, right?"

"Yes..."

Both Hazel and I are very curious about what the gift is that she suddenly brought after a long time.

I don't expect anything good, I just hope it's not something weird.

-Swish...

Hazel put the box on her lap, untied the ribbon, and carefully lifted the lid.

I was looking up at her from the floor, so I couldn't see the contents.

"Hmm... I think I know how to use it. Do you want to see it too, Master?"

"Ah... yes... I want to see it."

"Here."

-Clatter

Hazel put the box down on the floor almost as if she was throwing it, and the box landed on the floor with a clattering sound as if plastic and metal were colliding.

And I immediately checked the contents of the box and couldn't help but be shocked.

"I quite like it, but I don't think it's a very welcome item for Master."

As Hazel said, it was not a welcome item for me at all.

"C, crazy...! This is..."

A long white clump of fur with a short, streamlined small plastic lump at the end that is suitable for insertion somewhere.

The other two items in the box didn't even catch my eye.

The thing that shocked me the most as soon as I saw it was definitely this object.

"I. Quite. Like it, Master."

What the hell is this object that I'm so shocked by?

"Th, this is...! H, Hazel, th, this doesn't seem right...! Yo..."

"Master."

Hazel cut me off with a serious voice, calling my name as I was about to argue that this really didn't seem right.

"Y, yes...?!"

"I like it."
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13 - Walk (I)
So, what is that thing, you ask?

It's a tail, but made to be inserted into the anus.

A butt plug, as they commonly call it.

Obviously, it wasn't given to me to stick in Hazel's rear, so I'm the intended target.

But I've never prepared myself to put something so heinous in my butt.

"T-that really doesn't seem like a good idea...!"

"If you're not going to put it in yourself, give it here. It seems you can't do it alone."

"T-these things don't go in..! They really don't..!!"

Actually, the insertion part isn't that big, but you can tell it's going to hurt a lot without even trying.

It's only natural that it would hurt to have such a hard object enter an anus that's only ever had soft things exit.

".....Will I get in trouble if I force it in?"

"N-no... It'll go in, but..! But..!"

"Then there's no problem. Put it in yourself."

She's telling me to stick this hideous plug into my own butt.

But how am I supposed to do this?

I could just break it, but would Hazel let that slide?

She'd shove a baseball bat up there instead of a plug.

I've learned from being beaten by that bitch multiple times that if you don't do what she says, you'll pay an even bigger price.

"Just give me a moment to prepare myself... Give me some time..!"

"Haa... You're saying this won't go in?"

"N-no... It'll go in, but..! It hurts..!"

If I say it won't go in, she'll 'discipline' me, so I should say it will go in and try to persuade her as much as possible.

"Give it here."

"I-I'll do it myself..."

"Give it to me."

It seems she's going to stick it in my butt herself because she can't stand watching me struggle.

"Yes..."

But I had no other choice, as I don't have the authority to disobey Hazel more than twice.

I had no choice but to hand the plug over to Hazel.

"Watch closely."

"Huh..? Watch what..."

Unlike my expectation that she would immediately get up and shove the plug into me, Hazel spoke as if she was going to show me something first.

-Slide...

And then, something completely unexpected happened.

While sitting on the sofa, Hazel lowered the black panties she was wearing until they were around her knees.

It was quite an embarrassing sight, so I lowered my gaze from Hazel.

"I told you to watch closely. Why are you looking away?"

"N-no... Yes..."

At Hazel's command, I reluctantly raised my head and looked up at her, and the pink vulva was exposed between Hazel's thighs.

"I only told you to watch, but you automatically look here? Are all men like this?"

"Y-you're taking off your panties..."

"Well, anyway, you're right. Keep watching."

"Yes..."

She then ordered me to keep staring at her genitals, and in that state, she brought the plug in her hand directly to the parted gap.

It seemed she was going to insert the plug into her vagina.

And as I expected, Hazel slightly pressed the end of the plug into her slit and began to push it inside with force.

-Squelch...

The plug, receiving Hazel's force, struggled to overcome the sticky resistance of the vagina and began to be sucked inside.

I don't know why she's doing this, but I blankly watched the scene, not taking my eyes off it until the plug was completely inside.

"Haa... It goes in enough, right?"

"N-no... That's supposed to go in there..!"

A woman's vagina is a part that contracts to a large extent during intercourse, so it's natural for a plug like that to go in.

Some people use the anus for the same purpose as the vagina, but that doesn't mean the two are completely the same.

Those people are just being reckless.

"Anyway."

-Rip... Pop!

After showing me that it could go in enough, Hazel lightly pulled the plug back out.

Even during all this, Hazel's face didn't show a single change in expression.

As if receiving a plug was nothing at all.

"It goes in well, right? You can do it too, Master?"

"N-no... That's the front..!"

Hazel's front refers to her vagina, but my front refers to the glans, the urethra, the hole there.

Sticking it in there... I don't even want to imagine it.

"T-that's... no..."

"Then try sticking it in your butt yourself. I'll give you 5 minutes."

-Thud

Hazel gave me 5 minutes and ordered me to insert the plug, throwing the plug that she had inserted into her vagina at me without even wiping it.

The insertion part of the plug that fell on the floor was wet, unlike before it was put into Hazel's vagina.

"F-first, I should wipe it a bit..."

I don't know if it's vaginal fluid or what, but I still don't want to put it in without wiping the liquid that came out of Hazel's vagina.

"Just put it in. If you have affection, you can handle that much."

This isn't about affection, it's just not hygienic.

Still, it's just a bit unpleasant, it's not a big deal.

The really important and serious problem is that I have to insert this myself.

"I-I'll do it..."

"5 minutes. If you can't do it when the time is up, I'll do it myself."

"Yes..."

"And do it facing away. I have to watch."

Hazel ordered me to turn around, face my butt towards her, and expose it blatantly while inserting it.

I wondered if I really had to go through this humiliation, but I had no choice as it was Hazel's order.

"I-is this okay..?"

I turned my back to Hazel, got on the floor on all fours, and raised my butt.

If you lean your knees and elbows on the floor in a push-up position, this is exactly the position you get.

"Yes. Now put it in."

"T-then I'll try..."

And so, 5 minutes later.

"Ugh..! Haa..! Haa..!"

".....It doesn't look like even half of it is in, why are you panting so much?"

"I-it hurts too much..! T-this doesn't seem right..."

It's true that not even half of it is in, but it already hurts enough.

"Haa... 5 minutes have passed."

"I-I can do it..!"

-Thwack-!

From behind me, as I was trying hard to insert the plug, a fierce kick suddenly flew in.

It wouldn't be a problem if it was just a kick, but it would be quite a problem if it hit the plug and the plug was forcibly inserted into my anus in an instant.

And that's my situation right now.

"Hyaah?!"

-Thud

I was flustered by the unexpected impact and couldn't react, collapsing weakly on the floor.

"To take 5 minutes for something this easy."

"Augh..! It hurts..!"

I felt a tearing, intense pain in my butt where the plug was roughly inserted.

The sensation of something entering, not exiting, which I was experiencing for the first time in my life, was enough to give me a big shock.

It hurts so much that I can't even scream.

"It's natural for it to hurt, and it suits you well, Master."

"T-take it out..! Please..!"

As soon as the plug entered, my sphincter kept contracting and relaxing to push the plug out.

But that action didn't help me at all, and rather, it only caused the plug to shake inside and cause more and more terrible pain.

"It won't hurt if you keep it in. Get used to it."

"I-it hurts..! P-please..!"

She wouldn't know because she hasn't had it stuck in her, but it really fucking hurts.

"Master."

"Yes..!"

"If that comes out before I allow it, you'll be in trouble. I'll punish you so much that you'll think it's better to have the plug in."

"I-I understand..!"

Hearing her say this, it seems that if this comes out, it won't end with ordinary violence.

I shouldn't take it out for now.

Because I heard that there would be more harm than good if I took it out.

"Here, use this too."

-Thud

The item Hazel threw this time was a headband with dog ear models attached.

This was also one of the items from Baek Harin's gift box, and it has the effect of making you look really like a dog when you wear it.

"Y-yes..."

Still, this wasn't painful at least, so I hurriedly picked up the headband that Hazel had thrown in front of me and put it on my head.

"Look this way."

"Ugh... Yes..!"

With the plug forcibly inserted, I felt pain as my butt tightened even with the slightest movement.

But it gets better if I stay still, so I struggled to get up on all fours and quickly turned around to face Hazel.

"Hehe... It suits you well."

Hazel smiled with satisfaction as she looked at me wearing the headband and with the plug inserted.

"T-thank you..."

"I'll put this on for you myself."

-Clink

The last of the three items Hazel took out of the box this time was a black BDSM dog collar.

Judging from the fact that the size isn't small enough to be used on a dog at all and the inside is softly finished with silicone, it's obviously not for dogs, but for people to wear around their necks.

"Yes..."

When I answered that I understood, Hazel got up from the sofa, took the loosened collar, knelt down and approached me, and lowered her head.

-Swoosh...

"Hmm hmm~ hmm hmm~"

Then, she carefully wrapped the collar around my neck and hummed happily.

The collar was quite cold to the touch as it had been left at room temperature.

-Click!

Hazel, who had wrapped the collar around my neck properly, fastened it tightly with the buckle on the collar so that it wouldn't come off, and took the leash and attached it to the collar.

After completing all the actions, Hazel sat back on the sofa with her legs crossed, rested her chin on her hand holding the leash, and looked down at me.

"Wow... It suits you so well. Woohoo..♡"

"....."

"Answer."

"T-thank you..."

"Well, then, shall we go out now?"

Wait. Go out?

Go out?

Did I hear wrong?

Go out in this state?

"G-go out..?"

"Hmm... You should be happy if I say we're going for a walk. I'm going to let you get some fresh air for the first time in a while."

"N-no... O-outside in this state..."

Logically, going outside in this state is a very dangerous act.

Not dangerous in terms of safety, but in 21st century Korea, which is not the Stone Age, going outside naked with a butt plug in is crazy, and I have nothing to say even if the police drag me away.

"Then I'll go put on some clothes. Please wait a moment."

"Ah..."

With that, Hazel didn't pay much attention to me, who was panicking and stopping her, got up from the sofa, and headed to the closet with a light step, humming as she went to get dressed.

"Shibaal... I'm fucked..!"
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14 - Walk (II)
In the end, unable to resist, I was dragged out into the yard. For the first time in my life, I felt the sensation of the cold winter air tearing at my skin, completely naked.

I was the type to cover my entire body with a rash guard swimsuit even when going to the beach in the summer, as I hated exposing myself.

So, for someone like me to be outside naked in the winter, exposed to the cold wind, I couldn't help but be surprised by the thrilling sensation I was experiencing for the first time.

I was going to find a way to avoid military service, so I would never have had to go through something like winter training.

"The outside air is so refreshing at night, don't you think?"

"I... I think so..."

"Hmm... Since you don't have shoes on today, shall we just circle the yard and go inside?"

It seems she's planning to only have me circle the yard today because if I were to crawl on other surfaces, like asphalt, with bare feet and hands, they would definitely get scraped up on the rough surface.

Of course, Hazel only thought of that and doesn't seem to be considering how cold I am right now.

Or maybe she knows and is doing this on purpose.

"Th-thank you...!"

"...You're thanking me for going inside early?"

I only said thank you, but it seems like my dislike for the situation was obvious.

"N-no...! Th-that's not it... I... I want to stay outside with Hazel longer... but I was worried Hazel might be cold..."

"Is that so?"

"Y-yes...! I-it's chilly... I don't want you to catch a cold... O-of course, Hazel...!"

"If that's the case... I'm fine. Well, since Master wants it, shall we take a generous two-hour walk today?"

This crazy bitch is definitely doing this on purpose.

She clearly knows that I don't want to be outside in this weather, completely naked, with an anal plug in.

Nevertheless, she intends to keep me outside, using my statement that I want to be outside as justification.

Of course, even if Hazel, who already overpowers me with force, were to do this to me without justification, I wouldn't be able to resist much. But Hazel seems to be enjoying this situation.

She's enjoying watching me, unable to even rebel against this unfair and forced situation.

Damn sadist.

"T-two hours...! H-help me...! N-no... Th-that's... too hard...!"

"Hard... Am I? Or are you?"

"O-of course, Hazel is..! No matter how much I crawl, if it can satisfy Hazel... I-I don't care...!"

If I were to say what I really feel here, it would obviously upset this crazy sadist.

If our Hazel is displeased, I'll be screwed twice as much, so I can't upset her.

"Is that so?"

"Yes..."

"Then stop talking and crawl. Don't waste time."

Suddenly, something seemed to displease her, and Hazel commanded me sternly, as if she was angry.

It seems she was quite displeased that time was being wasted by continuing the conversation.

"Cr-crawl...?"

"A walk, you see, Master."

"Yes..."

"If a dog wants to go somewhere, it crawls ahead. Appropriately, on its own, well. Assuming it's well-trained."

I'm not a dog, and I've never received any kind of "walk" training.

I don't particularly want to go anywhere, I just want to go home and rest.

"I-I don't particularly want to go..."

"Then, are you saying that I went to all this trouble to get ready and came out here for nothing? That doesn't make me feel too good either."

You fucking bitch, who told you to dress up like that, put a leash on me, and drag me out here?

I don't know why she's acting like this towards me when she's the one who did whatever she wanted.

"N-no... I'll go..."

"Good. The yard is wide enough, so there must be many places you want to go."

"Yes..."

-Rustle... Rustle...

Under the relentless and unbearable pressure from Hazel, I began to crawl forward aimlessly, my knees and hands pressing against the dry grass.

The dry, rough sensation of the grass, withered by winter, was felt directly on my bare skin.

The pressure of the rough grass on my skin, almost frozen in the cold weather, felt like it was tearing.

Nevertheless, I had to keep crawling forward.

"Ugh... Ugh...!"

A groan escaped my lips with every step I took.

"You're doing well. Go wherever you want to go."

"I-it hurts...!"

"So?"

-Thud... Thud...

As I groaned, Hazel suddenly stood directly in front of me, blocking my path, barely standing on all fours.

Then, she leaned forward, trying to match my eye level.

However, Hazel was very tall, so it seemed impossible for her to match my eye level while I was lying down, no matter how much she leaned.

-Swipe

Eventually, Hazel, reaching her limit due to her height, grabbed my chin with her large hand and forcibly lifted my head to make me look her straight in the eye.

"Ugh...?!"

"Are you planning to end it here? I took the trouble to bring you out here with such a big heart."

It's definitely more intimidating to talk while looking directly at her face than when I was just looking at the ground, and I can feel Hazel's emotions through her facial expressions.

Of course, I don't like it.

I already know she's pissed off even without doing this, but this just makes me more scared.

I'm already shivering from the cold, and now I'm shivering even more from fear.

"N-no... I-I'm sorry...! I-I'll go..."

"Good. Please do well before I have to come and bow my head like this."

Hazel stroked my head slowly, threatening me in a gentle tone.

"I-I understand..."

"Now, shall we take another walk?"

"Yes..."

Thus, unable to resist Hazel's pressure, I began to walk slowly around the yard, dragging my heavy feet.

"Haa...! Haa...! Huh...?"

While walking around the yard with the leash on, I saw two objects shining, not with artificial light, but reflecting something, among the trees planted in the yard.

Not a light bulb, not a reflector, but like the eyes of an animal.

"Oh my, it's a wild raccoon."

"Y-you can see that...?!"

It was so dark that I could barely see the eyes, but Hazel had already easily identified the object with a quick glance.

As expected of a dog, her night vision is quite good.

Yet, she doesn't have the poor eyesight that dogs usually have, so it seems that she discarded the weaknesses and took only the strengths when she turned into a human.

"Of course. It seems that friend has noticed us too, shouldn't we chase it away?"

"D-do we have to...?"

It's just a raccoon that came into the yard, I thought it would leave on its own if we left it alone, so I wondered if we really had to chase it away.

Rather, seeing a raccoon in the yard in the middle of a residential area in Seoul was more surprising.

"Raccoons are carriers of rabies. So, it wouldn't be good if you got bitten. Chase it away quickly."

"H-how can I..."

I can't throw a rock in this state, and I don't want to get close either.

If I get close and get bitten, like she said, I'll die of rabies.

"You're a dog, aren't you?"

"Yes...?"

"Usually, dogs bark when an intruder enters the house. That's how they chase away intruders."

So, is she telling me to bark now?

Even if I'm being treated like a dog, this is a bit much, isn't it?

"Y-you want me to bark...?"

"Now that you understand, chase it away. I don't like that raccoon, and I might get angry if you don't chase it away quickly."

It's quite a skill to indirectly say that she'll beat me up if I don't bark quickly.

"Re-really... Re-really... Bark...? E-even so, this isn't right...!"

"Hah..."

-Squeeze...

As I continued to resist and not bark, Hazel pulled the leash she was holding in her hand upwards.

"Kuh-heuk...? Kkyaak...?!"

The collar around my neck was pulled upwards, automatically tightening my neck and making it difficult to breathe.

As she continued to pull the leash, my hands, which were supporting my body on the ground, were slightly lifted off the ground.

"Oh my, I'm sorry. I got angry at the raccoon and lost myself."

-Thud!

As Hazel released her grip, the pressure on my neck disappeared, and my hands touched the ground again.

"Cough...! Ke-hek...! Haa-haa...!"

"I didn't order you to go and bite it, did I? I just made a small 'request' to chase it away."

"I-I'll do it...! Heuk...! I-I'll do it, so please...!"

When I finally said that I would do it, Hazel squatted down and grabbed my hair, forcibly lifting it to direct my gaze towards the raccoon.

"Ugh...! I-it hurts...!"

Then, with her other hand, she pointed her index finger at the raccoon and spoke to me kindly.

"Now, stare straight at that cunning intruder friend and bark loudly."

"Wo, woof..."

In the end, I barked under pressure, but the raccoon didn't run away with just such a small sound.

"You need to bark a little louder. If you can't chase it away this time, there won't be another chance. Keep that in mind."

"I-I understand...! I-I'll do it...!"

"Master can do it. You always yell at me so well, where did all that energy go?"

"Th-that's... I'm sorry...!"

She throws jabs like this in between, and with the pressure and various adversities piling up, my mind is so worn out that there's nothing left.

"Stop just saying sorry, and how about chasing it away now? I'm sick of it."

"Wo, woof...!"

This time it was a bit louder than before, but the raccoon didn't budge.

".....I tend to think that dogs who don't do their job should be disciplined as Master 'personally' taught me."

It is presumed that Hazel is sarcastically referring to the times I hit her in the past.

What I did was more like venting than disciplining, though.

"Well... I guess it's okay to give you one last chance?"

"Pl-please... Spare me...! Please...!"

"Okay, but make sure you succeed this time. I don't want to get angry anymore."

"Yes...!"

This is truly the last chance given to me, so I must not waste it because of some useless pride and succeed at once.

Otherwise, I'll obviously suffer something terrible again.

"Hoo...!"

This time, I even composed myself to chase away that damn raccoon with a loud voice.

I filled my stomach with air and tensed my body to make a sound all at once.

And, I let it out.

"WO, WOOF!!!!"

This is about the same sound as a large dog barking loudly.

-Rustle!

And with my bark, which was enough, the raccoon was startled and quickly disappeared over the fence.

Success.

"Oh my? Ohoho..."

As I successfully chased away the raccoon, the murderous and overbearing tone from Hazel quickly disappeared, and only a soft laughter was heard, reassuring me.

"Haa...! Haa...!"

"You did well. I almost got very angry, Master, really. Hahaha...♡ That was close, wasn't it?"

"Th-thank... you...!"

"Well, that's enough. Let's go inside and wash up now. It's getting very chilly."

A word from the author (Author's Note)

I don't know if it's difficult to see raccoons in residential areas in Seoul. I've never been to rich neighborhoods.

15 - The Man from Hanam
It was early November, a time when the chill was setting in, but in the midday gym, trainer Baek Harin was scolding a member for some reason.

"So, what did you eat yesterday, member?"

"It was a Big Mac set... but with lettuce..."

"So, that's your idea of a vegetable dish?"

"The patty is for protein..."

"That's two extra sets of squats."

Harin responded to the member's attempts at various excuses by sternly adding two sets.

"Ehh?! That's too much..."

"You said your goal was to take a body profile picture early next year. If you keep this up, you won't stand a chance."

"That's too much... how about one set..."

Knowing he was in the wrong, but feeling it was too harsh, the member hesitantly tried to negotiate with Harin.

"No, I think you'll eat like it's a cheat day again today, so I'll add one set each for upper and lower body in advance."

But that was out of the question, and instead, he ended up with an extra set each for his upper and lower body.

"Tch..."

"You asked me to help you manage your weight, so I'm just doing as you asked."

"I know... I am..."

"Sigh... let's start with stretching."

"Yes..."

Just as they were about to start training in earnest,

-Vrrr

Harin's phone rang.

"Haa... again. Just a moment, member. I'm sorry."

"Take your time~"

"I'll be right back."

Harin grabbed her constantly vibrating phone and hurried to a corner of the gym to take the call.

"Haa... stop calling me. I'm in the middle of a PT session, you know?"

She immediately got angry as soon as she answered the phone.

[No, I took a half-day off today, okay? I'm dying to do it.]

The identity of this person who suddenly calls during PT time and puts Harin in a difficult position is Jeong Haon, Harin's boyfriend.

"I'm in the middle of a PT session, okay? The member is waiting."

[Hey, come if I tell you to come. I'm going to be bored all afternoon today because I took a half-day off.]

Haon doesn't care about Harin's situation right now, and is only thinking about himself, trying to get Harin to come home from work right away.

"Can't you understand what I'm saying? Stop calling me, seriously. Before I get angry."

[Should I use my hand instead of my girlfriend? Just come. I'll refund today's session. I'll give you the money.]

"No, ha... why did you even take a half-day off in the afternoon?"

[I took it because I had a bit of a headache, but when I got home, I was fine? I'm fine, so I want to do it. So come on.]

"Huh?"

The more Harin listened to Haon, the more absurd it became.

He took a half-day off because he had a bit of a headache, came home and was fine, and suddenly wanted to have sex, so he had to call Harin who was working.

Of course, it was absurd.

[Come on, just refund it and come. I'll give you the money. Come before I come and drag you away.]

"You can't even drag me away with your own strength, but you sure talk big."

[Shut up. Anyway, come quickly.]

"It'll be over in 10 minutes at most anyway, do I have to cancel the PT session and go?"

Harin dismissed his urging with a sharp remark, as Haon continued to prioritize his desires without any consideration for her.

[What did you say?]

"I'll go if you keep going until I'm satisfied. I'll decide the time. If not, I won't go."

[You're talking like I ended it quickly because I was worried you'd be tired. Okay, just come.]

Whether that was true or not, she would have to see for herself, but Haon's tone was quite confident.

It was as if he was confident that he could handle Harin's stamina.

"Really? Okay. I'll buy the condoms."

[Why are you buying them? We have them at home.]

"How many?"

[There are three left. That's enough, right?]

Harin stopped talking for a moment, dumbfounded by Haon's words that there were three condoms left, and then gave him a firm answer.

"...I'm buying them. Bye."

[Why are you buyi...]

-Click!

Harin cut off Haon, who was about to say something in a flustered manner, without saying a word by pressing the end call button.

It was a simple action, but by cutting off the phone without hesitation, it was an appropriate action to show Harin's determination not to end it in three rounds.

After that, Harin, who was a person who didn't lie, told the member the whole story and asked for understanding, and the member cheered her on and promised to see her later.

Having obtained the member's understanding, Harin wondered what kind of expression Haon would be making on the other side of the disconnected phone and headed straight to the convenience store.

-Ding!

"Welcome."

"Where are the condoms... ah, there they are."

As soon as Harin entered the convenience store, she confidently walked straight to the sundries corner where the condoms were.

The clerk was momentarily stunned to hear the word 'condom' as soon as a customer entered.

And Harin picked up a box at random from the condoms and immediately went to the counter and slammed it down without any hesitation.

"Uh..."

Due to Harin's unpredictable and hasty actions, the clerk only stared at Harin with a blank expression, even though Harin had placed the condoms on the counter.

"Aren't you going to ring it up?"

"Ah ah... right, ring it up. I'm sorry..."

The clerk, who had come to his senses when Harin spoke to him, clumsily picked up the condoms and scanned the barcode.

-Beep!

"That's 4500 won, customer..."

"Wait, how many are in here?"

"Uh... six..."

"Just a moment."

Harin listened to the clerk's count of the condoms and headed back to where the condoms were, as if something was not enough.

Then, she returned to the counter and placed a box of 10 condoms next to the 6 condoms.

It was a sight that Haon would have stopped if he was next to her, but he happened to not be here right now.

"This one has ten in it..."

The clerk hesitated and recited the number of condoms he had just brought, as if he thought Harin had brought the wrong one.

"I know. How much is it?"

"Uh... that's 18,500 won in total. Do you need a bag?"

"No."

"Please insert your card in the front."

Harin took out the card that was stuck behind her phone and inserted it into the reader, as requested by the clerk, to pay for the condoms.

"The payment has been processed."

The clerk seemed to have regained his composure, and the slightly stuttering tone at the beginning had changed to a natural one.

He was just flustered because the first word the customer blurted out as soon as she entered was 'condom', but he was trying to ignore it as it was not his business.

But even if he had regained his composure, he still looked at Harin with curious eyes, as if he thought she was a great person.

It was the first time he had seen a woman bring a total of 16 condoms so hastily and confidently.

"Yes. Thank you for your service."

"Come again next time."

Now Harin had all the preparations ready, with the condoms in her pocket.

All that was left was to head to Haon's house.

She could take the subway and walk a little to get there, but Harin took a taxi to Haon's house, as if even that time was too precious.

-Beep! Beep! Beep! Beep! Ddriring!

Harin, who had quickly arrived at Haon's house by taxi, entered the house by pressing the simple password consisting of Haon's birthday.

The first thing Harin did when she entered the house was to change her sneakers into slippers.

She had to take off her shoes indoors, but the floor was made of marble, so it was quite cold to walk around barefoot.

"Haa... he's not even coming out to greet me."

Harin was quite dissatisfied with Haon's attitude of not even coming out to greet her even though she had come home.

But Harin had something to do, so she put her dissatisfaction aside for a moment and went up the stairs to Haon's bedroom where he would be.

-Knock knock

Harin, who had climbed the not-so-long stairs and arrived at Haon's bedroom on the second floor, knocked on the door to see if he was inside.

-.....

But even though Harin knocked, there was no sign of anyone in the room.

"Did he go to the bathroom..."

-Click

Harin guessed that he had gone to the bathroom and opened the door and entered the room to wait for him in advance.

"Hey. I'm her- ACK!"

-Thud! Thump!

She thought no one was in the room, but the moment Harin entered the room, something pounced on Harin and knocked her down on the bed.

"Ugh... you surprised me! What is it?"

Harin, who had been thrown onto the bed without knowing why and covered by something, checked what had covered her in a flustered voice, roughly guessing what it was.

The person who would be in this house, and the person who would cover Harin now.

"Were you surprised?"

"Haa... are you crazy? Why are you suddenly doing this?"

Of course, it was Haon.

The only difference from usual was that he was naked to have sex.

"Stay still. I won't go easy on you today."

Haon said to Harin, who was staring at him speechlessly, as if he was making a declaration of war.

If you only looked at Haon's momentum now, it seemed obvious that Harin would be lying under him, opening her mouth and panting like a pleasure-soaked female.

"What's with this confidence? Did you take some kind of drug?"

"What drug? I don't need that to deal with someone like you."

".....Really? I'm looking forward to it."

Harin didn't hate that side of him.

Rather, she was filled with anticipation that she would be able to have a satisfactory level of sex for the first time, even if she was lying underneath him and whining.

From Harin's point of view, there was no need to waste her energy, so she seemed to have decided that this was much better than her riding on top.

"Don't just look forward to it, take it off. I'm never going to end it until all my energy is gone."

"Huh? Okay. Today, I hope I can finally say 'stop'."

Harin spoke sarcastically to Haon, but it is true that she only spoke the truth.

If they were talking like this, it was difficult to even guess how quickly Haon usually gave up.

"Bullshit. I'm going to be a bit rough today."

"Whatever."

Harin was secretly filled with anticipation, and Haon held a burden in his heart that he couldn't show on the outside due to his pride.

In that situation, Haon strongly shook his hips from the beginning to overcome the burden and physical limitations and subdue Harin, and began to establish the hierarchy in earnest.

Until the first ejaculation, it seemed as if Haon would overwhelm Harin by shaking his hips vigorously.

A faint moan flowed from Harin's mouth, albeit quietly.

But after one ejaculation, Haon's stamina, who had been trying to continue his hip movements without rest, was rapidly depleted, unlike at the beginning, and he was struggling to overcome Harin with almost half the strength.

His mind was already more than enough to overcome Harin, but his body was almost on the verge of reaching its limit.

"Haa... it looks like you're already out of energy..?"

The first person to realize that Haon's strength had dropped significantly was Haon himself, and the next was Harin, who was receiving Haon.

"Haa..! I'm not... damn it..! It's because I just... came..."

"Don't you know? Hoo... you're panting more than I am right now."

"Don't be ridiculous..! It's because I'm... Hoo hoo..! Shaking... can't you even think of that?!"

Harin just said a word after seeing Haon's condition, but Haon became angry at that and rattled off several words as if making an excuse.

He had pushed himself so hard that he thought it was too serious, and his stamina was rapidly depleted, and he unconsciously did that action because he felt like he had been caught.

In fact, Harin had predicted this result before seeing this scene, unlike what she had secretly expected.

"Tell me honestly."

"What..!"

"You're out of energy, right?"

"Out of energy my ass... hoo..!"

-Thud!

Haon tried to dismiss Harin's words by shaking his hips strongly once, as if he didn't want to be caught.

"Haa... okay, can you go three times faster with that strength right now?"

"What..? How many times..?"

"Or, if you tell me honestly now, I'll end it here. You're out of energy, right?"

"What are you going to end or not... Ugh..! What a load of crap..! You're the one being pinned down and fucked..!"

He had pride, so even in a situation where everything had been exposed, Haon continued to shake his hips.

It was obvious that he was overdoing it, but Haon's unnecessarily strong pride could never allow him to admit that fact.

"You end it before I get on top. Or fuck me hard so I can't get on top."

"Do you think I can't do it..?! Sh, shut up and don't even think about climbing on top..!"

"Haa... I'm going to flip you over in 10 seconds. You said you were shaking so hard that you even skipped PT."

The slower Haon's speed became, the more Harin's anger grew in inverse proportion.

She had even broken her schedule with the member to come here, so she couldn't help but be angry if the result was like this.

Besides, Harin already had a justification.

They had agreed in advance that she could decide the time, so even if Harin subdued Haon here and kept fucking him for hours, Haon had nothing to say.

Even though she was a woman, Harin's physique, who was basically big and worked out for a living, was overwhelmingly superior to Haon's, so Haon couldn't escape if Harin wanted to.

Now that it had come to this, it seemed that the situation could be improved by giving up his pride and begging and coaxing the angry Harin.

"Flip over what, you crazy bitch..!! N, not yet..!"

-Squelch... Thud! Squelch! Squelch!

Now the timing of the shaking was starting to become irregular.

He was trying to pretend not to be afraid on the outside, but his eyes, which had been trembling slightly, began to tremble slightly, as if he had begun to imagine his future being reversed by Harin in his head.

His body had been trembling badly from the beginning because he was out of energy.

Harin looked at Haon's frightened appearance and felt an emotion that she couldn't identify, something similar to pleasure, rising from within, and smiled slightly.

"Haa... you're working hard. Why didn't you just wait until PT was over? If you promise not to do that again, I won't do anything and just end it here."

Harin, who had now become the complete boss, began to coax and appease the frightened Haon.

"Sh, shut up..! Shut up..!"

But the moment Haon saw Harin's slightly bared teeth and faint smile, he raised his unnecessary pride even more and did not fall for Harin's appeasement.

"Hey."

"What..! Why..!!"

"It's been 10 seconds."

"Uh, uh..?!"

Haon, who had shown no signs of surrendering, was completely flustered by those words that 10 seconds had passed, and his body froze and his thought circuit stopped.

And Harin easily subdued Haon, whose body had frozen like that, and reversed their positions, and the situation completely shifted to Harin's turn.

"Heuk..?! Damn it, you surprised me..."

"We clearly agreed in advance, right? To do it until I'm satisfied."

"I, I know..! D, damn it, get off me first..."

"I bought 16 condoms today, you know? If you don't believe me, I'll show you later and you'll believe me."

"Hic..! Y, you crazy bitch, are you trying to kill someone..."

Haon, who heard Harin's words that she had bought as many as '16' condoms, began to reveal his fear without hiding it.

His fate was shifting from expectation to reality, so it was an action stemming from the survival instinct that was awakened in that situation.

"I don't think I can use them all... but I'll use at least five. That's how I feel, that's how I feel."

"D, do it, you crazy bitch, buy another box..!! I don't care..!"

Harin looked at Haon, who was provoking her because of his pride when he should have been begging her to spare him, with a pitiful expression, doubting Haon's intelligence because she was so dumbfounded.

She only looked pitiful because of this appearance of not worrying about his own body because of his pride.

"Wow... I really admire your pride. Are you a kid?"

"Oh, so what?! You're just strong, but nothing else... Ah, anyway, it doesn't matter..."

"You really don't know women. You've only been with me, so you think a few thrusts will do the trick."

"Then what is it?!"

Haon seemed to believe that, even though he always finished his sex with Harin in under 10 minutes, completely exhausted.

All this time, Harin must have been accommodating him.

"Sex is a battle of stamina for both men and women, Haon. I won't explain it, I'll show you."

"You, you always finished in 10 minutes too... Do it, you bitch...!"

"Oh, I will."

"Haa... W-wait...! S-st... Ugh, ugh...♡"

No matter how many orgasms Haon had, he was now completely drained of semen.

That's how long and intense the sex had been, and still was.

"Haa... Yeah... Doing it this long... Whew... It's a little better."

"Y-you... Crazy... Bitch...!! Haa... Hngg...♡"

"Wow... You moan like a real girl. Whew... Oh? Hey..."

In contrast to Haon, whose expression was melting and face was flushed red, barely able to pronounce words, Harin was relatively relaxed, with steady breathing and a quick, unwavering hip movement.

Of course, Harin's face looked a little flushed too, but it was more like she was slightly drunk.

She wasn't like Haon, who was lying underneath her, sticking his tongue out and panting heavily.

"What?!"

"Pfft... Are you crying...?"

"Sniff...! W-what are you talking about...! Bullshit...!"

He said he wasn't crying, but judging by the repeated hiccups and the sudden, exponential increase in tears flowing down his cheeks, Haon was definitely crying.

"Haa... Then what's flowing from your eyes to your cheeks...? Huh...?"

"I-it's sweat, you bitch... Crazy woman...!"

"Huh... Really? I was going to stop if it was tears."

-Thwack!

"Hngg...!!"

"Sweat, huh... Hehehe... Too bad for you."

"N-no... Th-that's...! Th-this is...!"

Seeing Haon seriously debating whether to call it sweat and save his pride, or admit it was tears and escape the situation, Harin just smiled with interest, as if looking at lottery results.

"Tears? Or sweat?"

".....Tears."

In the end, Haon chose to escape the situation, even if it meant sacrificing his pride, but he couldn't get the words out properly.

He was too embarrassed to say the word "tears," so his mouth wouldn't open wide enough.

"Sweat, you say?"

And Harin deliberately misinterpreted him, enjoying the situation.

"T-tears... You fucking bitch...!!"

Finally, Haon turned his head away from Harin, squeezed his eyes shut, and managed to shout "Tears."

He didn't need to add "you fucking bitch" at the end, but Harin didn't particularly complain about it.

"Okay, tears. I understand. Haa... Too bad, but that's it for today."

"Sniff...! You bitch... You really...! You fucking... Hicc...!"

And this incident became a pretty substantial story, worth adding when Harin explained Haon to Hazel.

"...Master's pride is stronger than I thought? I didn't know because he listens so well..."

"I guess your first impression was strong."

From the beginning, she knocked him out with drugs, dug a pit to make a trap, and tried to cut off his legs with a knife, so it was inevitable that her first impression would be strong.

"Ah... Still, he's quite cute. Hehe... I've only seen him being forceful and violent, or just obedient like now, so hearing this kind of story... I feel a subtle, pleasant emotion washing over me."

"Wow... Goldie, how is your emotional expression more detailed than a human's? Anyway, take this with you when you go home. I couldn't get him to wear it, but I have a feeling you can."

Harin handed Hazel a box of clothes as she was about to go home.

"Hmm... I think I've seen these clothes somewhere before."

"Oh? Where did you see these clothes?"

"Well... I haven't actually seen them... I saw them online. At a cafe, women were wearing these clothes and doing something like 'kyun'..."

"Yeah, imagine Jung Haon doing that. Isn't it worth taking?"

"Sister... I didn't know you had such tastes..."

"I never showed it to him. He still doesn't know. Would it be a little much to think he was dumped because of my tastes? Goldie?"

"Ah... Yes."

Author's Note

I wonder how the protagonist, who is already struggling with Baek Harin, will deal with Hazel... So what are those clothes?

+The timeline of this chapter (except when telling the story) is obviously when Baek Harin and Haon are dating (past).

16 - What the hell is that, you nerd?
After the walk, Hazel carefully unplugged the anal plug from my butt and placed me in the huge bathtub filled with warm water, then disappeared somewhere.

The anal plug hurt when inserted, but it hurt just as much when removed, so it remained in my memory as a terrible object I never wanted to accept again.

If anyone ever tries to put an anal plug in me again, I'll stop them by any means necessary.

Of course, I can't do it with force, so I'll have to beg until my hands and feet wear out or do something they like.

"Haa... Shit... Still warm, though..."

Still, there's nothing as effective as soaking in warm water to melt away fatigue.

They even got the water temperature just right for my liking; if I think positively, they're considerate, but if I think negatively... they're a pervert.

"Hmm... Your language is still quite rough, isn't it?"

"Hieeek...! O-Oh, when did you get here...?"

It seems like they only pop out when I swear.

I sat still for about five minutes before opening my mouth, and they appeared immediately.

"Just now. More than that, the word 'shit' doesn't sound very pleasant."

"I-I'm sorry...! I'll fix it..."

"Well... it's not like I'm telling you to fix it. Um... somehow, if even the habit of swearing to yourself disappears, the character of 'Master' will gradually seem like a different person, I guess."

They tell me to fix my speech, but then they complain that if I fix it completely, my character will disappear. What do they want me to do?

It would be nice if they clearly defined one thing, like drawing a line and saying, 'Only do this much.'

"I-Is that so...?"

"That doesn't mean you can do it too often, okay?"

"O-Of course...! I know..."

"Hmm... Good if you know. Then let's stop talking about this and add these bath bombs I brought."

Hazel appeared so suddenly that I didn't have time to notice what they were holding, but now that the situation has calmed down, I see that Hazel is holding several round, colorful bath bombs.

And they had a tablet tucked under their arm. Do they even know how to use it? I don't know what they brought it to the bathroom for in the first place.

The bathtub is huge, big enough for three or four people, so I guess that's why they brought so many.

The bathroom was the most extravagant part of the house, and the bathtub is very large.

"T-That's a lot..."

"Well, the bathtub is big. Is it a waste?"

"N-Not at all...! I-I wasn't using them anyway, so it's nice to use them now...!"

I bought a bunch of bath bombs to use, but I never bothered to use them, so almost a whole box is still sitting in the corner, almost untouched.

They were going to be discarded anyway once they expired, so I don't really mind.

"They were pretty neglected. But how many should I put in... Let's try them one by one."

"G-Good idea..."

"I should get in first."

Before adding the bath bombs, Hazel placed the tablet and bath bombs on the dry side of the bathtub and carefully stepped into the tub, starting with their feet.

Then, in this wide bathtub, they sat right next to me, uncomfortably close.

Hazel and I were so close that our shoulders were slightly touching, sharing body heat. I don't know about Hazel, but I was quite uncomfortable.

"I-It's wide... Why..."

"Hmm... Should I rephrase that?"

"Huh...?"

"Why should I sit anywhere else when Master is here? Hehe..."

When I subtly complained and showed my discomfort, Hazel looked at me with a lecherous gaze and chuckled.

And to top it off, they smiled and pressed their body closer to me, making me even more uncomfortable.

"I-I see..."

I couldn't look Hazel in the eye because the gaze and distance were too overwhelming, so I could only stammer a reply with my eyes on the floor.

I was already feeling a bit dizzy from the warm bath, but with someone like Hazel next to me, my heart was naturally beating faster, and the dizziness was getting worse, creating a vicious cycle.

I tried to figure out what their intention was.

But after they forcibly inserted an anal plug and humiliated me outside, it's a bizarre phenomenon that the more I try to guess, the more I get lost in a maze.

"Ah, should we try adding a bath bomb first?"

"Y-Yes..."

"Let's start with one..."

With the distance between us minimized, Hazel reached out and grabbed a bath bomb from outside the tub while sitting still.

It was possible because they were tall and had long arms.

Then they carefully put the bath bomb into the tub and focused their gaze on it.

-Fssss...

The bath bomb that Hazel put in the tub mixed with the bathwater, creating bubbly carbonated foam with a refreshing sound.

It was a natural thing and a sight I had seen many times, but Hazel and I stared in wonder, mesmerized until the bath bomb's reaction was over.

"Master, isn't it amazing? It's nothing special, but still."

"Yes..."

"We should put in everything I brought."

Once the reaction of one bath bomb was over, Hazel brought the rest of the bath bombs and started watching them float and react in the water.

Of course, I also stared blankly, watching the scene until the reaction was over.

The sight of several bath bombs floating in various places in the tub, dyeing the water with their colors, was like a fantasy, the most mysterious sight in this desolate house.

"It's fun. If the old me was playing around like this, I would have been severely beaten by Master, right? Hehe..."

And at the end, they didn't forget to add a sarcastic remark, reminding me of the past.

I don't know what they want me to do. It's unpleasant to keep bringing up things that have already happened, but I can't argue.

So that's also unpleasant, trapping me in a vicious cycle.

"I-I'm sorry...! I'm really sorry...! I-I was crazy...! I'll never do it again...!"

"I'm relieved that it doesn't sound like a lie. But even if it was a lie, I would have done anything until that statement became true. Oohuhu~"

Saying they would do anything until that statement becomes true is just a threat.

It means they'll beat me until my violent temper subsides.

Of course, I've now gone beyond having my temper subside to the point where I'm reluctant to even show the slightest resistance.

"T-That's right...! It's true... H-How dare I...!"

"It seems you know your abilities well now. I'm proud to think that the 'guidance' so far has been quite effective, don't you think?"

"G-Guidance... T-That's right...! Guidance..."

Pressuring someone with violence to prevent them from rising up is a kind of 'guidance,' I guess.

It would be more accurate to call it intimidation or training, but I don't want to get beaten up by bringing it up.

"Ah, and are you curious why I brought the tablet?"

"Ah... Yes... I'm curious. What are you going to do with it..."

"I've been enjoying reading lately."

"Y-You can read...?!"

Wasn't Hazel clearly a 'dog'?

I usually see dogs that can read on TV programs as special cases...

No, come to think of it, the fact that a dog turned into a person and came to find its owner is a special case, but it's still a bit surprising that they can read.

"Master."

"Yes...?"

"I'm special."

"Special...?"

I know they're special, but it's hard to know what, how, or why they're special.

How did they become human, how much of them is dog and how much is human, were they even a dog in the first place, are they some kind of mystical creature? I have a mountain of questions I want to ask, but I haven't been able to yet.

"Um... let's talk about that separately later... Lately, I've been reading a book about learned helplessness."

"W-What's that...?"

Explain it in a way I can understand. I don't know when their knowledge level reached that point, but I don't know what that is.

"Hehe... You'll gradually find out later."

"I-I want to know right away...?"

It makes me more anxious when they don't tell me what it is and say, 'You'll find out gradually.'

What are they trying to do? What is that difficult word?

"No, this is something I can only tell you slowly. You have to internalize it. This."

"I-I don't know what it is, but... I-I'll listen to you from now on... P-Please don't do anything weird...! Please...!"

"Hehe... It seems like it's already somewhat done. Seeing how obedient you are."

"Huh...?"

I really, truly, don't know what they're talking about.

It feels like they're talking, but in a way that I can never understand or figure out.

"My goal is to make only one emotion remain in Master, the one I want you to feel. Right now, it's just a series of processes, that's all."

"I-I don't know what you're talking about...!"

"If you don't understand, it seems I've spoken as intended. Here's a little hint... To make you feel an insurmountable wall, to make you realize that the more you try to climb over the wall, the more you get hurt, to make you give up trying to escape over that wall, to make you compromise by building a comfortable home there, to make you decorate that home comfortably and feel that it's more livable than you thought, and to make you believe that there's only wasteland beyond the wall. That's my plan. That's all the hint I'll give you. Now, let's enjoy a relaxing half-bath."

If there's one thing I felt while listening to those words, it's that Hazel has the ability to create ciphers without using any slang.

I don't understand at all.

It's too chaotic and I don't understand anything, so I gave up trying to understand halfway through and let it go in one ear and out the other.

I'll just have to do well.

".....Yes."

"Master, just follow me as I lead you. I'll make you happy. The process will be a little difficult, though."

"C-Can't it be easy...?"

"I have to solve what I want to solve and achieve what I want to achieve at the same time. You can give me that much consideration, right?"

That's coercion anyway, and nothing will change even if I change my answer.

I've known that for a long time.

"Yes..."

"The bath bomb smells really nice. Would you like to go shopping for some together later?"

"G-Go out...?"

I don't know what they're trusting in to go outside with me, but of course I'm happy, but I wonder if this is another test.

"It's stuffy to stay at home all the time. And it feels empty next to me every time I go out. How about it?"

"I-I'd like to...! I want to go...!"

If it were the old me, I would have thought of this as an opportunity, but I don't think that way now.

After being tricked a few times, I've come to realize that Hazel is always above me.

They must have a plan, so I'll just go with the feeling of getting some fresh air.

I have to pray that the future me doesn't change my mind and do something stupid when we go out.

That's all futile and vain. You're going to be foolish, future me.

"Okay. Then I have something to do today, so let's think about it for tomorrow or the day after."

"Yes... B-But... something to do...? What on earth..."

The sun has set and it's dark, it's almost bedtime or already dawn, so what could they possibly have to do?

The only things I used to do when I was unusually awake at dawn were playing games or watching movies, so my thoughts were limited to that.

"Master."

"Yes...?"

"Why would I be washing Master on this late night? And making you smell good, too."
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17 - Night and Day, the Bed is Scary
After hearing what Hazel said to me, I briefly fell into a state of near panic.

What she said was, "Why would I bathe Master on this dark night? And so fragrantly, too."

Considering the time she said it, and the fact that she would 'fragrantly' bathe me, the purpose of Hazel bathing me was, even with simple thinking, just one thing.

"I, I... I don't really... I, I don't know..."

Not long ago, I almost got killed right before going in, and that remained a terrible, terrible memory for me.

Of course, it's not certain whether it was because I was trying to force myself in like an asshole, or because I was trying to stab her in the heart.

"Hehe... You know. Don't worry. This time, there shouldn't be anything to scold you for."

I assume she's saying that this time, I won't have to get 'permission' to go in or be drugged.

But I'm worried she might get pissed off about something else, like my pathetic stamina that can't even last 10 minutes.

Considering how Baek Ha-rin got pissed off about this and held me down, raping me until I cried and surrendered, I can't even begin to guess how Hazel, who I think has anger management issues, will react.

If someone with almost otherworldly beauty and a glamorous body came on to me and wanted to have sex, if it were any other time, there would be no reason to refuse.

But even so, there are cases where you have to pass.

First, if that person is a gold digger.

Pass if you don't want to ruin your life.

Second, if that person is 'Hazel.'

If you displease her, you could get killed, or at least end up completely used. Pass.

"B, but do we really have to... d, do we have to...?"

"Hmm... Master knows very well that I didn't give Master a 'choice,' right?"

But even if I judge that I should pass, I can only pass if I'm in a position to pass.

I'm in a position to 'obey' Hazel, not a position to have a 'choice.'

"Ah... I'm sorry... W, we have to...!"

"More than that, the reason you're refusing... is it because you dislike me? Or are you scared?"

I do dislike Hazel, but the biggest reason, as I've said at length before, is because I'm 'scared.'

What I think is amazing about Hazel is that, even with such outstanding beauty, she's made a man whose dick is his main body refuse sex out of fear 'of her.'

It's hard to do this under normal circumstances, so she's amazing in a good or bad way.

"S, scared... I, I like Hazel...!"

"You really don't have to be scared this time. Pfft... Ah, how cute you are..."

Hazel chuckled slightly as she watched me stammer in fear under pressure.

At the same time, she rubbed her shoulder against mine, coming closer to me in a more burdensome way, expressing her positively heightened emotional state not only in words but also in actions.

"T, that's... I, I'm afraid I'll make you feel bad again... T, then you'll get angry... T, then it's scary... S, so..."

"It's okay. You really don't have to be afraid. Master is always well-behaved in bed anyway."

It's not that my personality is well-behaved, but rather that I run out of energy after just one round and can't do anything anymore.

Hazel knows that, so that's what she means, so you can just see that as a dig.

She must have heard a lot from Baek Ha-rin again.

That bitch would have told her without hesitation about how I just acted proud and got fucked until I couldn't take it anymore and cried.

Of course, thanks to that incident, I was able to clearly understand my limits, but even thinking about that incident still makes me cringe, and it's a great shame for me.

"....."

"Hmm... You've suddenly gone quiet? But I won't make Master cry. Don't worry. Hehe..."

One thing I can tell from this is that Baek Ha-rin really did tell her about that incident, which I was half expecting.

That fucking bitch, what's the big deal that she's spreading it around like that?

Soon the whole world will know.

"Yes..."

"Oh? Your face is getting redder... Let's just say it's because of the hot bathwater. You're so cute, Master."

It seems she's gotten a taste for teasing me now.

Even though she knows full well that I blush with embarrassment, she's laughing and acting as if she's hiding a public secret.

".....Yes."

"Ah, but if you really want to cry..."

Hazel, who had been leading the flow and having fun teasing me, suddenly got up from her seat and stood in front of me, who was sitting in the bathtub, bending over and looking at me from above.

The playful smile on her face disappeared as she got closer to my face and turned expressionless, so I wondered if something had gone wrong.

But Hazel didn't do anything big to me, and quietly grabbed my left cheek with her right hand.

Then, she stretched her thumb upwards and gently rubbed the end of her thumb on the end of my eye, where the tear duct is.

With the distance between Hazel's face and mine so close that I was suffocating, and with her showing such incomprehensible behavior, my mind suddenly began to become extremely anxious.

"W, what is it...? S, suddenly... I didn't d, do anything..."

"I can make you cry so endlessly that the bedroom will be flooded with Master's tears. Kuhuhu..♡"

The words that came out sounded like nothing much, but they were so chilling that they gave me goosebumps just listening to them.

I'm saying this because I've been through it with Baek Ha-rin, but sexual torture is definitely a more painful act than you think.

Just being fucked by Baek Ha-rin until she was satisfied, which wasn't even really sexual torture, was so painful and difficult that I cried and gave up.

But to go to the level of 'torture' that is done on purpose? I'll omit any further explanation.

Besides, she has some strange drugs, and if she uses those drugs and they have a proper synergistic effect... maybe I'll face a situation that's more painful than the violence I've suffered so far.

That's why I think it's not an exaggeration to say that she'll make it a sea of tears, and it's so chilling that just imagining it gives me goosebumps.

"N, no way..! No..! N, never..! No..!! I d, don't want it..! P, please don't do that..!!"

"Well, I thought you'd say that. It would have been quite a sight to see Master wanting and begging for it if you were a masochist. What a shame."

This bitch is a sadist.

Look at this bitch's words and actions, wanting to see me suffer on my own.

Look at her smiling and spouting such words with only 5 centimeters between us, and then laughing again as she checks the reaction up close.

Having seen this, no one will be able to refute my words at all.

"S, shame..? Y, yes... I'm sorry I'm not a masochist..."

In fact, if I had to say, I was nowhere near a masochist and closer to the opposite tendency.

But after meeting Baek Ha-rin, my fantasy about it was shattered miserably.

At least for me, women were recognized as beings that I couldn't hit.

It's not because I'm a gentle person, but because she was a mixed martial arts fighter who couldn't even become a champion, so I couldn't subdue her, and I almost got beaten up just for mentioning it.

Anyone who has watched her rampage in a match right in front of them will naturally become docile if they accidentally touch her nerves and she clenches her fist, no matter how much they usually act up.

Surprisingly, I've never been hit by her at all, and sometimes when I touched her nerves too much, she would choke me to force me to shut up or something.

Anyway, if I had met a more docile woman, at least my fantasy wouldn't have been shattered, but my first and last dating experience was with such a hardcore woman, so my fantasy was shattered like a glass.

"It's okay. I'm not a masochist either? You don't have to feel guilty about that."

Actually, I didn't really say I was sorry, but she probably knows that roughly.

"T, thank you..."

"Okay."

With that answer, Hazel took her hand off my cheek, which she had been holding for a long time, and sat back down next to me, returning to her original position.

I was finally freed from facing each other at a distance so close that I could feel each other's breath, and I felt like I could breathe a little.

"Haa... I feel so relaxed. I was going to leave early, but let's stay a little longer. We have plenty of time, so there's no need to rush, right?"

"Y, you can stay comfortably..! Y, you don't have to try to leave early... I, it's okay if you stay for two or three hours..."

I'm desperately praying inside that this bath won't end.

I'm even picturing a big picture where Hazel, unable to withstand the drowsiness in this warm bathtub, falls asleep.

I don't want to go up to the bed anymore.

She reassured me that she would be gentle, but I don't know what it will be like when we actually go up there.

But looking at Hazel's condition now, there's a good chance that she'll really soak in the water and fall asleep from exhaustion...

"No, I'll leave in exactly 20 minutes. The tablet... the timer..."

Fuck.
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18 - Episode 18: ♀
I laid back down on the bed after a long time.

It had been a while since I'd slept on the bed, ever since I'd been deprived of it.

It was still fluffy, still fragrant, still comfortable.

The bed hadn't changed, and neither had my memories.

But one thing had changed:

"Why are you so tense? Well, this side of you isn't bad either."

A woman bigger than me, a woman I wasn't sure whether to see as a dog or a person, was naked and straddling me.

She was a truly beautiful, sexy, and attractive woman, but I didn't want her on top of me.

It wasn't because I was broken.

It wasn't because I was a woman or gay, or asexual, or because I was a married man feeling guilty.

It's just that, with normal sex, as long as you don't make a mistake, you won't be punished, so you just need to stay sharp.

The real problem was that Hazel had given me that drug again.

The drug was clearly given to me for the purpose of 'punishment,' and my reaction was the same.

My whole body was burning up as if I were in a sauna, making me dizzy. A pulling pain came from my thighs to my lower abdomen, and even the slightest touch, like the blanket brushing against me, felt so sharp that I couldn't help but moan.

Hazel was sitting on my lower abdomen with her butt, so I felt a strong pressure.

I was sure that when I took that drug before, I thought there couldn't be anything worse, but there was a terrible situation that was even worse.

Back then, when I was left alone after taking the drug, it was hard, but now, with Hazel crushing and occupying my body, it was truly the worst.

"I was wrong...! P, please save me..."

Actually, I hadn't done anything wrong this time, but I felt like I had to beg for forgiveness, so I apologized without any basis.

I really felt wronged this time.

I hadn't tried to escape, I had followed instructions well, and I hadn't badmouthed her.

But I couldn't figure out why she was carrying out this punishment, which I considered to be a pretty severe one, at least until Hazel told me herself.

"No, Master, you haven't done anything wrong."

"I, I haven't done anything wrong...?"

"This time, it's a 'reward' and also an act to help you organize the mindset you will have from now on."

Well, with Hazel's looks... I could concede that this situation could be a 'reward' for masochistic people, so, well, it was a somewhat understandable reason.

But, organizing my 'mindset' with 'sex'?

I doubted whether this was true and suspected her real intentions.

"I, I don't understand...! I, I'll do better in the future... I'm so scared...!"

I never thought I would be pinned down by a woman, begging for my life, and I didn't want it to happen.

But this crazy bitch created extreme fear and made it possible.

Her feet that kicked me hard or approached me threateningly, her hands that put a collar on me or used all sorts of tools to inflict violence, her eyes that glared at me fiercely when she was angry, and now her tightly closed pussy that would soon make me suffer.

There wasn't a place on her body, from head to toe, that wasn't scary.

Therefore, it was safe to say that I had trauma in most places on Hazel's body.

"I want to play a mischievous prank because you look so cute trembling, but today's task isn't that, so shall we postpone it for a while? Hehehe..."

And this perverted laugh made me feel like I was watching a psychopath's murder scene right in front of me.

Of course, I knew it was a bit of an exaggeration, and I had never actually seen a psychopath's murder scene, but that was the general feeling.

"I'm really scared...! Sob...! B, but... I, I really feel like I'm going to die...!"

It seemed that the best way to resolve the current situation was to back out, but if I did it myself, Hazel might get angry again and do something to me.

However, if I put my dick in that tightly closed place between Hazel's legs, I felt like an unbearable stimulation would torment me.

A woman's vagina is much more stimulating than a hand, and with my body in its current state, where even the slightest touch makes me moan, it would be painful enough.

"That's why I'm trying to relieve you now. Don't you want to get it out quickly because it's painful?"

"Y, yes... P, please...!"

"Tell me when you want it, Master. I'll put it in then."

I wanted to cum, not to be penetrated.

If I were in my normal state, I would have obediently put it in, but I wasn't in my normal state now.

"P, please let me do it with my hand...! Haaah... P, please...!"

"Hmm... I'll wait until you ask me to. I'm not in a hurry."

As expected, Hazel had no intention of letting me do it myself.

From the start, this situation would only end if I penetrated her and came inside.

"Aah... Please...!"

"Ah, I think you're too scared, so let me tell you one thing for reference... If you don't overdo it, it's a feeling that's so good you'll feel like you're flying. I don't lie to you, Master. Hehe♡"

I thought it would be extremely painful, but Hazel said it would feel good.

It's true that Hazel does all sorts of harsh things to me, but she never lies.

So it was worth believing.

"R, really...?"

"Of course. Have you ever seen me lie? Hurry up and order me... Oohuhu~♡"

Since it would end anyway if I put it in,

"P, put it in... B, but gently..."

Wouldn't it be okay to ask her to do it gently?

"Yes~"

In the end, when I reluctantly ordered Hazel to put it in, Hazel immediately moved her hips as if she had been waiting, and quickly swallowed my dick.

My dick struggled to enter Hazel's tightly closed place, as if sinking into a swamp.

-Squish...

I felt my head spin because of the sticky resistance inside her vagina that grabbed and pulled at my dick.

As soon as I put it in, I felt faint, and I could feel with my whole body that I was being eaten alive.

"Ugh...!"

"I wonder what it feels like inside me for the first time... Well, it's probably impossible to express it in detail in your current state."

"Haaah...!! T, take it out...!!!"

It was beyond impossible to express it in detail. The pain I had been feeling all over my body was buried by the stimulation coming from my dick, and I couldn't feel it anymore.

"You've never experienced a female orgasm, Master. What you're feeling now is similar to that... No, it's much stronger."

I heard that a woman's orgasm is usually ten times stronger than a man's, or even more.

I thought it would feel great, and sometimes I wanted to experience it, but I never thought I would feel faint just from putting it in.

"Huh...?!"

"Even if it's not the drug, I can give you enough satisfaction, but isn't it nice to have this kind of experience?"

And following those words, Hazel began to move her hips slowly at a slow tempo.

"Huff...! Haa... Hngh...!"

From my mouth, which could only pant without any resistance, came something similar to the moans of a woman in a porn, which was really a lie.

My pathetic will to try to suppress those moans out of embarrassment was trampled and miserably crushed by the unbearable pleasure that Hazel was forcibly injecting.

"Oh my, aren't you enjoying it too much? With you being so loud, I don't even know who the female is~"

Hazel mocked and insulted me with a tone of pity, seeing me, who was born with a dick, moaning like a slutty woman.

"S, stop... Hngh...! T, this is a-... Haaah...♡"

No one told me to do it, but when Hazel slammed her hips down, my gaze turned upwards as if we had made a promise, and my eyes rolled back.

What Hazel was doing now reminded me of her playing with her squeaky toy as usual, not sex.

"You can cum whenever you want. I can fuck... No, I can serve you as much as you want."

I felt like I had just heard something amazing, but right now, the words "You can cum whenever you want" were more important information to me.

It hadn't been long since I had been fucked, but the semen was already trying to break through my dick and had risen all the way to the top.

Now that Hazel had given her permission, I didn't need to hold back my cum.

"Ugh...! Hngh...?!"

I almost blurted out the vulgar words "I'm coming!" for a moment, but I managed to keep my mouth shut while ejaculating.

Without warning, I immediately shot a huge amount of semen into Hazel's vagina.

Just ejaculating was enough to make my brain feel like it was being sucked in, and a dizzying stimulation burrowed into my brain.

That first female orgasm, or something more, felt like a drug.

It was really 'die-like' good, like taking a lethal dose of drugs.

It was rough and merciless, as if some part of my body was breaking down and dying, but it was a blissful and pleasant sensation that made my back bend involuntarily and all the muscles in my body contract involuntarily, making me cry.

"Uhee...♡ Hee...♡ Heeeee..."

Having safely finished my first ejaculation, I stuck my tongue out slightly on my lower lip in a pathetic manner and breathed irregularly with a rough and desperate breath, with an expression like the so-called 'ahegao'.

"Wow~ Master, really... You're a male with a talent as a female, aren't you? Usually, a man wouldn't show that he's gone so obviously on his face."

"N, no more... Hicc...!"

Even though it was a pleasant and blissful sensation, I felt like something would go wrong with my body if I felt anything more.

I was thinking in real time about something that would only come out in a trashy ero manga, that I would die if I went any further.

"Hmm... I don't get tired of doing this for three days and nights without rest, wouldn't you like to come along~? Kuhuhu~♡"
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19 - Do You Hate It?
To continue this insane act for three days and nights...

Is she crazy?

I've come once just now.

I didn't time it, but even at the longest, it didn't take more than 3 minutes.

And in Hazel's "three days and nights," 3 days can be converted to 72 hours, or 4320 minutes.

If I generously estimate the time it takes me to come at 3 minutes,

and divide 4320 by that 3 minutes, we get the astonishing number of 1440 (....).

No, in the first place, three days and nights of sex is "impossible" in itself, without such complicated calculations.

Especially with my body in this state.

"Hiccup—! C-Crazy..."

"No? I'm perfectly sane right now. It's the Master who seems confused, wouldn't you say?"

What sane woman would suggest spending three days and nights moving her hips on the bed?

Of course, considering Hazel's strength, her stamina is probably immense, so I'm not calling her crazy because I doubt her stamina.

It's because she's talking about using that overwhelming stamina to pin down a weak man like me, after feeding me some strange drug, for three days and nights, that I can't help but call her crazy.

"I'll d-die... R-Really...!!"

"Hmm... You won't die. Rather, you'll be steeped in such ecstatic pleasure for three days that you'll suffer from aphasia for a while. Hehehe...♡"

Ecstatic pleasure that causes aphasia.

'Pleasure' is a delightful sensation that gets better the more you feel it, and can even lead to addiction, making it impossible to escape its grasp. There are many kinds, but they are generally such blissful sensations.

Of course, feeling it a lot would be nice, but three days and nights of sex, in that manner, could seriously harm my health—no, not just harm, but cause fatal damage.

Besides, the pleasure I'm feeling right now is already overflowing, so I don't really want to experience "pleasure that causes aphasia."

I just want to live.

"P-Please... s-stop... P-Please...! Hiccup! I w-want to live..."

"Oh my, acting like a man... Begging to be stopped on the bed?"

It seems she's trying to scratch at my pride to get the result she wants, but unfortunately, I'm currently experiencing the most desperate moment of my life, realizing the preciousness of life.

So, pride? That kind of thing is naturally secondary.

She tries to provoke me with my pride and lure me with the ecstasy of pleasure, but I'm determined not to fall for it.

"Y-Yes... Haa... P-Please...!"

"Hmm? An unexpected reaction? According to my sister, you're not the kind of Master who would back down even after hearing such words, are you~?"

I'm someone who was miserably defeated by Baek Harin and even shed tears.

I felt a power and pressure from Hazel that I never felt from Baek Harin, whom I treated relatively obediently.

So, I've been treating Hazel with the assumption in my head that she's an opponent I can't win against in the first place, reminding myself of that fact.

It's not difficult. Giving up my pride. At least in front of this bitch.

"N-No...!"

"It must have been quite intense? Judging by this reaction."

The pleasure was intense, and this bitch is scary, and various factors combined to create this choice.

"Yes..."

"Hehe. I understand. I would have liked to see the Master with unfocused eyes and aphasia, but shall we stop here for today?"

If my body and mind were intact, I would have had no choice but to exclaim "Fuck" after hearing those terrible words.

I expected her to be a sadist, but I didn't expect her to go this far.

And just imagining that I could have really become like that, and how painful the process and result would have been, sends shivers down my spine and evokes an indescribable fear.

"T-Thank... you... Hiccup—!"

"Oh my, don't cry? You should be happy if you got the result you wanted. Right?"

Seeing me hiccuping and crying at the same time as the tension released, Hazel turned her hand over, placed it against my head, and gently stroked my hair.

Her face was filled with a gentle smile, and she looked down at me with glistening eyes full of pity.

There's nothing scarier than seeing a sinister gaze instantly turn into such compassionate eyes.

Every time I show words or actions that make me realize my place, only then does Hazel show this kindness, this gaze filled with such emotions.

It's as if she's giving a warning about my actions and demanding correction with just her eyes, saying, "Where do you think you're crawling?"

And it's up to me, the lowly one, the one treated that way, to recognize it.

"Y-Yes..."

"We both took a shower, but we've both gotten all dirty again. Hehe, let's shower again and rest."

In fact, even without showering, I felt like I would fall asleep soon with this level of fatigue.

But since she's offering to wash me, I won't refuse.

Waking up in the morning in this sticky state wouldn't feel very good.

Well, I doubt she would listen even if I refused.

Unlike the shower I took after soaking in the tub before sex, this time I quickly finished showering and came out.

I was sitting on a chair in the closet, supported by Hazel, and Hazel was standing next to me, drying my hair.

I wasn't able to stand or move on my own at this point, so I had to lean on Hazel for support and receive her care throughout the shower.

Whether it was applying soap with a towel or washing it off, there wasn't a single part of my body that Hazel's hands didn't touch, so it was quite embarrassing.

It was embarrassing because she didn't make any exceptions, and I believe you can roughly guess what this implies.

"Your hair is all fluffy and dry, shall we put on some clothes now?"

"C-Clothes... Yes...?"

Hazel had been leaving me naked until now, without a single thread on my body.

I should be happy if she's offering to put clothes on me, but as I said before, Hazel, who had been leaving me naked until now and didn't seem to think anything of it, is suddenly saying she'll dress me.

I can't help but feel uneasy, and I can't help but be suspicious.

"You don't want to?"

"N-No, it's not that..."

When Hazel says "You don't want to?" to me, the answer I have to give is predetermined.

Because I'm in a position where I have no right to refuse, which is perhaps natural.

"Hehe, right? You'd be a pervert if you didn't want me to dress you."

Depending on the type of clothes, there might be situations where you'd be a pervert if you agreed.

Of course, I don't have those kinds of clothes in my house.

All the clothes I bought were for everyday life.

"Here, this is it."

No, I definitely didn't have those kinds of clothes in my house, but...

The clothes Hazel handed me were a maid's uniform.

"..."

I denied reality for a moment when I saw these clothes.

There are so many clothes in the world, and out of all those clothes,

A maid's uniform.

I couldn't even think about wearing those clothes and just stared blankly at them.

"You don't want to wear it?"

I want to say I don't want to.

I desperately want to say I don't want to.

The thought of tearing the clothes to shreds and throwing them away dominated my mind, and I would have told her not to be ridiculous without hesitation if it were normal circumstances.

"N-No... It's not that..."

Of course, such actions had to end in my imagination.

"You don't like it."

"..."

I can't affirm it, but I also don't want to utter a word that expresses negation.

So I answered with silence.

"Answer. No, you don't like it, right? I understand."

Come to think of it, Hazel always forced me to answer if I didn't answer.

But why is she stopping this time?

Even though she showed me that she understood my intentions without me saying anything, I was strangely uneasy.

It's a reasonable concern that it's more unsettling when someone suddenly doesn't do the crazy things they usually do.

"..."

I still don't know what's going on and can't come up with an answer.

And I was sitting on the chair at the vanity, and Hazel was standing next to me.

The mirror on the vanity clearly reflected Hazel wearing only underwear and me naked.

"Haa."

But Hazel's position, which was next to me, changed in an instant to behind me, along with a short sigh in response to my silence.

I was flustered by that, but decided to stay still and not react for now.

Reacting rashly could cause more trouble.

"Say it clearly. Do you dislike it, or not?"

It feels like she's giving me an ultimatum this time, determined to get an answer from me.

But Hazel already knows my intentions, and since I know that fact, I was able to answer a little less burdened.

"I-I don't like it..."

"I understand."

I answered, but even after answering, I was uneasy, so I was watching Hazel's reflection in the mirror.

As I watched the mirror, I was taken aback by Hazel's actions reflected in the mirror.

Suddenly, Hazel spread her arms to both sides, then quickly tightened them, giving me a lingering back hug with unknown intentions.

It was the moment when the threat that had only been felt visually in the mirror became a reality through touch.

"You don't like it, that's what you're saying. That's clear."

And she whispered sharp, cutting words directly into my ear.

Something's wrong.

I feel a murderous aura from behind.

If things go any further astray here, something terrible might happen...

"You came all the way down from the bed, but it seems you want to go back up."

Author's Note (Author's Afterword)

I mentioned recommending it... If you feel like recommending it after reading, please do... It's not mandatory..!
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